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CHAPTER L 

" Planets are thy jewels. 

Stars thy foruiead gems. 
Set like sapphires gleaming^ 

In kingliest of angH<*mc, 
Even the great gold Sun-god, 

Blazing through the sky, 
Serves thee but for crest-stone ! 

Tai,jai!— Hari,jai!" 



" O drinker of the poison. 

Ah, high delight of earth 1" 

From the Sanskrit of the *< Gtta dminda:^ 

Queenlike, she stood before her mirror, and what did that 
mirror reflect ? A delicious dream, half sensuous, half divine ! 
Her tall svelte figure gowned in the traditional white satin of 
bridehood, her firm, well-set forehead >vreathed with the inevitable 
but mystic orange-blooms. These were but adjuncts to features 
almost faultless : I say "almost" advisedly, for there was something 
about that face which redeemed it fi^om perfection j I mean the 
inane proportions of a Clytie-like perfection. Oh, give me any- 
thing warm with life, rather than cold with measured faultlessness ! 
Ariadn6, in Naxos ; Labe even, before a doll-like Daphn^, or a 
wood-featured Fomarina ; — Heaven forefend the mark ! Bear in 
mind, I speak not profanely, for I allude to a type of carnal, not 
spiritual integrity. 

Regina, Lady Radclyffe ! Only half an hour ago had those 
fingers untremblingly subscribed in large, clear, girlish characters 
her new name in the parish register of the church whose altar 
had echoed the fulfilment of her marriage vows. Yes, it only 
takes one short half-hour to mature a maiden's dreams into a life- 
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long reality; stern, or otherwise, as the case may be. Regina, 
Lady Radclyfife ! Why does the faithful mirror depict a vengeful 
shadow on the youthful brow, and a trembling fire in the dreamy 
depths of those great hazel eyes ? — eyes that were surely made 
for "love, and languish," — ^lips naturally rounded with a full 
resistless charm, now, alas 1 half-writhed with anguish, half-curved 
with seeming scorn. 

Self-shunning, self-abandonment were plainly visible, from 
crown to foot, in the whole attitude of that bride-woman, as she 
stood before her glass, muttering a few words with defiant but 
pathetic gaze into its quicksilver surfiEice, — " Eustace, Eustace, 
are these my festal robes, or the victim's flowers before the fall ? " 
And then, with a cold and somewhat cruel laugh, she added, 
showing a dazzling but ominous gleam of teeth, — " What matter, 
so I can play a part, and play it well ? " A strange contradiction 
of bitter and sweet, storm and sunshine, was Regina, Lady 
Radclyffe ; and I hope, like any other motherless girl, she may 
be forgiven for soliloquizing in a somewhat unorthodox manner 
on this her wedding-day — z, day fraught to almost any intelligent 
woman with varied but individual sentiment — the threshold of 
a new mysterious life, forming the very tombstone of buried 
memories. Some women hide their memories out of sight — a 
something too sacred to unearth j others look back on those 
mildewed buds of maidenhood as the only treasures worth 
claiming in this, or that other world ! The greedy monster. 
Mammon, makes many a victim unawares ; whilom the fetters of 
other pagan fetishes are like the feelers of an octopus, or the 
suckers of a vampire. Still the " Vrai Hymen " of blissful fable 
is not cheated of all his devotees. There is a hand-to-hand and 
heart-to-heart companionship which constitutes a happy imion on 
earth, and symbolizes the Bridal in Paradise ; though, if ante-eval 
documents tell the truth, even Adam and Eve had their skirmishes, 
in order to transmit to posterity the art of quarrelling, as well as 
the art of making love en rhgle, 

Regina was the daughter of General Vansittart, commanding 
the Meerut and adjacent divisions of HLM.'s forces in India 
at the time my story commences. She was eighteen years of 
age, commonly called " Queenie " by her father, by her pet 
but madcap brother, and the few women she had singled out 
{pro tern, of course) as bosom friends. One man, too, had dared 
to call her " Queenie ; " she remembered this fact with a hot 
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guilty flush as she caught the familiar accents of her brother 
Warren's voice calling along the passage, bringing to an end her 
bridal reverie. Poor Queenie 1 ought she not to summon her 
new-bom matronly pride to her aid in banishing from lip and 
heart the remembrance of that man ? Should she not make a 
holocaust of his memory — now, this very minute— as she had 
made a holocaust (alas ! very tearfully) of all his letters only 
yesterday? There are many things in this world theoretically 
easy, but practically impossible. Queenie was but a child- 
philosopher ; still she did well to smooth her ruffled brow, and 
leave the future to take care of itself. Such, at all events, was 
her determination as she hastily exchanged her orange-blossom 
garland for a frail white structure called by way of compliment a 
bonnet She shrouded her splendid satin-tinted shoulders in a 
carke de la dentelle de Bruxelles, an heirloom of her mother's 
which had performed a similar part in the programme of that 
dead mother's wedding-day. So surely does commonplace exist- 
ence repeat itself ad infinitum^ ad absurdum, — some people 
would say. Regina found her brother reclining idly on a divan at 
the far end of the india-matted passage leading to the entrance- 
hall. 

" Well, Queenie, youVe taken a precious time to put on that 
old scarf, and here I've been waiting like a fool all this while 
because I wanted to shake your hand, and give you one squeeze, 
dear old sister, before you go off with Sir Henry. Why, what 
a stiff" pomposity he looks ! — ^gad ! you may be thankful you 
are his ladylove, and not a blimdering sub like me. I say, I'm 
sick of that riding-school ; but I promise you I intend, to put 
your favourite Rokeby through some of his paces there during 
your absence, my lady, by your leave or otherwise." 

Her eyes rested lovingly on the saucy upturned face of her 
young soldier-brother. " Naughty boy ! you had better not ; 
Rokeby has a very light mouth, and will feel your hands like 
lead after mine. Better leave him alone. Besides, I am not sure 
I shall not have him down at Sirdhana ; for, methinks, I shall tire 
betimes of my lune-de-miel^^ — here a blush interposed. 

" Oh, I say, Queenie, come back quickly, or I don't answer 
for my having a hand-to-hand fight with the governor. Some- 
body's put him up to snuff about thosie * ordinaries.' Besides, I'm 
confoundedly hit myself, owing to Eustace's departure in that 
impetuous manner last cold weather. Thanks, you dear brick of a 

B 3 
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sister, for the twenty gold mohurs ; I dare say I shall swim all 
right now. And, perhaps, I may draw a lucky horse for the 
Umballa meeting. Who knows ? " 

"Avoid that horsey Captain Nareton, whatever you do, 
Warren ! " 

" Come, now, I like that, Queenie ; he gave me and Eustace 
the correct tip about 'Bonnie Mom* on the Deyra Dhoon 
course, and you owned it. I like you, abusing him now because 
every one else does so." 

(Warren never considered it necessary to study grammar or 
succinctness when rattling on, sporting fashion, to his sister.) 

" Never mind," said Queenie ; " I have no time to talk about 
Captain Nareton now." She added, with a burning blush, " And 
I will thank you, Warren, to remember that I cut Eustace de 
Mowbray a whole week before he went to England, so I don't 
wish to hear his name mentioned again in my presence." 

" Cut him, and infernally cruel you were to do so, Queenie ! 
Really, I shall never be at the bottom of women ; they're all so 
artful, and always telling downright crams. Never mind, I 
dare say Radclyffe's a trump after all, though he is so proud and 
off-hand with youngsters like me— and swears like old Nick on 
parade, I can tell you. I hope you will be happy with him, 
Queenie." 

Here the young soldier brushed his hand across his sunny 
eyes, as if to suppress the unmanly emotion of a tear ; for he 
honestly loved his sister, and felt somehow as if she was entering 
on a perilous track. However, they had barely time to exchange 
a few more farewell words before the loud, measured tones of 
Colonel Radclyffe's voice made themselves heard, and he raised 
the purdah a minute afterwards, saying, — 

" Regina, the horses are very restive, and that off-bay was in 
double harness for the first time yesterday." 

" Oh, I am quite ready," acquiesced Queenie, and she hastened 
to bid goodbye to the guests assembled in the drawing-room. The 
lady portion crowded, according to usual custom, into the hall 
to have a farewell look and farewell whisper with the bride ; all 
admiring, some, perchance, envying her the title of " Ladyship," 
as well as the possession of a fine soldierlike husband. No one 
could deny they made a model pair. Though Sir Henry 
Radclyffe was more than twenty years her senior, he did not show 
the disparity to disadvantage, for Queenie's height and woman- 
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like proportions gave her a personality in keeping with his own. 
He had a well-knit, well-disciplined frame, and swarthy, manlike 
face, shaded by a tawny moustache, which somewhat modified 
the stem expression of his keen gray eyes. He was above the 
middle height. Altogether he had a decidedly military bearing, 
and an air of distinction as well. Besides, was he not a V.C., 
C.B., and A.D.C. to the Queen; hero of the Cashmere Gate and 
Soorj Pass ; and colonel of a crack regiment to boot ? Some 
envious women and a few love-lorn men of Queenie's acquaint- 
ance even hinted that the above qualifications had won her heart. 
Alas ! how little did they know — how little could she herself have 
told — ^but no ; she had done it all for the best. A frail but 
firequent argument with nervous, sensitive women. Mais revenons. 
At all events, Sir Henry Radclyffe looked supremely handsome 
standing there ; but he felt supremely cross as the two showy, 
spirited horses champed their bits and pawed the ground, while 
Queenie, with all the generous abandonment of youth, was saying 
kind nothings on every side and pressing fond farewell kisses on 
the large red cheeks of her dear old father, who looked very 
uncomfortable during the process, and decidedly felt as if he had 
outgrown his single suit of mufti, inwardly vowing he would 
vacate it as soon as the Totnasha was over. This Anglo-Indian 
phrase he applied to the festivities attending his daughter's 
wedding. Slippers and rice were thrown, and all went " merry 
as a marriage-bell " should do. 

Side by side, Sir Henry and Lady Radclyffe departed on 
that journey from which all people return wiser if not sadder 
than they went. No word at first to break the stillness on 
either side, but an anxious look on his part at the horses, and a 
smothered imprecation on the driver (a quondam head groom of 
Sir Henry's bachelor establishment). Regina sighed audibly; 
she felt hot and tired, now the excitement of the ceremony was 
over. 

" How oppressive it is this aflemoon I And, oh, dear, I left my 
bouquet behind on the drawing-room table ! Never mind, 
Warren can ride out with it to-morrow." 

** By the way, Regina, I quite forgot to tell you — curse that 
Adams ! I knew he couldn't manage the bay (this by way of 
piarenthesis), — I quite forgot to say, Regina, that however dearly 
I prize the honour of having won you for my own, I must ask 
you at once to assume the dignity befitting your position as my 
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wife. In short, I cannot permit you, as Lady Radclyffe, to go 
romping about, or playing Its grdces, and battledore and shuttle- 
cock in the public * compound,' as I saw you doing with your 
brother Warren yesterday. Your silly old father cannot control 
that boy I Good-hearted, no doubt, with material for a &ir 
soldier; but he wants beating into discipline — cramming into 
form, I say. Adams, you fool ! — two minutes, and I must take 
the ribbons myself." 

The horses by this time had bettered their pace to something 
short of a gallop. 

Here a sound resembling a sob came from Queenie's lace- 
encircled throat. Her Warren, her idolized brother, to be 
spoken of thus ! Alas ! she remembered during their courtship 
Sir Henry had often alluded disparagingly to the dear boy ; she 
putting it down partly to jealousy, for he had been an exacting 
lover. Was he going to prove himself a despotic husband ? If 
so he had shown the cloven foot a little too abruptly, and my 
lady's mettle was up. She choked down another rising sob, and 
said very proudly, as she thought, — 

" Really, Sir Henry, I wonder you ever chose such a tomboy 
as me to represent your dignity, and bear your time-honoured 
name. Warren's only sister, too ! Once and for all, I tell you 
plainly, I adore my brother." 

Sir Henry was a man of the world, and saw he had gone a 
little too far with this child of nature j besides, who could resist 
the winning beauty of a face so near his own, albeit that face 
was flushed with righteous indignation ? 

** Poor child, Regina mia, God bless you ! " 

And he kissed, with a passion half-reverent, the rich red lips of 
his newly-made wife, and was gazing into her face with an 
adoration almost meditative, when a crash was heard. 

"Too late: by Jove, they're off!" he cried. The carriage 

veered to and fro, wildly, for an instant ; then a louder crash 

"Sit still, for Heaven's sake, Regina !" was all Sir Henry had 
time to gasp, holding her frantic form a moment in his arms : 
a third crash, a shivering, as of glass, and both were precipitated 
into the road, or embankment rather, for a river ran to their 
left. 

One of the horses gave a mad, horrid leap mid-air, and fell 
backwards into the water, breaking his neck, poor creature, in 
that throe ! The other steed, the cause of all this disaster, was 
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already freed from harness, careering the country and advertising 
the disaster to the natives of Sirdhana, who came, ere long, to the 
rescue of the ill-fated bride and bridegroom. Regina had felt a 
burning sensation — a band of flame across her brow — a warm 
trickling on her uplifted arm — O God ! it was blood ! There- 
upon, womanlike, she swooned away. Indeed, poor child, it 
was her husband's blood, not her own, that kept staining the 
purity of her wedding gown, oozing from a gash in his head, from 
which cause he, too, shortly lay insensible by her side. The unfor- 
tunate Adams was lying with a dislocated collar-bone and frac- 
tured ribs inconveniently close to the river's brink. 

However, ill news travels fast, and a band of natives under the 
guidance of the kind-hearted parish priest — forSirdhana was a 
Roman Catholic mission village — ^and the sufferers found them- 
selves safely housed in the roomy old palace, now-a-days sacred 
to wedding and picnic parties, but formerly the august abode of 
the far-famed but bloodthirsty old Begum Sombr^. Queenie 
remained insensible for hours ; and it would have taken a stoic 
to see unmoved the purple contused wounds on those white 
rounded arms, and the grievous pallor of her face and lips. 
Beyond a terrible nervous shock, however, no harm was done, 
and none of the fair young limbs had to be swathed in unseemly 
bandages, or set in wooden splints — idea too horrible to dwell 
on ! Sir Henry, in trying to rescue her, had crushed his right 
hand severely, and the broken glass had penetrated his head. 
" A few days' care and rest," said the sanguine young surgeon 
(who turned up from somewhere, and shortly arrived on the 
spot) — " a few days, and they would both, he hoped, have reached 
a state of convalescence ; " adding, by way of a pleasant joke 
suitable to the occasion, " and continue your honeymoon where 
you left it off, Sir Henry. I am very sorry you should have had 
an abrupt termination to such an auspicious event, but I take 
this opportunity to ofifer you my congratulations. I have already 
heard of Miss Vansittart as the reigning * belle ' of the North- 
West Provinces." 

" Confound your impudence 1 " muttered Sir Henry between 
his teeth ; for, brave as he was — ^a Bayard in legitimate warfare — 
he hated the pain and inconvenience attending this imtoward 
accident, and was correspondingly irritated thereby. "All 
through that Adams's swagger and folly," he added ; " who's to 
I)ay for the carriage, and where shall I ever find a match for the 
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bay?" This, of course, after ascertaining that Queenie was not 
fatally injured. Sir Henry, put in three days of " purgatoiy," 
as he himself afterwards expressed it, the first night occupied 
by him in tossing his head impatiently to and fro on his pillow, 
and thereby shifting the strappings, which were supposed to 
be necessary for the due adhesion of his wound; alternately 
objurgating his own fate and anathematizing a tired punka- 
wallah^ who periodically fell asleep, slipping the rope with a 
thud on Sir Henry's forehead. I pity that poor punka-wallah if 
the hero had not been temporarily hors de combat 

Queenie, however, lay on her bed, outwardly still as any 
mouse ; in fact, at fii^t her native ayah^ who tripped lightly and 
tenderly about the room, would not but believe her dead. This 
female domestic rejoiced in the name of " Gulibee " (a full-blown 
rose), though she was facially hideous enough to frighten an 
English infant into convulsions ; but she was a faithful creature, 
and loved Queenie well, having waited on her during the two 
years of that young lady's return to India, after completing her 
education according to Anglo-Indian tradition in Europe. 
^^ Missie Baba^ oh, Mem-Sahiby tni4adi^ speak to your poor 
Gulibee," and the small brown hands wrung themselves in 
genuine anguish. 

On the second day Gulibee's tearful vigil was rewarded by 
seeing Queenie languidly open her full brown eyes, and turn 
them vacantly round the spacious chamber, whose ghostlike 
greatness appalled her fluttering fJEuicy ; yes, she had recovered 
from her deathlike swoon. 

** But scarce to reason, — every sense, 
Had been overstrung by pangs intense ; 
And each frail fibre of her brain 
(As bowstrings, when relax'd by rain, 
The erring arrow launch aside) 
Sent forth her thoughts all wild and wide." 

I am sorry to confess Queenie was strictly superstitious, and 
therefore looked upon the unfortunate fatality which occurred on 
her wedding-day as an evil omen — a direct administration of 
Heaven's vengeance on her sinful young head. How dared she 

marry Sir Henry while Eustace was here she checked her 

mental argument^ to take it up again abruptly and more hope- 
lessly than ever. Why should she blame herself instead of 
Eustace? Was he not positively pledged to a girl in Eng- 



M 



The Shackles of an Old Love. 9 

land all the time he had sworn allegiance to her foolish self? 
Queenie's experience of men and manners was naturally limited 
at this stage of her existence, so I need not apologize for her 
ignorance in presuming it usual for a man to be equally faithful 
in love as dauntless in war. Her mind, rendered doubly active 
by the unwonted prostration of her body, dwelt incongruously, 
but delightfully, on the memory of certain stolen walks in pine- 
scented groves ; and certain stolen rides in the dewy fragrance of 
an Eastern dawning hour — wrested from sleep, assuredly, but oh I 
how sweet, on account of their secrecy. In short, Queenie, like 
a lost lamb, wandered vaguely, and at large along the green 
pastures and by the pleasant wata^ of a disordered imagination. 

Was it not Mrs. Cleveland, one of Queenie's bosom friends, 
who had first told her about Captain Eustace de Mowbray's engage- 
ment to his cousin. Lady Vixen Armitage? He himself, she 
remembered, had never corroborated the statement, though she 
had seen Lady Vixen's likeness in his sketch-book, and her photo 
in his album. Certainly she had never summoned sufficient 
moral courage enough to accuse him openly of his perfidy. No, 
she had taken a higher, loftier modus operandi^ namely, cut him 
without assigning rhyme or reason for so doing. How else could 
any modest maiden act ? 

Thus we see poor Queenie called herself pretty severely to 
task on this, her imaginary death-bed, and ended by blaming him 
not, " for unto her he seemed a higher being of a nobler race." 
It was a pity she brought that passage between poor Oriska and 
the smooth Canadian to her rescue, or omitted the word apth. 

What possible reason could kind-hearted little Mrs. Cleveland 
have for telling a deliberate falsehood ? Queenie had yet to learn 
that many idle women have nothing in the wide world to do but 
propagate falsehood and improvise scandal. 

I don't go quite so far as the millstone and drowning process, 
but I do think it would do a lot of mischief-making women good if 
the world suddenly became absolutely servantless,and these female 
lagos had, through sheer and dire necessity, to betake themselves to 
scrubbing floors and cooking dinners. We should have more love 
matches and fewer separations. At one time it was the worst 
possible form for a lady to figure in a Divorce Court ; now it 
seems to be a fashionable loophole for either husband or wife to 
be able at will to sever the sacred marriage tie, when use has made 
its fetters irksome, or a fairer face attracts the roving eye. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

^' So lovely, so beloved ! Oh, fair as though that sun had never set 
Which strayed upon her golden hair, in dreams I see her yet. 
To see her in that old green place — the same hush't, smiling, cruel face ! 
That hair, not unlike yours, as bright, but with a wanner golden tinge." 

" I have seen her child. 
The self-same eyes its mother had, — that once liad power to make me 
mad ! » 

Good-night in the Porch. 

They had been married at Meerut, which station was only a few 
hours' drive from the compact little village of Sirdhana. Great 
was the excitement of consternation at General Vansittart's 
bungalow and elsewhere, when news of the accident arrived. 
People had, as usual, exaggerated the one crow into three or even 
four, and when Warren rode out early next day, he was relieved to 
find the newly-married couple in the land of the living. Sir Henry, 
as may be imagined, was too splenetic to be discursive, so he 
gave a brief account of the circumstances, not forgetting to allot 
the unlucky Adams a prominent rdle^ as originator of the 
'catastrophe. 

Warren was not at all sorry to ride back to cantonments, 
particularly as he had been unable to get a glimpse of his suffering 
sister. Sir Henry's injunctions being explicit on this point. 

" If you like to ask Major Cleveland's wife to drive over, and 
see if she can afford any comfort or relief to Regina, to-morrow 
or next day, I shall feel obliged to you, Warren ; and please tell 
them to send my English letters and papers when they arrive. 
And you can give any version of the accident you like, to any 
fellows who might otherwise think it necessary to come out and 
inquire, as I am far too seedy to be bothered with sympathy." 

After this happy hit at avoiding the prolonged details of what 
appeared to him "a storm in a teapot," Sir Henry replaced his 
head on the cushion of an arm-chair and smoked his cheroot with 
a satisfied conscience, substituting for breakfast a cup of the 
black coffee called on the continent gloria, viz., with a soupfon of 
cognac in lieu of milk. This inference on my part must not 
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suggest to the reader that Sir Henry was a tippler, like so many 
of his confrhres in the East ; on the contrary, he was an abstemious 
man, and only the victim of dyspepsia on this occasion. 

A f&w days afterwards Regina, with all the advantages of youth 
and a good constitution, began to realize that she was not 
actually dying, and was glad with that gladness the young alone 
can feel. Alas, for those to whom 



** The happy laugh is dumb ; 
•All the joy gone and all the anguish come ! 



jr 



for their name is surely legion in this our vale of tears. 

Queenie was only eighteen, therefore she could shake off 
sickness as easily as an ill-fitting costume or non-matching pair of 
gloves. Even her self-scourging fancies ended in nothing — 
" fancies bom but of sickness could not live." 

And " when the blood ran lustier in her again," she was quite 
gratified to see the delicious grapes, and other petits soins Sir 
Henr/s forethought had provided at her bedside ; moreover, to 
receive a visitor from the outer world, in the shape of Mrs. 
Cleveland (Mrs. Christopher, as she was always called after her 
husband's regimental sobriquet^ his real name happening to be 
not Christopher at all, but Walter). She might be literally 
described as a " Marionette " kind of woman, diminutive and 
dollish. She was gifted with a great thirst for admiration, and, 
notwithstanding her pretty insipid society manners, she was 
preternaturally precocious in assimilating any piece of gossip that 
might be afloat, or making an inadvertent passe-partout of any 
story she was supposed to be too foolish or too innocent to com- 
prehend. In short, the Captain's wife, poor plain Mrs. OTlaherty 
— ^profanely called lo by the subs of the regiment, on account of 
her cow-like optics, and complacent chewing of the cud of their 
cock-and-bull stories — ^was wont, with her native Irish wit, to 
style Mrs. Christopher ^^the baby born with the teeth,^^ Mrs. 
Cleveland, au contraire^ treated her would-be rival with a contempt 
it was anjusing to witness. To do Mrs. Christopher justice, she 
was goodnatured when she liked, and a moderately agreeable 
companion ; to Regina, in her present frame of mind and body, 
quite a god-send. 

" Oh, Queenie, I was so sorry, you can't think, to hear of your 
terrible accident ; wonder you were not killed, my dear ! Poor 
Sir Henry^ my husband says^ is frightfully cut up about it— doesn't 
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like to allude to the affair even ; very much injured too." Here 
noticing a troubled, questioning look on Queenie's face, she 
added by way of modification, " Oh, not dying, you know ; poor 
fellow, how anxious he must be to see you again ! If I were you 
I shouldn't see him at all till you have lost that pale, languid look ; 
first impressions are so essential with men. I should put on a 
cap too, Queenie ; haven't you got a pretty coquettish little coiffure 
du matin f it would make you look so interesting. I always 
study my appearance." 

** i^a va sans dire,* thought Queenie, but she made a mental 
reservation in favour of her own luxuriant hair over the sweetest 
cap in creation. 

Mrs. Cleveland went on winding the ball of small talk without 
any further intermission, as follows : — 

" Oh, Queenie, you looked quite regal in church, and I'm sure 
it was a perfect wedding, take it all in all ; only I feared once 
or twice Mr. Slipshod was going to relapse into the funeral 
service, as he did when Ada Williams was married. I was there 
myself, and heard him, my dear, so I know it to be a fact ; it 
was such a muddle. When we came to the ring part he said, 
* Forasmuch as it has pleased Almighty God to take our 
brother to himself; ' and as no one knew either service well 
enough to correct him just at first, there was a pause and ah 
awkward titter among the congregation. Eventually somebody 
prompted him, or he looked at the book, and it all came right ; 
but really Mr. Slipshod is abominably irreverent in his /manner 
and delivery, and ought to be reported to his Bishop, I think. 
They do say he was a ticca padre at Kensal Green before he 
came out to this country ; namely, buried people at so much an 
hour. Perhaps, however, that is only one of Captain de Mow- 
bray's inventions — ^it was he told me. By the way, Queenie, what 
a comfort he was not there on Monday — poor Eustace de Mow- 
bray 1 " Here Queenie pretended to re-tie the white satin bow of 
her negligke to hide her shifting colour. 

" Yes, I dare say he is married to Lady Vixen Armytage by 
this time," she interposed feebly. 

" Oh, well, perhaps he is," resumed Mrs. Cleveland, quite 
placidly ; " but there's no denying he was madly in love with you, 
dear Queenie, all the same ; and I am sure he would have made 
a fool of himself in the church, as poor Colonel Vincent (black 
Tom they called him) and a few more of your rejected suitors did." 
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" Please don't," faltered Queenie. 

" Well, I only know Sir Henry ought to think himself a lucky 
man ! — Oh, by the bye, did you ever in your life see such a guy 
as Mrs. OTlaherty made of herself? — and that peacock silk came 
all the way from Bodelio's, in Calcutta, and cost 350 rupees, 
I hear ! What a way that woman does dress, to be sure I Mrs. 
Nuttinger had a clean petticoat on for once in her life, and looked 
— well, I thought better than any one could have expected ; but, oh, 
how her daughter tight-laces ! and I'm sure she's got a touch of 
the tar-brush about her. It was a good idea of yours having 
those six children bridesmaids all dressed alike with the " chey- 
mayl^e " wreaths ; — dear little things they looked ! We had such 
a pleasant dance in the great hall after you left 1 General 
Vansittart laughed and joked and was so genial ; and as for your 
brother Warren, he exceeded himself in good humour and 
gallantry. You know those two pretty countrified-looking girls — 
new importations from England — ^you had as your head brides- 
maids ? One is nicknamed * Prunes,' I believe, because she purses 
her mouth to make it look small, and the other 'Planets,' 
because her mother fondly compared her eyes to ' stars of the 
firmament,' in speaking of her to young Cranethorpe the first ball 
they were at Oh, Queenie, it is only to amuse you I am assum- 
ing the rdle of a gossip, but I positively heard your brother 
Warren proposed to * Prunes ' the night of your wedding, but 
backed out of it the next day by pretending he mistook her for 

* Planets.' This story is too good to be true ; or, at all events, 
you can ask Warren's confirmation of it ; he told me he was com- 
ing to see you, — and oh, dear, that reminds me how late it is ! I 
must really go, or my husband will be * stepping round ' just to 
look after his reputation ' a bit,' as poor Sir Peter Teazle did. 
I'll come again soon, and you must get bright and strong once 
more. Soldiers' wives shouldn't have nerves, you know ; — and 

* there is a silver lining to every cloud.' Goodbye, my dear 
Queenie." 

And here she kissed the bride invalid as a matter of course. 
And a pretty relic of barbaric h3rpocrisy is that kissing between 
women, I think ; often a prelude to nagging discussion, if not 
open warfare. Mrs. Cleveland, with a sunny smile, gathered her 
showy silken skirts about her, and proceeded with a considerable 
frdlement of the same towards the verandah, where her husband 
and Sir Henry were smoking and talking regimental shop. 
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After a few measured courtesies, the Major and his wife drove 
off, Mrs. Cleveland's last words being, — " Oh, Christopher, here 
were you calmly smoking the calumet of peace, and the poor 
children will be crying at home and wondering what has become 
of us, for I promised to have them down to dessert to-night" 

This anxiety on her o£&pring's account was a modest 
delusion on Mrs. Christopher's part, for they formed as small a 
quota of her daily domestic economy as saucepans or soapsuds. 
She was, however, sensible enough to have a good European 
nurse, as a substitute for her somewhat incongruous self. 

That afternoon Regina considered herself quite convalescent, 
and Sir Henry could not resist pausing a moment at the threshold 
of her door, as if to photograph in his mind's eye the pleasing 
picture that presented itself against the chtar-cscuro of that 
antiquated chamber. 

It was the first time he had approached her presence since 
their wedding-day — ^indeed since the agonized episode of the run- 
away horses. Her full soft hair was wound into a loose knot at 
the back of her head ct la Venus de Canove, and her perfect figure 
was enhanced by the suggestive softness of a cashmere robe de 
chambre, clinging in quiet folds about her, and confined to the 
throat by a full wide ruffle of Valenciennes lace : one creamy 
rose nestled in her bosom ; it had been Sir Henry's gift that 
morning, and his gray eyes glistened with genuine emotion as he 
contemplated that girl-wife, in all the abandonment of grace, 
and felt the charming vision was his own. 

And the faint sweet smell of that exquisite rose ! 

Did its odour remind him of a similar flower enshrined in as 
fair a bosom long years ago ? 

Suddenly the picture before him changed itself, like a dissolving 
view. 

It was a long terrace this time — a garden terrace ; and 
another woman like — and yet how unlike — Regina ; her bright 
hair had a warmer tinge, and her dark violet eyes a singular 
beauty ; there was a strange smile upon her parted lips, and a 
self-same rose, dcru-tinted, reposed on her fair young breast. Sir 
Henry remembered, only too well, the rapt expression of those 
eyes ; — " eyes that once had power to make him mad ; " — and 
the faint, far-off perfume of that rose seemed to steal over his 
spirit in a cold, creepy manner, like " the scent that steals from 
a crumbling sheet, where a mummy is half unrolled." " Murielle, 
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Murielle," he muttered inwardly, "a darkness severs me as 
wide from thee as hell from heaven, to all eternity ! " 

He shook ofif the passing vision as a thing uncanny, and 
entered at once into the glowing radius of Regina's warmth and 
welcome. 

" Regina, my wife, how thankful am I that you escaped any 
more serious injury ! How terrified you were too 1 You should 
always remember to sit quite still in an accident" 

" Oh, what impossible advice, Henry 1 How could I sit still 
when I was convulsed with terror? I fear you yourself have 
suffered intensely." 

" No, anima mia, I merely felt giddy at the time, and my 
hand was horribly bruised ; — see,— but you are getting posi- 
tively ndiite-faced over it, so we will not allude any more to the 
unfortunate affair ; but, thank God, it wasn't worse 1 " 

With which philosophy, and that of love. Sir Henry whiled 
away a truly happy hour by Regina's side ; in short, Regina, in 
those halcyon days, really thought marriage was a very sensible 
and pleasant kind of experience. 

Everything was new to her then, and Sir Henry could, if 
willing, convert himself into a charming companion. He had 
travelled a good deal in his ante-campaigning days, and spoke 
well and to the point. Regina began to feel like Desdemona, 
that she was ready to listen and to weep at the stories of his 
hair-breadth escapes, and could quite sympathize with that young 
woman's inamoration of her Moor. 

" Depuis queje vous at tfu, je me suis figurie, que ces chevaliers 
maures vous rissefnbiaientJ* 

Sir Henry was so attentive, too, and thoughtful. He proposed 
riding into Meerut next morning. 

"And if you promise, my wife, to take great care of your 
precious self, and keep quiet for to-day, I will order Rokeby to 
be sent out here. His syce can lead him at sundown, and we 
can have a good gallop to-morrow." 

Queenie's face brightened perceptibly at the prospect 

" I shall not be long, Regina ; meanwhile, there is a packet of 
new novels I got from Calcutta, last week. You might find one 
readable among them ; only do not cry your eyes red over the 
vicissitudes of the heroine's thorny road to matrimony." 

" Well," said Queenie, with a merry smile, " when I write a 
book I shall make my heroine a dear and lovable old maid ! 
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Goodbye, Henry ! — I think I shall explore this funny old palace 
while you are gone. I felt so frightened here when I was ilL 
It was Wednesday, the night of that awful thunderstorm, I 
could have declared I heard wild music like a weird Indian 
death-song, mingling with the sobbings of the wind. Gulibee 
says it is quite likely, as the house is really haunted, and all the 
old men and women the Begum had beheaded perambulate the 
passages in a state of metempsychosis, from midnight till the 
minaret-crier frightens them back to Zehannem." 

'^ Well, I must own Gulibee is an adept at Eastern murder 
lore, but you need never be frightened again, my own one, 
when I am by your side. What says Hafed? — "Fear 
nothing thou, myself, to-night, and each o'er-looking star that 
dwells near God will be thy sentinels ! ' " And here Sir Henry 
pursued his way Meerutward, and Regina inaugurated her 
exploration. 

She traversed long and apparently interminable passages, and 
peopled each solitary semi-furnished chamber with fair Indian 
women of a vanished age. She descended a narrow spiral stair- 
case with mysterious caution, and found it lead to an under- 
ground cave or vault, used in former days as a bath-room by the 
Harem belles. There were even sundry small mirrors inserted 
into the walls for these houris to contemplate their dusky 
charms, and know the precise amount of kohdl or henna where- 
with to smear themselves, — much after the mode our European 
women se servent du blanc de perh en Itquide, or rouge fin aux 
fleursl 

Queenie was mildly moralizing over matters generally, and 
thinking what a rare pity it was the beautiful marble basin form- 
ing the bath itself had been allowed to degenerate into a state 
of dirt and decadence, with the very water at its base green with 
stagnant vegetation. Standing on the sheer edge, she was greatly 
startled to hear a loud scream above her head, and nearly 
fell into the bath, but fortunately managed just to save her 
balance. 

" Gee-ha I mi Ladii^ shrieked the voice, imitating the native 
nasal twang to perfection. 

Here Queenie looked up and saw her brother Warren's mis- 
chievous face peering at her from an opening at the head of the 
spiral staircase. 

" Oh, Queenie, ma belle^ what a lark ! — a minute more and 
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you would have been head over heels in that beastly green stuff, 
and come out with an improvised trimming of lizards, frogs, and 
other creeping things ! Serve you right too, for being so jolly 
inquisitive. Run up here instantly and report yourself to your 
superior officer ! You needn't be so careful over your swell dress, 
Queenie \ I liked you every bit as well in the old Loodhiana 
check. I perceive the ogre is off guard to-day, so I shall have 
you all to myself, my captive princess. I say, he's made a stiffish 
fuss over you ! On the whole, I'm not sure you're worth it. Ma 
foi, how you must have screeched when the "gees" became 
" bobbery," and shammed sick afterwards to get sJl those grapes 
and goodies ! I refreshed my fainting spirit with three bunches 
and a glass of " Simpkin " en route to this scene of knight- 
errantry." 

Here Queenie reached the summit of the staircase and 
rewarded his successful quest with a sisterly hug, which he 
returned in true ursine fashion. 

Suddenly she crimsoned to the roots of her hair, as she 
remembered the bitter words she and her husband had had over 
Warren on her wedding-day. Natheless, she was already learning 
a little wifely diplomacy, and so she said, as if by impromptu, 
" Warren, you must not any longer treat me as a * hail fellow ' or 
hoyden. From henceforth I shall be the 'staid and sober 
matron,' and put away childish ways and things, as I am glad to 
say I did that horrid old Loodhiana check, which Gulabee has 
skilfully converted into a pair of pyjamahs." 

" To prove the fitness of all things," laughed Warren, " and to 
quote an ancient saw, it is well seen who wears the unmention- 
ables in your case, Queenie ; why, I declare you've grown an 
inch taller since Monday, to-day being Saturday, and you don't 
cheat this child with chaff neither, if you think I give you credit 
for originality about * the-staid-and-sober matron ' dodge. I see 
Sir Henry has already been trying to coerce you into his tartar 
views of matrimony. We shall be seeing you shortly seated 
behind the purdah, in full Eastern fig, pyjamahs, bangles, and all. 
One thing is, you'll be able to smoke and scent yourself with 
attarg^l to your heart's content. A hookah is not half a bad 
thing, take my word for it, Queenie ; and Turkish cigarettes are 
divine. Then Sir Henry can cart over the three extra wives his 
order of the Medjidie grants him within hail of Stamboul. 
Altogether it will be a most convenient domestic arrangement 

c 
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Being colonel of the regiment, he can enjoin his brother officers 
to follow in his exemplary footsteps/' 

" For shame, Warren ! hoi;^ can you speak in such a wild 
manner?" But Queenie could not help laughing at the joke, 
though she was half angry for allowing Sir Henry's sacred 
relationship with herself to serve as a butt for her brother's 
buffoonexy. " You are only a boy after all, so I will overlook 
your folly. Oh dear, how I should laugh to see Mrs. 0'Flahert3r's 
face when two or three other females attempted to share the meek 
©'Flaherty's affections ! By the way, what is that story about 
your having proposed to one of the Miss Cumberledges on 
Monday ? Either or both, according to your own deduction, I 
must be prepared to salute as sisters-in-law. 

" By Jove, Queenie, that's one of little Mrs. Christopher's 
legends I She's been to see you, I know. Why, I thought 
women read goodybooks over their sick sisters, or talked teacups 
and triptychs, dinners, dress, and babies, but here's a new light 
to lighten my darkness ! " 

"Come, now, answer my question, was it * Prunes' or 
'Planets'?" 

" Well, I think my joy at having disposed of you so creditably 
must have dimmed my discrimination, or else I may have been 
somewhat screwed, for, hang me, if I know which it was. They 
must have fought over me 'hammer and tongs,' however, for 
I'm blessed if either one or the other will look at me now. 
I met them at the band last evening, and the mother even 
blinked at me through her spectacles with thunder-and-lightning 
significance. Altogether I've put my foot in it with that trio ; 
and the girls were really rather jolly ; one of them (can't tell 
which, though) danced Al ! " 

And thus the brother and sister prattled on. Misanthropes and 
blue stockings, do remember they were only "in that first 
budding spring of youth when all its prospects please." Sir 
Henry returned in rare good spirits ; indeed, Queenie made every 
sort of excuse for him in her inward heart about Monday, for all 
the paraphernalia and pageant attendant on a wedding are very 
trying to a self-contained and undemonstrative man, such as 
he undoubtedly was by nature and choice. His unbending 
mood and facile manners were quite a new phase to Warren, and 
reached a climax when Sir Henry positively pressed his young 
subaltern to stay to dinner. 
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Was not Regina's radiant smile, as she looked up at him, reward 
enough to Sir Henry for a million deviations from the strict 
noli me tangere line of policy which he seemed to affect ? 

While Queenie retired to enhance her regal charms by the 
assumption of a very pale pink cripe de chitu^ with a dim spray of 
real Amritsa blossom in her hair, Warren diverted himsedf with 
a climb to the "wind tower" or dome of Sirdhana Palace, from 
whence he contemplated the gorgeous Indian sunset, and beheld 
his fellow-men plodding like pigmies below. He descended to 
the dining-hall in time to see Sir Henry reading what appeared 
to him to be a long letter \ from England, too, he knew by the 
postmark, for the envelope had slipped to the floor. Warren 
picked it up, and apologized for interrupting him in the perusal 
of his correspondence. 

'' Not at all," responded Sir Henry curtly, and he immediately 
pocketed the epistle. Warren noticed, however, that the paper 
had a broad black edge, and was written in a faint, cramped femi- 
nine hand. 

Sir Henry, before marriage, had not chosen to enlarge much 
on his family or connections. All that Queenie herself knew 
was that he had one only sister living, a good many years older 
than himself, who acted as his locum teriens at Radclyffe Towers, 
which ancient seat in Devonshire he had inherited on his father's 
demise and his own succession to the Baronetcy. 

Regina likewise gathered that, for some reason or other, Sir 
Henry had never set foot in his ancestral home for nearly six- 
teen years. This fact greatly puzzled her. He merely said he 
" hated England," but she thought that hardly sufficient reason 
why one so strictly conservative — almost feudal in his ideas of to 
have and to hold — ^as Sir Henry, should deliberately alienate him- 
self for years from his birthplace, and expressed her sentiments 
accordingly, his only answer being, — 

" Well, my Queen, you shall some day reign as Chdielaine of 
Radclyfie Towers ; that's to say, if my prim sister Prunella can 
ever be deposed from the rights she has undisputedly asserted for 
so many years. The steward, she, and my old nurse, Manning- 
tree, are almost the only folks thereabouts who would recognize 
me again, such an absentee and self-exile have I become ! " 

And this, in substance, was all Regina could gleam of his past 
life ; for her lover had been singularly reticent on matters relating 
to himself or kindred. She fancied, womanlike, that all mysteries 

c 2 
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would be solved, and all secrets divulged, when she entered the 
holy state of matrimony — fond young dreamer that she was ! 

No, the only difference is this : — When a man marries he shuts 
up his familiar skeletons under lock and key, instead of saying, 
" Bones and I, here we are again ! " and covers up his pictures 
of painful or suggestive memory with a brand new curtain. 
Woe be to that man if he happens to mislay the key of the 
skeleton closet, or the wind whispers back the flimsy drapery of 
those tell-tale pictures. May Blue Beard's horrid fate be his, 
and, furthermore, may he be destined to eat green gooseberries 
for ever in a heavenly garden where no grapes are grown, and 
where woman's footstep never trod 1 



CHAPTER III. 

" Ask why the graceful grape entwines 
The rough oak, with her arm of vines ; 
And why the gray rock's rugged cheek, 
The soft lips of the mosses seek ? 

Why, with wise instincts, Nature seems 
To harmonize her wide extremes,^ 
Sinking the stronger with the weak, 
The haughty with the soft and meek ? " 

The Bridal cf Pennacook. 

One day Sir Henry and his bride had a pleasant cross country 
gallop, returning by noontide, and dismounting in front of the 
quaint Catholic church which adjoins the monastery, and contains 
a splendid marble shrine dedicated to the memory of Dyce 
Sombre, who wedded a fair Englishwoman of noble birth. 
Her picture, in graceful Oriental costume, hangs in the banquet 
hall of Sirdhana Palace. 

" I think we should step in and thank the good old priest for 
his attention to us, Regina," was Sir Henr/s suggestion. " You 
can wait here while I see if he is in the community house." 

Presently Father Lawrence joined them, and gave some interest- 
ing explanations about the votive chapel and chaste Italian altar, 
sacred to '* Sancta Maria Auxilium Christianorum.^' '' Certainly 
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our faith, with its sublime imagery and simple grandeur, cannot 
but appeal to the senses of the native Hindoo," acquiesced 
Father Lawrence, when Queenie had commented on the signal 
success which attended the unremitting zeal of Catholic mission- 
aries in India, and the civilized aspect it had imparted to the 
little settlement of Sirdhana in particular. 

" In sickness, too, I have noted how singularly self-abnegating 
are your priesthood," resumed Regina, — " a lesson some of our 
clergy would do well to profit by," her thoughts recurring to the 
lukewarm Mr. Slipshod. 

"Well said, young monitress," exclaimed Sir Henry, with a 
wistful inquiring glance at his wife ; " your standard of moral 
obligations seems a high one. Pray where did you buy your 
experience, Regina ? " 

" Oh, the General had an Infirmary attached to the Sanatorium 
of which he was President at Simla, and I noticed how attentive 
the young priest there was during an epidemic among the 
children." 

Here Queenie coloured vividly, remembering how many senti- 
ments she had originated during the last five minutes in Sir 
Heniy's presence, and feeling that her love had not reached 
that halcyon stage which casteth out fear. 

As they rode home, Sir Henry said pointedly — 

" Regina, my wife, I am a Roman Catholic by birth and educa- 
tion ; I think it necessary to mention this fact, in case—" 

Here he paused, for her face could scarcely have expressed 
more astonishment if he had announced himself a Moslem, a 
Fire Worshipper, a Bhuddhist, Turk, Infidel, or "heathen 
Chinee ! " 

Queenie had certainly never studied sects or creeds, but was 
sufficiently satisfied with the respectability of Protestantism. 

Sir Henry did not pursue the subject much fiirther, merely 
adding, "I fear IVe been a very lax Catholic, or even 
Christian, for some years past You see, a soldier-life seems 
somehow or other to estrange one from the domesticity of 
religious faith and practice." 

Poor Regina suppressed a tear ; why, she could not tell. Perhaps 
it was because she longed, but felt herself incompetent, to set the 
right sort of example to this strong, brave man, who owned his 
weakness with a generosity almost apostolic. 

Then she remembered a beautiful picture she had once come 
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across in an English art studio. It represented a lovely priestess 
ofifering some peerless flowers at a nameless shrine, and was 
called, " Devotion to an Unknown God !" There must indeed 
be, — 

" Somewhat of goodness, something true,] 
From sun and spirit shining through 
AU faiths, aU worlds ! " 

" Glorious idiom of the savage, that about the ' Great Spirit,' " 

thought Regina. That night Sir Henry took the opportunity 

of re-perusing the letter with the broad black edge, which had 

already attracted Warren's notice. It certainly was penned in 

sharply-pointed angles, characteristic of the writer, who was Miss 

Radclyife, Sir Henry's spinster sister, a lady fully sixty years of 

age, though she woidd have denied this even at a census. We 

transcribe the letter : — 

"Radclyffe Towers, 

*^ Febmary* 

"Dear Brother Henry, — 

" It was, as you can believe, with considerable surprise 
I learned from your letter, dated 25 th December, that you 
were on the eve of marriage with a lady whom you had 
encoimtered in the East ; your epistle bearing date from a 
place spelled Meerut. I cannot conscientiously congratulate 
you, not knowing personally the recipient of your favours ; and 
if you continue as great a stranger to your home, and me, as 
you have been for sixteen years, it is not likely I shall ever 
have the opportunity of seeing you again, or making the 
acquaintance of the present Lady Raddyflfe. I have been 
sadly ailing some time past, and Dr. Steinforth, Professor Ren- 
frewshire, and Sir William Lea, concur in thinking I am in a 
critical state. My appetite is failing, and my strength thereby 
diminishes. Were it not for my oratory, and the small chapel I 
have built adjoining the room where my beloved brother 
Vivian used to sleep, and where good Father Pius daily 
recites Mass, I feel sure I should succumb under the burden 
of my many physical derangements. Dr. Steinforth prescribes 
for me daily, and Professor Renfrewshire and Sir William Lea 
come from London to pay me continued visits; so I am not 
without efficient treatment. I fear, brother Henry, you have 
some difficulty in obtaining sound medical advice in all those 
foreign countries where you have pitched, Arab-like, your tent. 
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Although your brief, infrequent letters and prolonged absence 
have estranged you more or less from me, I cannot but feel a 
sisterly interest in your welfare, spiritual and temporal! 
'Stevens's Antibilious Pills,' 'Jeremy's Opiate,' 'Dr. Battley's 
Soothing Syrup for In&nts,' and ' Dr. Jacob's Sarsaparilla,' are 
domestic remedies, I have heard, quite invaluable to sojourners 
in the far East, but I doubt not your good lady is already 
supplied with them. You were always a remarkably healthy 
baby, brother Henry; would I could- say the same of dear 
Vivian ! Alas ! from the time I received him, six days old, from 
our dying mother's arms, he was never strong like you ; though 
I am thankful to say he died peacefully, almost painlessly, i6th 
last September, in priest's orders ; his name in religion being 
' Father Augustine.' I cannot but resent the cause and conse- 
quence of your cruel estrangement from him, and feel sure he 
could have explained even what appeared so black against him, 
had you been less headstrong, and had you given him an oppor- 
tunity of doing so. My poor lost Vivian 1 And oh, that dread- 
ful woman! she could have been nothing short of a fiend, to 
my thinking! I had a few lines last week from the Mother 
Abbess of the religious house of ' Santa Maria della Salute,' at 
Florence, stating that the child 'Murielle' expired on 13th 
January, aged sixteen years, two days. So you see our last links 
with that mother and child are severed now for ever by an 
all-wise Providence. Let me judge no one, brother Henry! 
Mother Abbess, namely, the younger Murielle's aunt, acquainted 
me she had buried a locket with her, also a ring of foreign 
workmanship, which she believed was given by you. She added 
you had been to see the child, which injudicious visit on your 
part had occasioned her much untoward mental agitation: as 
Father Augustine had not deemed it necessary to reveal the 
painful fact of your existence. I am too bodily enfeebled to 
write more. Besides, it is the hour for Dr. Steinforth's visit. 
After his departure I take my soothing mixture ; then my even- 
mg meditations intervening, will preclude my continuing this 
epistle again to-day, and the India mail departs to-morrow 
morning. Believe me. 



« 



Dear brother Henry, 

" Your affectionate sister, 

"Prunella Serafina Radclyffe.'* 
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Sir Henry could not resist a faint smile at his sister's egotism 
and valetudinarian fancies. But ere long a dreadful shadow 
darkened on his brow, and he passed his hand across his eyes, as 
if to shut out some painful vision of the past Suddenly he 
heard a fluttering noise, and a trembling hand was laid upon his 
arm. It was Regina, pale as death, and shaking like a startled 
bird* Her white wrapper, dishevelled hair, and fearsome, 
wondrous eyes reminded him forcibly of Carlo Dolce's 
'' Magdalena." 

" Henry, do come, I dare not go back alone V* 

** Why, darling, I was coming as soon as I had finished my 
cigar. I thought you had gone to bed hours ago I " 

" No, no ; do come now, at once, Henry ; I swear nothing 
shall ever persuade me to be left alone in ihis haunted palace 
any more 1 " 

She led him to the large ghostly chamber she had just quitted, 
and pointed breathlessly past a closet in the wall to where the 
pier-glass stood. There, sure enough, was the image of a white 
draped figure. The moon shone stark upon it, bringing out in 
red relief a broad, bright stain of blood ! 

'* Hush, Regina 1 calm yourself, my wife, and let me face this 
fearful spectre 1 " 

Here he withdrew gently, but firmly, from her side and 
approached the cheval-glass by himself; Queenie meanwhile hid 
her face with both hands in an agony of fright 

" I say, Regina, whatever is that thing inside the press door ? 
Eureka 1 I have it ; it is your wedding dress ! and there, sure 
enough, is the reflection of it in the glass. You know I 
immortalized the garment with my life-blood. Better throw it 
away if it is destined to cause you such inconvenient panics. 
Gu/es on a wAifg ground. Look up, Regina. Why, it reminds me 
of the original Radclyffe standard given by St Radegonde herself 
to one of my dying ancestors on the battle-field. The dust of 
ages enshrines the ancestor, the saint, and the standard. 
'Requiescant in pace.* Now, my darling, I have laid your 
spectre ; and as I begin to long for one of the old General's 
salmiSy or Burdwan stews, I suggest we leave this haunted spot 
to-morrow, rich to us in memories, not all ghostly. Non ^ ver, 
Regina mia ? " 
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CHAPTER ly. 

•* 'And the men ? * — * Ah, dearest lady, 
Are, — quien sabe ? who can say ? 
To make love they're ever ready, 

When they can, and where they may. 
Fixed as waves, as breezes steady, 
In a changeful April day,*^ 
Como brisas, como rios. 
No se sabe, sabe Dios ! ' 

•• • Are they faithful ?.'— * Ah ! quien sabe ? 
Who can answer that they are ? 
While we may, we should be happy I— 

Then I took up her guitar 
(Twas the very best tlmt made is 
By Juan Padez, famed in Cadiz), — 
And I sang in sportive strain. 
This song to an old air of Spain — 
• Quien Sabe ? ' " 

MagdaUna, 

I MUST tread the magic carpet of TangUy in other words assume 
the author's privilege of shifting my scene suddenly from India's 
coral strand to the sunny soil of Spain, and introducing some 
entirely new dramaits persona on the said tapis. First and fore- 
most, I want the reader to try and realize with me the beauties of 
a bit of landscape situate a few miles from the fashionable town 
of Barcelona. It is the tangled cloister of the ruined monastery 
of Pedralles, and the sweet-scented daphne and graceful palmito, 
with the suggestive cypress, give a glowing poetry to the sur- 
roundings, where picturesque casas de campos and ruined turrets 
blend into the horizon, and unite the azure zone of sea with its 
sister belt in heaven ! 

Reposing in the shade of that cloister amid green fennel, 
balm — 

" Cool parsley, and sunny thyme. 
Yea, every flower, and leaf of every clime," 

Willie Renfrewshire claimed unto himself the right of being at 
peace with the world. 



26 Tie SkaciLis if 



'^^t^ zsL sis c2zzic-4C:cL criyir? TTc 3r 

and tnciigfi nar >*nr:T was TTrmnrytwH 33 ta jusdce to the mby, 
'iLie, pirzL^ fTTTem.'r, nit^'iyiA , cttsl^ sid uuMgi. coloiiEii^ of 
rnoK aJTner vincxws. ois saxxg^ifae narnre^ js sa Jiajlrtu and a 
n:gn. aiade ::n i^ xl srzscc demiaendes : and^ tnth to tell, his 
zrjzrSi «3S aiasvsf T — grrfrg bevcnd metSoccDr. 

jr'ofrcTr.T ±e speil of scliizde wzs broken, hr two joang guris 
rrsr.'TTg cc tiie irt*ne, like two wild, ^wns stirtLed from a thicket. 
Tbtir lescertire o^es ni:";£^ be twelve and fomte eu, and oar 

tiit fpeciilarrtr^y poised his peocfl bi him^ wMWAing them, by 
xilet 23d eRsembU^ to be Fngi^^, aiid wondering what on 
h tbey coold want in that sedjded spoL One breathless 
X^XJz ladj afted as fost spokeswoman. 

'^ Dear me, faeze's a gaitleman dctwiug ! Bediaps he has come 
acn>» Kismet.'*' Forthwith she turned to the aztist, ^ Oh, sir, 
hare yoa seen a large black dog? we^ lost sight of him along the 
deep lane from Sarna." 

^ No, yoong lady, Fve seen no dog; and I ha:?e been seated 
here neariy ti^ee hoars." 

^ Have you seen an old lady, then?" 

Here Spokeswoman No. 2 rapidly interposed, ''With green 
Kfjectacles, and a brown dress, and black-beaded shawl, and 
* Murra/s Spain,' and an alpen^ock, and she can't ^eak a word 
of English," 

Renfrewshire laughed '' I have seen no one answering your 
graphic and interesting descriptiorL" 

^^ I am truly thankful, but rather surprised, to hear it then, for 
we certainly left Mam'selle making straight for this very spot. 
Wc two have just climbed the ridge above the pepper trees. I 
saXf Kubi, we had better run back to her, I think. Oh, that truly 
trout^lcsomc dog I " 

" No, no I " exclaimed Spokeswoman No. i, " we'll give 
Mam^McIlc the slip, and turn up when the three o'clock train 
frrnn Sarria starts. Excuse our troubling you, but could you tell 
im th(3 riKht time, sir ? " 

" Nearly noon, I think ; my watch has stopped, however." 

" Thankn, so much the better, we can be free as air. Mar- 
guerite, let us run round to the other side of the tower, and 
climb up into the window." Then, as an afterthought, she added. 
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'' I'm sure if this gentleman sees Mam'selle he . won't tell her 
where we are ? " 

^* Toujours aux demoiselles/' acquiesced Willie Renfrewshire^ 
as he scanned with wistful wonder the two wild flowerets of 
humanity beside him. 

'^ Look/' said Spokeswoman No. 2 (who, though some inches 
shorter in stature, appeared the elder),—'' look, Rubi, how splen- 
dily he draws ! Is that the sky at the back, or only the mist r " 

" Hush ! it's the sea ! stupid," interrupted Spokeswoman No. x ; 
'' and very like it too. I would foreshorten that tower, and try and 
cram in that rock to the right, if I were you/' she added with 
all the naive candour of youth and ignorance— en ignorance 
which amused the artist vastiy. 

''What do you think?" he asked, turning to Spokeswoman 
No. 2. 

" Rubi is very rude to make such remarks," she said severely ; 
" for my part, I think those trees are too tall on the right, and too 
much muddled together on the left, and the Mediterranean 
doesn't look far enough off from the sky. Is that the window 
you are doing now, or the staircase? Really it is most beautifully 
drawn on the whole ; and how patient you must be to have sat 
here three long hours ! " 

"I am pleased at my interruption," quoth Renfrewshire 
courteously, "and also with your wholesome, if wholesale, criticisms 
on my poor cardboard ; " and he bethought himself of the fable of 
the old man and his ass; likewise that ancient but immortal 
canvas rendered irrecognizable to the modest limner thereof by 
the cross-smudges of would-be " ConoscentiJ* 

" May I venture to inquire the names of you two young ladies^ 
who have burst like sunbeams on n^y vision ? Countrywomen of 
my own, too, I proudly presume ? There are a good many Eng- 
lish at Barcelona just now." 

" Oh yes, mamma is delicate, and that's why we came to Spain, 
for the winter/' said Spokeswoman No. 2. *' My name is Lady 
Marguerite de Mowbray, and I'm sixteen in June — two whole 
years older than my sister though she happens to be taller than 
me. A shame ! isn't it?" 

" I am Lady Rubi de Mowbray," said Spokeswoman No. i, 
consequentially, " and I think it a great bore to be youngest, for I 
never get my choice of anything. Now just look at Siese two 
joyas! Eustace bought them in the ^ Flateria! The amb^ 
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beads suit Margie to a T ; but she's got the Moorish because 
they're prettiest ; and, of course, he gave her her choice : it's always 
the same whatever we have. One thing — I shall have a chance 
of choosing for myself when I'm married ! " 

" A satisfaction to look forward to ! " acquiesced Willie gravely 
(the prattle of these girls was refreshing, he thought). 

**Now tell us your name, Mr. Artist," pursued Lady Mar- 
guerite, saucily. 

" William Renfrewshire ; at your service, my Ladies Marguerite 
and Rubi ; suitable names for two such bright-eyed faeries, to be 
sure ! " 

'' We're staying at a boarding-house close to the ' Rambla,' 
perhaps we shall meet you some evening on the ' Muralla de 
Mar,^ The band plays there now. We shall bow to you 
whether Mam'selle's there or not At all events, we shall be sure 
to come across you at Carnival, — oh ! dear, what fun it will be ! 
Rubi and I are to wear masks, dominoes, and all. Good morning ! 
we must really be making for the other side of the tower, or 
Mam'selle Pinkche will be here after us." 

" Good morrow — au revoir^ then ! I promise to be * mum,' as 
to your whereabouts ; but whatever can have become of your 
dog ? " 

" Oh, dear old Kismet, he's sure to be waiting for us at the 
railway. He is such a clever dog ! Good-bye once more ! " 

And the giddy pair were out of sight and sound almost 
simultaneously with their ** vale." 

Willie Renfrewshire resumed his pencil with a smile. It is 
high time I describe him to the reader. He was a happy speci- 
men of the bom-and-bred Saxon — fair, with chestnut-brown hair 
and beard (mind, I don't mean Rufus-red), and a faultless array 
of teeth, whose whiteness his devotion to the goddess Nicota had 
in nowise dimmed; a fact he quoted with some pride when 
people, on the "grapes-are-sour" principle, inveighed against 
smoking. 

His father. Professor Renfrewshire, as he was styled according 
to Scotch etiquette (having held a University chair in Edinburgh), 
was a retired physician of renown, who chose to devote his wan- 
ing years to the study of entomology, and was at present riding 
his hobby to his heart's content among the Theban beetles on the 
banks of the dirty but aristocratic Nile. 

Young Renfrewshire was thirty-two years of age ; and although 
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his father's successful practice and private means rendered him 
independent^ he had wisely, and by choice, adopted the medical 
profession ; and inheriting the concentrative energy of his father, 
had made a speciality of lunacy ; and promised to work a real 
and much-to-be-desired reform in that painful but necessary 
branch of Psychology. 

Willie Renfrewshire had an only sister, cetcU sweet seventeen, 
and an aunt — Don Ccesar de Bazan ! Here he remembered, 
with something like a shudder, he was due some time during the 
afternoon at Barcelona Harboiu*, to meet them on board the 
Messageries Impdriales steamer from Marseilles. His dear litde 
sister Neila was all very well, but, " Oh, my prophetic soul, my 
aunt ! Cktait Men autre choseJ* The very remembrance of that 
tall, sinewy, large-boned, and strong-minded Scotchwoman was 
enough to make him indulge in a fresh cigarrillo, by way of con- 
solation. His visit to the " Pedralles " was destined to be fraught 
with interruption. No sooner had the two young sisters betaken 
themselves up the Gothic window of the tower than a third 
young lady, a brilliant brunette this time, equally breathless, 
rushed up to the amateur artist, and accosted him as follows : — 

'' Pray, have you seen a gentleman, tall — an Englishman, in 
fact j has he passed this way ? " 

'' No, I have seen no gentleman," answered Renfrewshire, with 
a polite bow ; and a close inspection of the tell-tale face showed 
him his fair questioner had been indulging in the womanly luxury 
of tears ; which tears had imparted a tender pink to her eyes, and 
a delicate flush to the tip of her nose. " Pauvre petite** thought 
Willie, casting her a deeply sympathetic glance, " a lover's part- 
ing, perhaps, or, more likely still, a lover's quarrel I " 

" Oh ! thanks a thousand times ; if you should happen to see 
a tall, dark, — ^in short, if he comes here, would you please 7wt 
mention that I had been inquiring after him ? " And away she 
vanished, not forgetting to take up her habit skirt quite sufficiently 
to show a provokingly pretty peep of ankle. 

"Well, how many more people will be interrogating about other 
people, and enjoining strict secrecy, I wonder ? Bah ! I must 
stay a * little minute,' as they say in Spain, to finish this fore- 
ground in pre-Raphaelite form." 

Ten minutes elapsed, and the thin wiry figure of Mam'selle 
illustrated her description at the entrance of the cloister — " green 
spectacles, alpenstock, Murray," and all. She backed on per- 
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ceiving the immediate proximitjr of a gentleman, then, availing 
herself of a Sjrmpathetic pride in his evident occupation, she 
wriggled forward, apologetically, — 

" Mais^ Monsieur^ milks pardons^ fat justement perdu mes 
deux iHves^ jeunes demoiselles Anglaises — O mon Dieul Elles 
portent Vune et Vautre des rubans rougeSy des robes noirdeSj des 
bandes d revers, des chapeaux de paille, des bos rouges ; et elles 
ont un chien qui ^appelie * Kismet i un chien qui " 

" Tenez ! hold hard, Mademoiselle" cried Renfrewshire, aghast 
at this sallow vision and descriptive elocution, "yj? ne les at 
pas vu ni demoiselkSy ni chien^ ni bas rouges non-plus I Vous, 
vous ites, sans doute trompke de place ! " 

**Mais non; je viens de les voir en bas; O del, que ferai-je! 
H faut que faille les ckercher tout pris de la station I Adieu, 
Monsieur I probdbkment je vous ai incommodk ; lespetites mkhantes, 
oit sont elles f par exemple /" 

The two petites michantes in question were contemplating her 
like a pair of young eagles, from their eyrie on the cliff above 
the ruined tower, and had not the wildest idea of reaching the 
station for two hours at least. 

Another half-hour passed by, and the pangs of hunger assailed 
our artist, so he began putting his drawii^ materials into ship- 
shape form, and was in the act of folding up his camp-stool, 
when the noontide shadow of a man deepened on the tiles. 

" The plot thickens," said he to himself; " this is evidently 
the Englishman in search of his handsome but irate ladylove ! " 

^ Excuse me, sir but have you seen a young lady, in a riding- 
habit, pass into that lower archway ? " 

" No," emphatically and truthfully asserted Renfrewshire ; " I 
have seen no one enter the archway." 

The young " Di Vernon " had made her exit and entrance, in 
stage parlance, RC. (round the comer), and vis-^vis to the said 
archway. The stranger indulged in a chagrined whistle, which is 
evidentiy a relief to men's feelings when, nonplussed by the 
weaker sex ! 

" Just like her to sell me in this way ! " he muttered ; then, 
turning towards Renfrewshire, "Excuse my troubling you, 
but IVe come to grief; my horse has dropped a shoe. It is 
such deuced hard riding hereabouts ; do you Imow where I could 
find a farrier? These Spanish peasants are such fools ; I asked 
a fellow just now where I could find one. 
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" *' God knows who knows ! ' was the answer. No doubt he 
was a smith himself, only too lazy to work I " 

" Yes," replied Renfrewshire, " these peasants are * devil-may- 
care ' enough fellows. Say coolly, ' Quedecon Dios^ volver manana, 
' Go with God, come back to-morrow ! ' or, worse still, in the 
interior about Lerida, they piously consign you to their Maker, 
and have done with it However, I think I know a smith ; if he 
is not chez-lui he'll be found at the nearest venta, I'm making 
for Sarria ; shall I show you the way ? " 

" Most kind of you, I am sure ; I have tied my nag to a tree. 
It's a mistake to have ridden here at all, but ' wilful woman must 
have her way,' and my cousin is a very fair specimen of her sex. 
Have you been long in Spain ? " 

"About six weeks," answered Renfrewshire; "I came vid. 
San Sebastian, and have had an interesting tour, through Navarre 
and Arragon ; doing a little drawing, and a great deal of smoking 
and idling, I fear." 

His companion said here, — "Pleasant enough, no doubt, 
especially the idling. Being a large party, we travelled overland 
from Perpignan. I'm en route for Gib ; thence I prppose starting 
for India, to rejoin my regiment." 

" Indeed," remarked Renfrewshire ; " I have heard campaign- 
ing there is very jolly — ^good sport, and good pay ! " 

** Well, there are worse places, but if s so confoundedly hot in 
the plains, and little or no society, except at the Hills ; and the 
pay is all very well, but luxuries elsewhere the climate renders 
necessaries there; so a rupee goes no further than a shilling. 
For me, a bachelor, it does not matter, but I hear old Indians 
complain a^uUy of the change from good old * John Company ' 
days. I'm fond of soldiering myself, and regimental racing in 
India is not bad fun, so I shall stick to the 6th Hussars as long 
as they remain there. Talking of racing, what heaps of fellows 
have been heavily clipped at Newmarket this year ! I myself won 
a little^ but a man of ours lost such a lump, that he had no choice 
between shooting himself and borrowing a * fiver' to take train to 
Scotland, to propose there to his cousin, an heiress, and he pre- 
ferred the latter alternative ! " 

" Wise, too," rejoined Renfrewshire'; "and was he successful in 
his suit ? " 

"Oh, yes; I believe so." 

" We're near the farrier's now," said Renfirewshire, " and I see 
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klm iquAtted before his brazier, so I shall say good-bye — ^in 
Hpanlsn phrase^ ask ' vour worship, to remain with God ! '" 

f lis companion smiled '^ Englishmen en voyage o\m^\. to drop 
their national reserve ; so, after your good Samaritanism, I shall 
offer you mv card, if you will kindly look me up at the ' Cisa de 
Iluespedes/ where I am staying/' 

" I shall be only too happy to do so," said our artist ; " I am 
Afraid I havcn^t a card about me, but my name is Renfrewshire, 
and my hotel the ' Gran Real,' near the ' Plaza Reale.' Good 
day!" 

And they parted Little did they know that a casual meeting 
was destined to become a close and somewhat tragic friendship ! 
How could they know ? 

Rach miffht truly have quoted in parting the significant words 
of the local vernacular : 

** (hUm taht^ no u sabe^ sabe Dios I " — 
" who knowi, I know not ; God knows ! " 
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CHAPTER V 

He. 

*' Rest yon still, most gallant lady. 

Rest you still, and weep no more ; 
Of fair lovers there are plenty, — 

Spain doth yield a wondrous store ; 
Spaniards fraught with jealousy, we often find, 
But Englishmen through all the world are counted kind. 

She. 

^* Leave me not unto a Spaniard, 

You alone enjoy my heart ; 
I am lovely, young, and tender ; 

Love is likewise my desert ; 
Still to serve thee day and night, my heart is prest. 
The wife of every Englishman is counted blest." 

Old Ballad^ 1596. 

"Captain Eustace de Mowbray, 
" tth Hussars^ 
Army and Navy Club, 
" Pall Mall, S.W." 

^* What a handsome fellow he is ! " said Renfrewshire, by way of 
comment, as he drew forth the card his new acquaintance had 
given him. " Belongs to the * Rag,' I see. * De Mowbray,' 
surely that was the name of the two jolly little girls in the 
Pedralles : his sisters, I'll be bound. Certainly I shall look 
him up." 

He took the miniature railway which runs in a fi^w minutes 
from Sarria to Barcelona, finding the French governess enacting 
patience in a very hard seat at the Estactotiy and a large hand- 
some retriever by her side, keeping his " weather eye " open for 
the runaways. 

When he reached his hotel, by way of resting and refreshing 
himself previous to his victimization at the '^ Rambla de Santa 
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Monica,'' he observed a commotion in the vestibule thereof, and 
perceived only too quickly the occasion. His aunt, Mrs. Neale, 
of Loch Neale, had, by an unusually propitious blow across the 
Gulf of Lyons, anticipated her arrival by a few hours. Hence 
she was with considerable dignity disgoiging all her belongings 
from the hotel omnibus. She was standing in the hall, her maid 
and factotum, McTavish, by her side, and her niece. Miss Ren- 
frewshire, also on duty before her, acting as hostage for the 
packages, and mediator between the old lady and a very excitable 
guide they had evidently picked up at the landing steps. 

" Number-r twelve "—(Mrs. Neale rolled her " fs," and had an 
unmistakably Scotch accent) — " that's my straw hat and my plush 
cap with the wild roses ! 60 on ; thir-r-teen — ^that must be my 
velvet spencer-r, and my mer-ri-nay coattee, and my blue bag, 

and my Shetland snood, and my McTavish, what on airth's 

happened the umbrellays ? And the tar-r-tan plaids ? Maybe yon 
Custom House man has stolen them ! And oh, my gr-r-acious \ 
Neilay, whatever-r made you give yon other-r fool the keys? 
Hey ! Deevils-in-Spain, where are my keys ? " 

This to the unhappy guide ; he rejoiced in the cognomen of 
De-val-EspanoSj and Mrs. Neale, with unconscious wit, Mala- 
proped it into " Devils-in-Spain." 

At last " Number-r twenty-four-r " package was overhauled and 
safe in the custody of McTavish. 

" Now, Neilay, you jest look up ' Jess ' and * Sandie ' (these 
were two dogs), and I'm for taking Zuleika/s cage my ainself. 
McTavish, you go up the stair-r ginger-r-ly with those bandboxes, 
and * Deevils-in-Spain ' can see to ti[ie big things ! " 

Quite a female Generalissimo was Mrs. Neale. At this junc- 
ture, just as his aunt was hoisting a very unhappy-looking canary 
and his cage up in the air, Willie Renfrewshire stepped on the 
scene of action. Her greeting was to drop the cage promiscu- 
ously (canary and all), and exclaim, in accents of reproachful 
ire, — 

" Fine way youVe tr-r-eated us, WooUie \ her-r-e's your-r gr-r-and 
meeting us at the steamer-r. We might have been mur-r-der-r-ed 
alive at those docks for-r aught you kenned or car-r-ed ! " 

" Really, Aunt Neale, the steamer wasn't due till five o'clock ; 
however, I beg a million pardons. Neila, how are you ? " 

" Quite well, dear Willie ; we had such a splendid passage ! 
that is why we arrived so soon." 



The Shackles of an Old Love. 35 

"It's all right, then; I know Aunt Neale is so clever and 
energetic that she likes looking after her luggage /^r j^." 

This was said to pacify the old lady, and had the desired result. 

" Aye, WooUie, I can't think what your puir-r father-r will be 
doing without me ; he's jest as helpless as a babe imbor-r-n ; and 
would take all that beetle-bait with him, foreby the big camel's 
hair-r tr-r-unk. We left him at Marseilles ; the stinks there were 
awful j and ther-r-e's Neilay lost her-r good grey gloves and her-r 
gr-r-een bonnet poke over-r-boar-r-d." 

" Thereby hangs a tale," whispered Willie into his sister's ear. 
" What was it, Neila ? Did some man steal the gloves, envious 
of their touching that carmine cheek? and did the caressing wind 
woo away the green bonnet-shade ? " 

" Wrong in both guesses, Mr. Impudence. The gloves were 
those grey silk ones Aunt Neale bought me last summer ; and 
really every one stared so at my green bonnet-shade that I could 
stand it no longer, and threw both the horrors overboard; I 
can't help it if I do get as freckled as a trout ! " 

Neila Renfrewshire was a diminutive likeness of her brother, 
but her eyes were not so grave as his ; altra — they had a latent, 
but mischievous, twinkle instead, which gave a piquant charm to 
a pleasing little face. Brother and sister parted ere long to meet 
again at table d^hdte where Mrs. Neale, with high turban and 
haughty dignity, discussed and criticized the chefs iToeuvres of 
a first-class French chef de cuisine^ pronouncing them " Spanish 
messes, only fit for a Gaber-r-limzie to eat" So much for her 
discrimination ! 

That same evening Captain the Honourable Eustace de 
Mowbray betook himself from the dessert-course at a fashionable 
Casa de Huespedes near the Rambla, or principal Boulevard at 
Barcelona, to join his family in a private suite of rooms, piso 
segundo, which the courtesy of mine hostess, and the high- 
sounding title and regally insolent airs of Countess Brayville, had 
secured. The simple-souled and greatly-to-be-pitied Earl was 
smoking his picardo-picofina-de-JIabana, and blessing tobacco as 
the happiest institution of the Spanish nation. Peace was his 
summum bonu?n^ a summum bonum he found it difficult to realize 
at my lady's hands. His daily occupation consisted in jotting 
down, theoretically, long statistics on the political economy of 
Ireland, as a misruled and misguided country ; and short statistics, 
also theoretical, on the domestic economy requisite to make tv 
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ends meet on a limited income. Castle Brayville, his Irish earl- 
dom, yielded him more heart -pangs than halfpence. Since his 
second marriage Lord Bra3rville had been a great absentee, for 
my lady assumed chronic asthma in order to evade the bogs of 
the hmerald Isle— during one-third of the year at all events. 
Upon the same principle she had induced her easy-going lord to 
winter in Barcelona (hearing it was a gay resort, and having tired 
of Rome and Naples). 

Eustace de Mowbray was the second son of Lord Brayville, 
by a first and equally ill-fated marriage. The eldest son, Viscount 
de Mowbray, was a confirmed and much-afflicted invalid, owing 
to a severe brain-contusion in childhood, but clung to life with 
the tenacity most invalids exhibit. Captain de Mowbray, as a 
general rule, preferred the olla podrida of the table d'hote 
to the creme de la crhne exclusiveness of Lady Brayville's coterie 
above-stairs. He and his stepmother hit it off badly ; indeed 
the Countess was a woman no man could love and most mortals 
hated, — self-seeking, selfish, and selfopinionative, swamped up 
in worldliness. Malheureusement there are too many dowagers 
of the Brayville type in this our wicked world ! 

The meek Lord Brayville invariably sat and smoked after 
dinner in an anteroom at a respectful distance from his Xantippe, 
amusing himself with " Solitaire " or a game of " Patience " till 
bedtime. My lady reclined on a couch and alternated forty 
winks with the maternal obligation of hearing her two young 
daughters scrambling through duets or murdering French poetry, 
under the nervous supervision of Mademoiselle Pinache. Lady 
Vixen Armytage, her orphan-niece, whom she cordially hated, 
and who cordially returned the compliment, was on this especial 
evening seated on a low fauteuil in the balcony, her face half- 
buried in a book. Eustace de Mowbray approached her appar- 
ently without being heard. 

" Eh bieriy via petite lecteuse ! are we friends once more ? What 
book are you reading so diligently ? " 

" * The Lay of the Brown Rosary.' What an awful mystery 
that poem is ! I can sympathize with poor Onora's jealous love, 
when she sold her soul to the nun of the * accursed rosary,' and 
then her despair when her bridegroom fell stone-dead at her feet. 
And her wailing forth so bitterly — 

* Take thine own with thee, 
Thy coldness is warm to the cold world without thee ! ' 
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" Too true, alas ! to one who loves as Onora did." 

" Well," replied her cousin, " I do not appreciate Mrs. 
Browning, for I don't profess to understand women, and her 
poems are z. penetralia mentis of the sex." 

" Not understand women ? then I don't know any man who 
does ! Launcelot, the great knight, the darling of the Court, 
loved of the loveliest, not understand women ! " and she laughed 
a low silvery laugh ; but there was a false ring about her metallic 
mirth, as if she would have sighed an' she dared ! 

" Chut I tu temoques de moi, Vixie," he replied ; "it is very evident 
I do not comprehend your sex, for I am puzzled to conceive 
how I offended you this morning. I'm sure we started for our 
ride amicably enough, when, lo and behold, you were down on 
me like a thunderbolt, just because I told you it was wrong of 
you to play fast and loose with that unfortunate Don Guzman de 
Navarra. You may thank your constellations that Madame, 
your aunt, was taking her siesta after her Jiesta of ortolan pie, 
when you rode back all alone in your vengeful glor>% or she would 
have made it hot for us both. Besides, it's awfully improper for 
young ladies to ride unescorted through the streets of Spain ; 
worse than Italy even. I wonder what your new Cdbalkro would 
say ? Caramba ! how he does adore you, Vixie ; to see him 
devouring you wholesale in imagination is " 

" A meal in itself, I suppose,'^ suggested she, with a pretty little 
shrug of her shoulders and a pout on her lip. " I don't care for 
his red roses half so much as your heliotrope and narcissus ; and 
I dare say I was a little bit cross this morning, dear Eustace." 
A little ! — ^angels and ministers — a little ! " 
Well, very cross then ; you see I give in to you at once ; but 
somehow, ever since you returned from India, things seem so 
changed. I mean, I liked the old things best. Ah, well ! I was 
a child then, and we had quarrels and strife enough even in those 
days. Yes, I was but a child — I repeat it — a foolish, giddy child, 
like Marguerite or Rubi." 

" And now you are an old woman ! Take eighty-one from a 
hundred, and how many remain ? — nineteen. Yes, you are an old 
woman of nineteen, Vixie ! " 

" There, you are always making fun of me, Eustace ! I confess 
you are very kind and cousinlike (how much, by the way, did you 
pay for this joya ? it is sweetly pretty, and I thank you for it). 
Yes, you are certainly very cousinlike and all that, but still '*' 
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»(!cm« different to the old days. Sometimes I think yea met 
iK^mc woman in India who has stolen your heart Moreover^ I 
am for ever wondering who can be the original of that exquisite 
little picture, the miniature on ivory, you told me was done in 
Drihi l)y a man who paints so curiously through a powerfiil 
magnify mg lens, and always under the influence of opium. I 
navcr Haw anything so elaborate in detail and so perfect in finish. 
Opium muNt needs be a magic aid to art. It equals any of the 
oval ivoricN we have in the Chippendale cabinet at home. Spite 
of Au^UNta (I refuse to recognize Lady Brayville as my aunt), who 
WAN airing herself and disagreeabilities in the Rambla dd Centra, 
and who thinks so much of propriety, though she does not as a 
rule enact it ; well, spite of Augusta, I spent a good half-hour in 
your ianctum upstairs yesterday, employing myself in dusting 
your hoolcM, handling your whips, &c. What a tremendous 
number of boots you have, it must be impossible to wear 
them all out, I should say. I happened to come across the 
|)i('turc in (question on your scribbling-table, for writing is no word 
for the maHS of paper you daily disfigure and fling helter-skelter 
on the floor. I pity your valet ! " 

"What business have you in my den, then? Fortunately it is 
only a sitting-room, or Mrs. Grundy's Spanish representative 
would apprise Augusta, and Augusta would box your ears, or put 
you on bread-and-water for a week." 

'^ Well, ICustace, to return to the picture, I have never seen 
any one so lovely. Why, she is queen-like 1 Who is she ? what 
is she ? and where is she ? " 

" Her name is Kegina.'' He said this in an abstracted manner, 
with a far-away look in his dreamy, languishing eyes-^eyes that 
were of a mellow, melting brown, and had cost many a woman 
more than life. 

"Regina," pursued Lady Vixie, mendaciously; "oh! that is 
the reason you have got * My Queen ' printed underneath the 
picture. I shall proceed to unravel this tangled mystery thread by 
thread. Regina, the name suits her well ! Proud as Cleopatra, 
tender as Lai's, passionate as Ariadn^, pure as Diana. Her 
white drapery vies in hue with her bosom and arms ; and the 
ruby-red lips are like a bud opening to be a rose ; and her hair 
is a reddish-brown, rather dark — the very shade I admire ; and 
yet, Eustace, I feel as if I could hate that woman. God grant we 
may never meet ! " 
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"Why, upon my soul, Vixie, you are positively eloquent. You 
look inspired A pythoness, a Sybil, a Ristori, a Rachel, a 
Sphinx, a tragic queen ! your lips arched with invective, your 
bright eyes lurid with flame — quite a ' prophet-in-petticoats ' air 
about you, tender but appalling ! Never look like that again, or 
you will transfix me with holy horror. After all, if I were you, I 
shouldn't waste the precious ^dals of my wrath upon a mere hypo- 
thesis — a fancy ; it is most unlikely that you and Regina Vansittart 
will ever meet." And here he sighed audibly. 

His inquisitress was stem. 

" Well, I presume you loved that woman, Eustace, or led her 
to think so, at all events ? " 

" No, I was nothing to her, Vixie, and she only a proud 
coquette. * Ay di me^ quede con Z>ios,^~dead Regina ! " 

"Is she dead? Dear me, what a comfort !" and little Lady 
Vixie breathed a breath of great relief. . 

^^ Dead to me, I mean, child." 

" Married ? " 

" God bless me, no, I hope not I" 

" Well, you need not put yourself into such a state of excite- 
ment over it. Alas, I don't seem to disentangle these threads at 
all ! I shall have to extort the truth piecemeal, I see. Would I 
were indeed a Sybil, and could peruse the secret idyll of Regina 1" 

" Heaven help you, Vixie ! — ^piecemeal or not, idyll or otherwise, 
you seem to have a very complete notion of the mediaeval 
machine they called the rack, and know how to put a poor fellow 
to torture upon it, by Jove, you dq ! We will change the subject, 
and never let me catch you in my ' den ' again, that is all." 

" Destroy ' My Queen ' then ! " said Vixie, promptly. 

Here the petulant tones of " my Lady," from a remote sofa of 
the withdrawing-room, reminded them that it was getting too late 
to sit out on the balcony, and, by leaving the Venetians apart, induce 
the air of heaven to visit her cheek too roughly. No voice was 
more completely calculated to transport one from the cloudland 
of impulse to tiie commonplace of conventionality than that of 
Augusta, Lady Brayville. 

Without another word the cousins parted for the night. 

Lady Vixie, alone in her chamber, was "sad to hear and 
piteous to see;" her hands clasped, her intense eyes strained 
appealingly to heaven, her young frame convulsed with up- 
heaving sobs. 
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And, above all, the wild abandonment of her stifled, wailmg 
cry — a cry like an animars in pain. 

*' Alas, alas ! he is my world, my sun, my heaven, soul, body, 
whole existence 1 '* Then, poor child, she flung herself down on 
her knees. 

" God's pity, let me pray ! " she said 

• • • # • 

Eustace de Mowbray, like many other men, habitually treated 
women, if they were not old or ugly, with an impressive homage 
half caressing, half knightly, wholly sacred to themselves. They 
were to him as so many seraphs. Undines, or houris — guardian 
angels in the thorny path of life, graceful foils to the treadmill 
monotone of existence. 

Sometimes their society afforded him a certain wanton charm, 
like '^ maddening draughts of hippocrene," calculated to drown 
the neuralgia of memory or cure the asphyxia of ennui. 

And yet that very night, when Eustace de Mowbray retired to 
his sanctum, he sat down before a small, violet velvet picture 
frame, and, burying his face prone in his hands, gave himself 
completely up to an abnegation of grief. 

" Dead to me ; yes^ dead to me I And yet, oh, Goi I I know 
not how to live without her I Cold, cruel, false. And yet I could 
even now forgive her, and love her as never wife was lovtdP^ 

And he a man, who knew women only too well (whatever he 
might have considered it right to say to his cousin Yixie about 
not understanding them), who kissed their mocassins but touched 
not their war-paint; who knew that their arrows were barbed 
with poison, deadly but sweet, and their nature was savage as 
their skin was sleek; whose smiles were as deceptive as the 
sparkles upon Herkend's Sea ; yea, whose very kisses were fraught 
with fragrance, red, but unholy, like the fatal rhododendrons of 
Arabia. 

He, a man, who could lead a forlorn hope or ride a breakneck 
steeple-chase ; he, Eustace de Mowbray, lifted his hands from a 
face which terrible emotion had rendered pallid, weird and 
haggard I Then, seizing the miniature, he covered it with agonized 
kisses, and hot scalding tears ! 

Stay 1 let us draw a veil reverently o'er his deep, but manly, 
emotion. Most men have some secret passage in their lives over 
which they would weep, if they dared ! 
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CHAPTER VI. 

* * To see is to love thee, to love thee brings sadness, 
** Mirarte es antarte y aniarte sufrir. " 
** But come still and turn all my sorrow to gladness," — 
" Tomararese gozo mi trisU gemir" 

** Then come to the *reja,' one word to thy lover. 
From thy ruby-red lips to his heart will be bliss ; 
One word, and his fears and despairs are all over. 
When he asks thee to love, let that one word be, • Yes ! * " 

** O, ven d esa reja, ven ya mi SefUra^ 
Y duke tu labia dejino carmin 
Vertiendo en mi pecho cattdales de gozo, 
Ladi^ la esperanza de un placido^ ' Si, ' " 

The Caballero's Serenata, ** Ven d la reja,''' 



Not many days elapsed before Renfrewshire again met his 
nymphs of the cloister, this time feeding the sacred geese by the 
Fontana de las Oscas, and mider the strict espionage of Mademoi- 
selle Pinache ; but they managed to give him an arch lock of 
recognition from beneath their chapeaux de faille. The quad- 
rangle was literally bathed in sunlight, and seated under the thick 
shadow of splendid orange-trees laden with golden balls of fruit, 
amid the perfume of heliotrope and geranium and the cool plash- 
ing of the fountain formed by the equestrian statue of Vilardell, 
the Catalonian replica of St. George, Renfrewshire recognized 
Captain Eustace de Mowbray, and by his side was the " brilliant 
brunette " — that other heroine of the Pedralles cloister. 

He was presented in due form to the young lady, no longer 
tear-stained, but cheerful While sparing her feelings by any 
allusion thereto, a mischievous sparkle in his eyes showed he 
quite well remembered " their previous meeting," and he had not 
much difficulty in identifying the " Honourable £ustace " as the 
brother (step-brother, he himself explained it) to the bright little 
girls whose cardinal ribbons still floated at the far end of the 
arcade. 

" My cousin and I," said Eustace de Mowbray, " have just come 

^Reja " means a kind of grating, shading the houses in Seville. 
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from the Pdota Court I am greatly disappointed in the national 
game of the country. Not half the fim of rackets, nor half the 
science of cricket, though, it seems, a cross between the tva 
Myself, I only wonder how fellows manage to play at all in this 
baldng sun. We came here to avoid being melted alive.'' 

" Yes, it is very hot," acquiesced Renfiewshiie " Do you p^- 
ceive that solemn-looking canon walking up and down reading his 
Office ? He is uncle to a young Spanish nobleman at our hotd, 
a captain of cavaliy, who gave me an order to visit a pictme by 
Juanes — ^that flower of Spanish painters — ^which haiigs in the 
sacristy of the cathedral close by. Do yon caie to go in and 
lionize it with me ? ^ 

" With pleastu-e,'' said Lady Vixen ; " it will be something to 
do, and one gets quite indolent in these drowsy Spanish dties. 
What says Peter Brown ? — 

' Wasting life, a thousand pities ; 
Waking up for a fiesta. 
From an afternoon siesta. 
To Giralda now repairing, 
Or the Plaza, for an airing.' 



>» 



" Really, Vixie," said Eustace, " Spanish cities seem to have 
infected you with poetical philosophy. I fancy, now, the senoritas 
vary their indolence by brisk flirting at the Reja^ and barbaric 
excitement at the bull-ring.^' 

" What a pity it is there will be no bull-fights till summer ! I 
should like to have seen one from curiosity," said Lady Vixie. 

" No," remarked Renfrewshire, " Sunday balls are all the %q 
now at the Plaza de Toros. They are not comnu ilfaut for ladies, 
however." 

" That's always the way. We ladies lose all the fun of Bohe- 
mianism." 

"What about this picture, though? What's its name, and 
where is it ? Dear me 1 how majestic is the coup d^mil up this 
old cathedral aisle ! I know little of architecture, but I suppose 
this is Gothic ? " 

" A mixture of Gothic and Mauresque, Lady Vixen," explained 
Renfrewshire. "That altar-rail is called * diaper-work,' and 
affords a delicate relief to the solemn and rather heavy details of 
this nave. The name of Juanes' picture is ' La Purisima ; ' and 
here we are before it." 
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Lady Vixie was always a lover of the unapproachable, and the 
extraordinary sublimity of that painting was matchless as the 
vision it perpetuated. The meek eyes and the immaculate repose 
of the features of that Maria totapulchra haunted Lady Vixie in 
the days to come with the tender grace of the days that were fled. 
Alas ! she was destined to realize with many others that '' a sor- 
row's crown of sorrow consists in remembering happier things." 

They all three paid their tribute to that canvas by seeking the 
outer air in profound silence. Then Eustace spoke, — 

" I am sure we are deeply indebted to you, Mr. Renfrewshire ; 
for that picture is an anthem — a divine anthem ! To descend, 
however, to commonplace. Do you care to go to the Opera to- 
night ? The royal box is at our disposal, through the courtesy of 
Don Guzman de Navana, a flame of Vixie's." 

" Don Guzman de Navarra ! " exclaimed Renfrewshire ; " why, 
that's the young officer who gave me the order for the JPurtsimaJ* 

** Indeed I " replied Eustace de Mowbray. " He seems a very 
good fellow, though my lady-<:ousin here does make fun of him. 
Que vaulez-vous ? His toilet is irreproachable, manners ditto, and 
he certainly tinkles the guitar to perfection." 

" Yes," laughed Lady Vixen, " and has Roman respect for the 
economy of his hair, for he is always smoothing his ^Hyperion' curls, 
and must spend a small fortune in pomatum and glove-leather." 

" How cruel, Vixie, after the painstaking way in which he 
struggles through English grammar for your sake !" 

" It is a struggle, and no mistake about it," said Renfrewshire. 
" And now I must say Adios, for my aunt and sister expect me 
to show them some shops this afternoon." 

" Do not forget to join us at the Lycde, then," said Lady Vixie. 
" It is Z>on Juan — a troupe from Madrid. And pray ask your 
aunt and sister to accompany you ; for the box will amply hold 
seven. Ours will be a party of four only — Lady Brayville, Don 
Guzman de Navarra, Eustace, and I." 

" Thank you very much," said Willie ; " my aunt would just as 
soon step into Hades as enter what she styles 'a play-house.' But 
I'll try to persuade her to entrust my sister to my keeping." 

" Do, pray. Good-bye ! May your worship go with God ! " 
laughed back his new acquaintances by way of a Spanish fare- 
well. 

Surprising to state, the precious "Neilay" obtained a respite 
from the Aigus-eyed vigilance of Mrs. Neale, who was too busy 
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enlarging the " phylacteries " of a garment that was destined to 
astonish the natives, to pay attention to anything else \ for the old 
lady was a devotee to fashion after her own style^ which was liter- 
ally that of the year One I — ^at least so people affirmed who were 
themselves units of the nineteenth century. 

Lady Brayville was in a condescending mood that evening, 
Don Guzman de Navarra in one of Dante's numerous heavens, 
and Neila simply charmed with the opera and the unaffected 
grace of Lady Vixen's manner. 

She pronounced her beautiful I After that night the two fami- 
lies saw a good deal of each other, and became quite intimate as 
their sojourn at Barcelona drew to a close. The fact of a rap- 
prochement between My Lady and Mrs. Neale was merely a case 
of *' extremes meeting." No two people could be in disposition 
more diametrically opposed ; but, pitted against each other, Lady 
Bray vi He's constrained mammon- worship made the requisite re- 
bound to Mrs. Neale's ball of egotistic bonhomie; and though 
My I^dy subrosa dubbed her as " that atrocious woman," and 
Mrs. Neale on her part criticized the Countess as " a lump of 
affectation," still they concealed their sentiments mutually to suit 
the exigencies of the case : id est^ My Lady sat in solemn judgment 
on the Loch Neale quarterings and the Renfrewshire escutcheon, 
and both families responded to the muster-roll of respectability. 
Indeed, Mrs. Neale was wont to trace her origin quite proudly as 
Darwin would feign do that of humanity — namely, to monkeys ; 
and the Renfrewshires were a family of orthodox antiquity. And 
were it not so, the Professor, as a literary man and a physician, 
enjoyed a European reputation, though he had for many years 
retired from general practice, and settled completely in England 
since he had become a widower. " Rumour " said, his modesty 
had declined knighthood. 

" I mind well my mother-r telling me," Mrs. Neale would say, 
" that my gr-randmother-r's ain mother-r was a fine-looking lassie 
in the reign of the Second Geor-rge or Thir-rd Geor-rge — I dinna 
ken which, and had her-r por-r-trait painted for nothing by the 
gr-reat Sir-r Joshua R-reynolds ; and I mind hear-ring an ances- 
tr-ress of mine was mar-rtyr-red in a black satin far-rthingale and 
r-red wig, in the r-reign of yon woman they nicknamed * Bloody 
Mar-ry.' Likewise Sir-r Loch (naughty Neale they called him) 
r-ran away with a F-French dame in only his night-sar-rk, at the 
siege of Calais, snatching her-r piecemeal frae the enemy ! and 
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she married him, par-rtly from gr-ratitude and par-rtly to save her-r 
char-racter from the lies of the other-r F-rench dames. I also 
hear-rd tell of bonny Pr-rince Char-rlie a-kissing Jacobina Neale 
under-r the mistle-toe, and giving her-r a braw new ^" 

We will, however, spare the reader any more of Mrs. Neale's 
family reminiscences (the last one being in detail somewhat 
scandalous). Lady Brayville was far too " hipped" and inert a 
being by nature and habit to set foot to ground if she could 
possibly help it ; so she found Mrs. Neale's comfortable carriage 
a great save to her own rather rattletrap affair. Moreover, that 
lady's horseflesh were sleeker and higher-priced animals than the 
narrow purse of the Earl could place at her own disposal ; added 
to which, Mrs. Neale had kindly and effectually undertaken the 
duennaship of Vixen Armytage on several occasions, and My 
Lady found the " brilliant brunette " a considerable social rival, 
and preferred airing her hermetically sealed complexion and 
mature charms apart from the tender tints and peach-like 
bloom of her youthful relative. For all these reasons, therefore, 
she was ready to tolerate, yea, even fraternize with Mrs. Neale. 
Being herself the salt of the earth did not prevent her conde- 
scending to the convenience of a saltcellar (namely, the carriage) 
and a salt-spoon (namely, Mrs. Neale, d^propos of Vixie). 

One day Eustace de Mowbray took his cousin and two youthful 
step-sisters to have ices at a cafk, Renfrewshire and his sister 
having joined them en route. Though in Spain, as elsewhere, it is 
not considered conventional to t^e your women-folk to cafis^ 
those in Barcelona form an exception. They, au contrairey are a 
regular lounge of fashion, and the donas Catalunas sip orgeat, 
capillaire, or sugar-and-water, listening to the music, dealing 
death with their fans, and otherwise dreaming away the idle 
hours, till a tertulia^ theatre, or more distant flirtation demands 
their presence elsewhere. Lady Vixen was shortly joined by 
Don Guzman de Navarra, who approached her with the 
ordinary Spanish salutation, expressive of profound but figurative 
humility, " Beso lospihde listed'' (" Lady, I kiss your feet "), after 
which he relapsed into a would-be vernacular of English, but what 
was substantially a Babel of French, Spanish, German, and 
gibberish. 

He acted as her shadow about this time, and often a grave 
heart research and secret yearning made her wonder to herself 
what position she really held with regard to Eustace. This 
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cousinly courtship had continued for years^ when and where 
would it end? 

Of marriage Eustace had never spoken, and yet the family, 
dependants and Irish household had settled it among themselves, 
as they do all matters in kitchen conclave, that she was the 
destined bride of " the Captain." Sometimes Lady Vixen herself 
thought so. The Earl, dear, kind-hearted old gentleman, always 
spoke of the cousins in one sentence and smiled. Lady Bray- 
ville cast them into each other's society, as a matter of fiat, 
admitting neither carp nor comment \ for was not this the most 
facile mode of getting rid of Lady Vixen Armytage, whom, in 
her heart, she detested ? First, on account of her beauty; secondly, 
because she possessed an indomitably high spirit, that no amount 
of bullying could quell ; thirdly, and/<zr excellence^ because when 
of age she dropped into a snug little fortune, which had she 
never existed would have relapsed unconditionally to Lord Bray- 
ville, and eventually, of course, to her own offspring. Only two 
years more and that girl would be comparatively rich. This was 
the bitter pill that stuck in My Lady's throat, and made her 
privately determine, that if nature did not arrange a marriage 
between the cousins, she should bring it about somehow or other. 
That somehow was the rub ; for Lady Brayville, with all her 
diablerie and self-assertion, could never get round her step-son. 
He saw through her like a glass, read her like a book, and 
despised her thoroughly. He pitied his father, but blamed him 
likewise for ever linking himself with such a shrew of a woman. 

That Lady Vixen loved Eustace we know, and that he, in his 
tum, loved Regina, we pretty well conjecture. Still there had 
always weighed on his mind the manlike obligation of some 
entanglement subsisting from childhood between him and his 
cousin, and this had rendered his manner at times constrained 
with Regina, at other times his boundless passion ignored all 
claims save hers ; and he was only waiting till he could assume 
moral courage to break the truth by letter to Vixie, trusting to 
her generosity to free him from the chivalrous knot that bound 
their fates together. As we have already seen, Mrs. Cleveland's 
inveterate love of gossip precipitated matters. Hence their cruel 
estrangement, whereby Regina gave him the cut direct, as false 
and faithless, altogether ; whereas " the shackles of an old love 
straitened him, and faith, unfaithful, kept him falsely true." 

Men have certainly curious notions of honour, and even when 
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they do resist the terrific torrent of passion, it is only to hurl 
themselves headlong into some Quixotic quagmire equally 
annihilating. 

Fatal to both their lives had been that sudden exodus from 
India. Feeling himself too weak to stand the physical magnetism 
of Regina's presence, and too proud to live in the Iceland of her 
alienation, Eustace had involuntarily rushed from Scylla to 
Charybdis. Unwittingly he did the worst possible thing to blind 
or break his cousin's hapless fancy; and while the explanatory 
letter and his absence might in time have reconciled her to the 
inevitable, as it has had to do many a broken-lifed woman, he 
in his bitter reaction clung to her for society and sympathy, 
meanwhile hugging his grief with a silence simply suicidal to 
both. Vixie fluttered like a poor moth in the flame that lured 
her to destruction. To do him justice, had Eustace for a 
moment guessed how exclusively her virgin heart was in his 
keeping, he would have put a pressure on his feelings and 
" helped her from herself," as Launcelot did the maid of Astolat. 
But Eustace, like Launcelot, was obtuse on this most delicate and 
intricate of all womanly vagaries. Hence mystery, misunder- 
standing, and misery on all sides. Only Regina in her newly 
wedded life, upon her transient bed of suffering, had faced the 
phantom of the great " Unknown." This was exactly how 
matters stood between Eustace and Vixie on the evening when 
they and their friends sat in the Barcelona cafe. 

Somewhat startlingly the truth revealed itself to Vixie, when 
she marked the apparent unconcern with which Eustace looked 
on at Don Guzman's unmistakable attentions. Hot tears 
sprung to her eyes unshed, and she almost panted for breath. 
The hideous conviction had seized her unawares. Fortunately 
the mirthful repartees of Marguerite and Rubi wrought a diversion 
in her favour, and Don Guzman was too blinded by Cupid to 
observe the moon, even had it been edged with mousetails ! But 
Neila Renfrewshire was one of those prescient beings created to 
smooth life's small difficulties, as her brother would fondly 
remark on the numerous occasions when Mrs. Neale's fatix-pas 
induced confusion or invited ridicule. She saw at once that 
something was amiss and tried to sustain small talk, so that 
Eustace might not perceive Vixie's abstraction. She commenced 
vigorously, — 

"Here is Willie pressing Aunt Neale to take an expedition to 
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Montserrat. Would it not be charming if we could persuade 
Lady Brayville to let you come ? Aunt Neale's only objection 
consists in the fact of her being obliged to sleep for two nights in 
a monastery. She has a vague idea that the monks, ghostly and 
incarnate, will, in the shape of blue devils, haunt her dreams." 

"Further than that, she believes they will compel her to 
relinquish her soul and coffers alike to their keeping," added 
Willie, " or some such outlandish delusion ; for my aunt is pro- 
foundly ignorant about Catholics, especially priests, and corre- 
spondingly prejudiced against them. But, Lady Vixen, you are 
such a favourite of hers, that I am sure, if you evinced a wish to 
go, her good-nature would conquer her idiosyncrasies." 

" Oh yes," burst in Marguerite and Rubi, breathlessly, " do let 
us all go ! Dear, dear Eustace, make her say ^ Yes.' She will be 
sure to go if you ask her ! " 

Are not young girlsof that ingenuousage an awkward institution? 

Lady Vixen coloured crimson, and dropped her fan without a 
word upon the marble floor of the caft. It fell with a thud 
and broke. Hence commiseration over the relics gave her time 
to recover herself. 

" Oh yes, go to Montserrat ; of course — delightful, charming ! 
Dear me, this fan was poor mother's ! " 

Two people had noted her agitation — Willie and Neila, but 
with both her secret was safe. They, like other people, had 
imagined she and her cousin were fiantis, so it was a revelatioa 

They all parted for that night, proposing to elaborate the excur- 
sion to Montserrat on the morrow. 

"Did you not think those two were engaged?" said Neila to 
her brother, when they were alone. 

" Certainly," replied Willie, " and I fancy so still ; therefore I 
think it a shame of her to encourage Don Guzman to make a 
fool of himself. Perhaps de Mowbray has been reading her a 
page of his sentiments on the subject" 

" No such thing," said Neila pertinently. " She loves him, but 
he loves another woman ! " 

" Hear, hear," said Willie. " What a little wiseacre you are I 
but girls take intuitively to love-lore. Were I a marrying man, 
I should make up to that young Marguerite, she is so sublimely 
pugnacious and natural without being gushing." 

" Well, WUlie, whenever you marry, I am sure to like whoever 
you marry," said Neila ; " and now good m^X^ frateilo mioJ^ 
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Lady Vixen and Eustace walked back to the "Rambla,"and the 
children's loquacity supplied any deficiency on their part. Eus- 
tace, truth to tell, had made up his mind to revel in the sweets of 
his cousin's companionship and put ofif the evil day of reckoning 
till the last minute, namely, till he reached the Gibraltar stage of 
his journey to India. 

That night Lady.Vixen lay awake and feverish, haunted by new 
and hideous fears. 

Suddenly the strains of dainty music sounded on her ears, and 
a bunch of white lilies fell like a perfumed shower from her 
window casement, and lay in their immaculate and suggestive 
beauty on the moon-stained floor. Hastily enveloping herself in 
a dressing-gown, she advanced unseen near enough the window 
to distinguish the words of the sweet serenade, — 

" Ven d la reja^ * one word to thy lover * 
From thy ruby-red lips, to his heart will be bliss ; 
One word, and his fears and despairs are all over, 
When he asks thee to love, let that word be * Yes 1 * " 

In the muffled figure, spite of his picturesque capa emhrozada 
and his peaked sombrero^ Lady Vixen had no difficulty in recogniz- 
ing Don Guzman de Navarra. She sighed deeply to think how 
hopelessly she loved that other man, who, sleeping under the 
same roof, was perhaps that moment leading a woman called 
Regina through the ivory gates of his dreams. 

The serenade ceased. She turned her back on the window 
and her faithful Spanish lover, trod down the tender flowers, who 
wept tears of fragrance as she did so, and returned to her bed 
once more. Presently the watchman (that old-fashioned institu- 
tion) tramped by on his measured beat, chanting, in alternate bass 
and falsetto — 

" Yse-re'tla — Ave Maria santisima ! it is a quarter to two 
o'clock, y se-re-noP 

^^ Serency^ indeed ! How that word mocked her ! 

** Serene as the dying child who cries 
Itself into death s sweet sleep at last ; 
Serene as the corpse which soulless lies, 
When hope, joy, sorrow, and sin are past ! " 

Serene as the eyes of Mary, when she appeared in that beatific 
vision to the monk Alvara. 

Gradually Vixie weaned her thoughts from earth to heaven — 
and slept ! 

E 
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CHAPTER VII. 



•* * Carida t tan hermosa Sres^\ 

Cried the lover tenderly ; i 

• Como la ZHosa Ches^* , 

Take this pledge, beloved, from me. 

" * Wear it,' said the Caballero, 

' When thou dancest, round thy knee ; 
In the Baile, or Bolero, — 
Wear it then, and think of me I ' " 

Knight of the Garter. 

The excursion to Montserrat arranged itself without a hitch. 
So one bright morning, after a scrambling desayno (first break- 
fast), consisting of chocolate and azucarrillos (delicious sweet- 
meats scented with rose-water) for the ladies, coffee and aguardiente 
for the gentlemen, they all met at the Fonda^ whence the ten- 
muled diligence would convey them as far as Colbatto at the 
foot of the Montserrat range. Then they were to conclude 
their journey by tartana^ a Spanish vehicle of torture ; but the 
splendid scenery was supposed to compensate for the extra 
jolting. 

The "little minute" in Spain is as tantalizing to punctual 
people as the tout-h-theure in France : but it was, under the 
circumstances, a fortunate coincidence that the diligence was only 
one hour behind time, for it took Mrs. Neale and McTavish 
quite sixty minutes to stow away all manner of impedimenta^ 
among them " Zuleekay." That unhappy bird might as well have 
been die transmigrated soul of its Eastern namesake, for even the 
veiled prophet of Khorassan could hardly have manufactmred a 
completer Hades than it enjoyed at the mercy of Mrs. Neale's 
misplaced affections. Neila having abandoned the effort in de- 
spair, Willie spoke up authoritatively, — 

" Really, Aunt Neale, you and McTavish must seat yourselves 
instanter^ or you will frighten the mules into a false start, and we 
shall all be killed 1 " which threat alone had the desired effect. 
Heretofore she had been literally bee-hiving in at one door, 
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forgetting something, then out at the other, and vice versA; 
closely followed by Don Guzman, who, with grave courtesy and 
great solemnity, entailed upon himself much violent exercise, 
under the impression he was acting in strict accordance with 
English etiquette, havmg knowingly and successfully pleaded 
with the old lady to form one of her party. What with the 
suppressed shrieks of Marguerite and Rubi, the severe repri- 
mands of Mam'selle Finiche, and loud laughter of Eustace, 
Vixen, and Renfrewshire, at Don Guzman's expense (who, of 
course, could not be supposed to see the joke), that starting 
scene was one of unmitigated confusion ! 

When they reached the town of San Felix de Llobregat, 
they halted for the night, and Don Guzman's efforts secured 
them the entire scope of its one Fonda^ bad at the best, and 
containing only one long narrow sitting-room for the mutual 
accommodation of guests and proprietress. " A byre for pigs, 
and a ' bothy ' for ploughmen, but ne'er a wash-tub for Chr-rees- 
•tians, I declare ! " said Mrs. Neale. '' This comes of tr-rapasing 
about in fur-rin parts among hereticks and heathens ! " 

But her impressions of the place reached a climax when the 
mistress of the ceremonies commenced the night ablutions of 
her youngest bom, holding the squalling, kicking babe by its left 
heel, mid-air, using a tumbler for a baSi, and her petticoat for a 
towel As this and similar operations were about to be per- 
formed in the presence c^ the lords of creation, Don Guzman 
had with creditable forethought suggested retiring to a neighbour- 
ingposada, where the ante-Carnival ^sta was to conclude with a 
Batk, namely, dance and festive gathering. To this place of 
entertainment they accordingly adjourned, and Eustace de 
Mowbray took his first lesson in the Iota. 

This Iota is a native pastime, combining the prancing 
measures of a Scotch jig with the dubious pas of a CancaUy the 
abandon of a Carmagnoky and the voluptuous innuendo of an 
Indian Nautch^ or Nevada Romalis, It is danced to the con- 
joined music of '^ clapping hands " and a guitar. WiUie Ren- 
frewshire had already served an apprenticeship to this national 
dance among the fair Maritomas of Navarre and Aragon ; and 
was well posted in the precise dodge of the break-down, and 
peculiarity of lamp-extinguishing, &c At all events, all three 
kept the "synopsis" of that night's Saturnalia a secret from 
the questioning fair, who assailed them with feminine persist- 

E a 
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tnce M they were ganq>mg at a neck-oMiotliiiig pace towaids 

Colbatto* 

** 111 jest thank you. Miss Spinach, to tell the ycxii^ kddies 
to hold their-r clatter-r for a wee, er-r I offer-r up a prayer-r, for 
Tm of opeenion our latter-r end has come. I always did 
believe in ' Cummin' ' and the Millennium; bat why I was 
iver-r such a fule to myself and my Maker-r as to tr-mst my 
pre-cious limbs to these ten deevils of mules, is beyond my ken 
or conception/' Her improvised oration died in its in^cy, 
however, for she and " Zuleeka/s " cage were precipitated "pell- 
mell, and by a sudden lurch into Don Guzman's lap ; and 
another lurch lodged Mademoiselle Pin^che prone into the anns 
of Willie Renfrewshire, who shouldered the fair burden on to 
Eustace, and so forth, the lighter members of the party falling 
about on each other 1 Just then the driver succeeded by some 
such round language as the following in coalescing the beany 
animals into a pace between a trot and a gallop : — 

**Ave Marta-^quede con Diosl — ^you first one — quede am 
Satanas—yoM second beast." 

At length they reached Colbatto in safety. ''Cold baths, 
forsooth 1 Vm that hot with fr-ri^ht and scur-ry, that I'm for-r 
r-runnin^ nae niair-r risks the night," quoth Mrs. Neale, with 
stern philosophy. Her sensations during the tartana stage of 
the Journey can "be uttered, not yet comprehended;" for no 
words can adequately depict that two-and-a-half hours' jolt 
through Paradise; and I certainly presume the exquisite blend- 
ing of earth and sky, hill and vale, tree and shrub, is a foretaste 
wc poor mortals sometimes get of that longed-for '' Land o' the 
Leal I " When the wearied travellers were told off to their 
respective " billets '* at the monastery, Mrs. Neale was only too 
glad to tumble into bed, to care whether the room was dedicated 
to " St. Jerome *' or " old Nick." The gentlemen were quartered 
in a suite of rooms sacred to " Santa Maria Magdalena;" for it 
is a quaint and beautiful conceit for Catholics to place all cells 
and chambers in Community Houses under the immediate 
patronoge of some noted saint or shriven sinner. Two delightful 
days were spent in^ excursions round the walls of that old 
monastery, where lavish nature fondly cherishes what pious pomp 
does not monopoliie. 

Even Vixie renounced /fo tem. her sad forebodings, being too 
unselfish to enact the r{^ie of Marplot 
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Eustace, as usual, tendered her nameless /g^ stmu^ triml in 
themselves, but very perilous to the peace of any woman whom he 
honoured with his preference. Mrs. Neale Hcmized each nook, 
cranny, chapel and crypt in person, Don Guzman, her patient 
but unintelhgible interpreter. When she saw idiere the Stmia 
iTnagen chose its resting-j^ce, she highly commended its good 
taste in refusing to budge from such a ^voured spot ; but the 
romantic histories of Garin and Requilda she rejected as a 
" pack of lies from beginning to end; " and neither cruise, cave, 
nor even the veritable skull of the Yalendan Saint could induce 
her to imbibe that l^end. 

On Sunday evening most of the party attended the service in 
the church ci the monastery, where "celestial l^ts" were 
gleaming, and "seraph voices" called to mind the hymning of 
those nine quires of angels in heaven. The iar-iamed image 
shrined in its unearthly splendour, corroborated the words in 
that Vesper Office ci the Virgin, — 

" Nigra sum sedformosif (" I am black but comely^. 

Leaving the li^ts, music, prayers, and poetry c^ that mediaeval 
sanctuary behind them, like the gorgeous phantasmagoria oi a 
dream, they returned to find Mrs. Neale perched upon the 
house-top, prosecuting her evening devotions with Pharisaical pub- 
hcity, on a carpet, Mahonmiedan fashion, on the tiles ; McTavish, 
precentor, and Neila, audience. The old lady desisted from her 
loud-toned exhortations on the return of the Philistines, who 
perpetrated the sacrilege of a holocaust to Phyllis and Nicota 
on the very site she had theopathized with her pious ejacula- 
tions. 

Lady Vixen had not thought proper to rally Don Guzman on 
the subject of his serenade at Earcdona, so every evening now 
sweet music sounded on the midnight air; though she had not 
since taken the £aitigue of identifying the musician, guessing it 
pretty well to be that deluded young noble. Don Guzman, 
indeed, would have been broken-hearted had he heard the iaX& 
of his Puritan flowers. When not on hard duty with Mrs. Neale, 
he spent all his time in humblest adoration at the feet df 
Vixie ; and apropos of serenades, it is worth while to record a 
most amusing contretemps that took place the last night of their 
stay at Montserrat Outside the monastery was a restaurant, 
patronized by the thousands of pilgrims who pay yearly homage 
to the " Pearl of Cataluna ; " al^ an almacen^ or store, hard by. 
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uniting post-office, stage, and posting-house, whereat anjrthing 
could be had for money, from a piece of soap to a pair of 
stockings. Neila and Vixen, Marguerite and Rubi, were quite 
rich in rosaries and relics, picked up at this omnium gatherum ; 
and Mrs. Neale likewise invested in an enormous pillow, two 
candlesticks, three fans, eleven scarfs, and six small bundles of 
firewood in memoriam of the " Queen of Montserrat." Where 
she was to pack them Goodness only knows ! Their departure 
created as much sensation as their advent had done, and it was 
finally settled to take train from Monistrol to Barcelona, as no 
powers could persuade Mrs. Neale to trust her "soul to those 
uncanny mules again." ' 

At breakfast-time she appeared prematurely equipped en costume 
de voyage^ and treated Don Guzman with an amount of good- 
humoured mystery, which became presently accounted for when 
she drew out of one of her numerous pockets a daintily 
embroidered pair of bands, called in Spanish ligagambas — ^ld 
plain English, garters I 

"Mil demoniosl^ muttered Don Guzman between his teeth, 
as Mrs. Neale, with an arch smile, exposed the garters on the 
table, and said, quite innocently, pointing her forefinger jauntily 
at the culprit, "He was jest skir-relling and scr-reeching as 
usual under my winday last night, puir laddie, and this morn- 
ing I happened to light on these pretty pair of fol-de-rols, 
inside the shutter. Bracelets of the Virgin's, nae doubt; 
but still it was unco kind of you all the same, Maister Don 
Gooseman, to think on an auld body like me, and I'll be for-r 
keeping them for your sake, but the/r-re too br-raw. Maybe, 
though, they'd match with my yellow satin gown, that has the 
leg-o'-mutton sleeves and lang mittens." 

Long and loud peals of laughter greeted this ingenuous 
speech, and no one dared tell Mrs. Neale they were garters, not 
bracelets. Their real history was this : — Marguerite and Rubi, 
noticing them at the almacen^ girl-like, asked Don Guzman ta 
translate the pretty motto, inscribed in white silk edged with 
blue flowers round each band. He did so to the best of his 
ability. Whereupon Marguerite mischievously suggested them 
as an appropriate gift for Lady Vixen Armytage. 

" It is a delicate attention English ladies never fail to appre- 
ciate," corroborated Rubi ; whereupon he at once invested in the 
ligagambas^ and his consternation can be imagined when he saw 
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into whose hands had &llen his emblem of Love's silken fetters ; 
and that his impassioned serenade, '^ Carida^ tan hermosa treSy* 
&c^ &a, had been wasted on the desert air; this not being 
precisely an instance under which any other rose would smell as 
sweet However, Lady Vixen's pleasant smile and honied words 
soon made up for his temporary desolation, and they all returned 
to Barcelona, pleased with/a Sierra de Montserrat The whole 
of that week — nearly their last — ^was taken up in busy prepara- 
tion and pleased anticipation of Carnival Invitations had been 
issued for both families for a grand fancy ball at the splendid 
mansion of Don Pedrillo Qumtana-y-de-Rosa, a Spanish noble 
of noted wealth and hospitality. 

Don Guzman was on duty that week, being aide-de-camp to the 
Captain-General of the province. Dressing in good taste, he 
looked presentable enough in mufti^ but in gorgeous cavalry 
uniform he was positively handsome. People may say what they 
like, but Mrs. Neale was right when she quoted the time-honoured 
proverb of ''fine feathers making fine birds," although it was 
relative to the young Spaniard, who, by his unremitting courtesy, 
had quite ingratiated himself with the old lady. Fancy dress at 
the forthcoming ball was de rigueur^ so it created some amuse- 
ment to choose costumes, and they all — ^that is, the juvenile 
ladies — determined to surprise their cavaliers by concealing their 
impersonations till the critical moment when the entire party 
were to proceed together to the ball. 

It was a difficult matter to distinguish one firom another of the 
four faery forms when closely masked and dominoed, especially 
as Marguerite and Vixen were of one height at present, and 
dressed alike. At length, amid blushes and laughter, they stood 
disclosed: Neila a pretty, simple-looking peasant of Brittany; 
the child Rubi a lovely Geoigian slave, in crimson and gold, with 
full rose-coloured pyjamahs and a costly embroidered smoking 
cap, conferred by some fair Circassian on Eustace; Vixen and 
Marguerite were Spanish Gitanas; Countess Brayville, a Mar- 
quise. Mrs. Neale had indignantly refused to take " part or lot 
in any such tom-fool-ler-ry," though politeness constrained her to 
write a fewfiigid lines "declining the honour," <fec Willie Ren- 
frewshire made a handsome Matador, and as such paired off 
pretty nearly the whole evening with the piquant Lady Mar- 
guerite ; Eustace de Mowbray, in Hussar uniform, looked most 
distinguij and no carpet-knight ; Don Guzman revelled in the 
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witchiig imiles of Lady Vixen, and taught her the language of 
the fan as practised by the beautiful Valencians. 

" Your eyes— tender o-Dios^ ojos-Arabes — ^like almonds. Lady 
Vixeen Annytage, I do love you much as God ! " 

And this was the final outburst of his simple passion, poor 
fellow I He had, by a thousand tortuous phrases, expressed as 
much before, so Vixie could no longer pretend to be blind or 
(leaf to his meaning ; and it grieved her sorely to throw cold 
water on his enthusiasm. But what could she do ? Being only a 
woman — though by nature a tiny bit given to flirting— she could 
not, like a man, toy quite artistically with two of love's fair 
blossoms at a time. If one frail stem should snap in twain, 
there was a second one to fall back upon. It, too, might snap in 
twain {^uien sabe^ who knows?), or live its little life to fade away 
upon his heart (^sabe Dm — God knows) ! 

Men are philosophers wisdom-bom, with many passions, few 
affections ; women, as a rule, love once only, and for ever ! 

Ladv Vixen's evening was spoiled by this declaration on the 
part of the Spanish officer, who, of course, refused to take her 
*' No, no — never, never," for a decisive answer, and clung like a 
drowning man to the last straw; that is to say, the tender melan- 
choly expressed in her suddenly-clouded eyes. Alas ! alas ! she 
was thinking of Eustace, and the '^ tender melancholy " was 
wholly dedicated to him. 

Eustace, at the far end of the ball-room, looking unutterable 
nothings right into the eyes of a lovely Spaniard, saw at once, 
and from even that distance, that " the die was cast," and remem- 
bered with remorse the secret of a denouement that lay before 
him. 

Meanwhile time and tide await no lover's shoals nor breakers, 
and Carnival Sunday came round in due course. Don Guzman 
had secured his English friends seats on a balcony in the Rambla 
del Centro, where, amid the flowers of Spain's noblesse, they could 
see and be seen. 

Deafening was the mirth of the merry-makers as they kept 
surging to and fro, like waves. A grand and motley crowd of 
Kings, Queens, Court Jesters, Arabs, Greeks, Turks, Russians, 
Roumelians, Cardinals, Monks, Nuns, and even Quakers were 
represented among the masquerading multitude. Some showy 
horses, mostly military chaigers, were in the procession, and a 
regimental band, in the picturesque costume of Charles the Fifth's 
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time, played at intervals, though hardly to be heard, owing 
to the incongruous clamour and ambient shrieks that rent the 
air. The procession itself took exactly half an hour to pass 
the balcony; then followed numerous carriages, containing the 
brave, the fair, the well-dressed, well-bom, and well-off, among 
them lots of children. The two little sons of Don Quintana-y- 
de-Rosa looked cherub-like dressed as pages in powdered hair, 
with bouquets neaily as big as themselves! Lady Brayville 
and Mrs, Neale enacted dignity among the carriage portion of 
the pageant Comfits, dredges of flour, and billets-doux were 
flung about in all directions. The balcony where Vixen and 
Neila, Marguerite and Rubi, disported themselves, and chattered 
gaily to English and Spanish Cavaliers, formed a centre of 
attraction, many a gorgeous bouquet being thrown, and many 
a look of *' love and longing " cast, from gay Lotharios mixing 
for the nonce with the masking crowd below. 

Presently the procession dispersed itself in Indian file, but up 
to a late hour the streets were barricaded with thousands of 
people dressed in every conceivable costume under the sun, or 
rather moon, for fireworks by moonlight was the programme at 
nightfall. Mrs, Neale retired de bonne heure to her virtuous 
repose, shocked and scandalized with the festivities, and slightly 
discomposed to think that by driving through the streets on the 
Sabbath her countenance had been remotely given to pomps, 
vanities, fleshly lusts — ^in short, " the deevil and all his wor-rks ; " 
showing herself somewhat worldly, moreover, in being persuaded 
by Lady Brayville out of the beaten track of "Lord's day 
observance." She made up for all delinquencies on her return, 
however, by Jeremiades and judgments heaped in coal-fire con- 
fusion upon the head of Neila and the ears of McTavish. 

" My poseetion as a tr-ravelled woman," she was artful enough 
to add, by way of self-extenuation, — " my poseetion makes me do 
in Rome as Rome does." (The fact of being in Spain, not Rome, 
—indeed any apt allusion never afflicted Mrs. Neale, who was a 
faithful disciple of the Malaprop school.) "Besides, Lady 
Brayville might have had z.feet in the carriage — who kens ? " 

Lady Brayville, though strong as a house, professed herself 
weak as a cat, and her affectations of fainting flts had been a 
source of horror and surprise to the practical old Scotchwoman. 

" Consor-rt with publicans and sinners ! Neilay will not, and 
shall noty^ said she< emphaticallv, on hearing that all the party 
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under the duennaship of Mam'selle Piniche (!) weie to honour 
the fireworks with their presence, and mix freely with the crowd — 
of course closely masked, and each under the individual protec- 
tion of a Caballero. Poor Mam'selle was, I am afraid, left pretty 
well to shift for herself that night ; and, like " Bo-peep," lost her 
sheep the entire evening. Marguerite and Rubi had caught the 
infection of Carnival-fever, and shook off her yoke completely. 

Willie Renfrewshire dragged his sister, nolens voUns, out of her 
room, where, in obedience to Mrs. Neale, she had sorrowfully 
retired. No merrier mortals, with the exception of Don Guzman, 
could be conceived — it was all so novel and delicious to the 
young English girls. As they were difficult to identify, masked 
and dominoed, and the crowd was dense, a broma, or password, 
was invented, and they agreed to rally round each other at 
intervals, and exchange experiences afterwards at supper-time 
(about daybreak) in Don Guzman's elegantly appcinted apart- 
ments. 

Don Guzman himself was very desolate. Vixie having 
appropriated Eustace, by way of extra protection, Willie took 
amiable possession of Marguerite ; Guzman secured Neila (Jdute 
de mieux) ; and a small boy (Spanish), got up elaborately as Dr. 
Faustus, chose Rubi as Gretchen. 

The next and last day of Carnival, the self-same party attended 
the obsequies of Pau-pi, the mock king of the pageant ; and the 
funeral coriige was even grander than the Sunday procession had 
been. They wandered about among the crowd — fun and frolic 
rampant everywhere. People's voices pitched in the shrill falsetto^ 
adopted by way of disguise, and so absolutely part and parcel of 
a C^xmv2Xfiesta, — " Me conosce f" (" Do you know me ?") resound- 
ing on every side. • 

On returning to the hotel, Neila Renfrewshire and Don 
Guzman arrived a little ahead of the others, and were petrified 
to perceive Mrs. Neale (en tableau) gesticulating vigoroiisly, and 
seated in state between two powerful Guardias Civiles {gen- 
darmerie) and four polizone (policemen) ; McTavish likewise, 
apparently, as well as her mistress, being " in quod 1 " 

Mrs. Neale's hands and pockets were crammed with " Pater- 
noster Row Leaflets," which she, with virtuous indiscrimination, 
had been scattering helter-skelter among the " sacreeleegious 
her-rd," but which the Guardias Civiles had taken for inflammatory 
documents, wherein they could sniff treason. Her loud attempts 
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at overture, and indignant outcries for freedom, had necessitafted 
the four policemen \ to which would have been added a doctor 
or two, if they could have been found ; for the Guardias Civiles 
were fully persuaded that the irascible old lady was either a 
fanatical traitress or an escaped lunatic, but offered her the 
benefit of the doubt between the two, by escorting her back to 
the hotel in triumph. 

Explanations were at once entered into on Don Guzman's 
auspicious appearance, and on his representation that the tracts 
were mere religious ephemera, indigenous to English soD, and 
not seeds disseminating broadcast political poison, amid much 
palaver, bowing and scraping, the six guardians of the public 
peace and mo^s retired, leaving Mrs. Neale in a state of fierce 
invective and much uneasiness regarding the total loss of a 
favourite green umbrella. 

Willie Renfrewshire and Lady Marguerite arrived at the i2% 
end of this astounding little pantomime. 

" Serves you jolly well right, Aunt Neale ! " said her nephew 
sternly. '' I don't care a fig about your umbrella, and I knew 
your abominable tracts would, sooner or later, land you in a 
scrape. For Gracious' sake ! bum them all before we get to 
Seville, or we shall- have Scene IL, Chapter I., which is more 
than I can endure, even at your hands." 

" Then I'm no for-r bur-ming them at all, and, maybe, it *ud 
be a blessing if your ainself was snatched as a br-rand from the 
bur-ming, Woollie ; but I don't mind giving these vallable 
epeestles of the faith to young miss her-re and her-r sister-r, 
hoping they may r-read, lear-m, and inwar-rdly digest the same. 
Per-rhaps Miss Spinach herself would car-re to p'ruse the r-rest" 

"Certainly; a thousand thanks, dear, kind Mrs. Neale," 
exclaimed Lady Marguerite, with mock gratitude. (Aside to 
Willie) :— " They'll do splendidly for crimping papers, and Miss 
Spinach can easily * per-ruse ' what she can't even read ! " 

What an impudent child that was, to be sure ! 

Anyhow the obnoxious leaflets disappeared from that hour, 
and a fortnight later foimd the party located at Seville, having 
hurriedly visited Valencia, Tarragona, etc.; and moralized, 
Marius-like, among the sombre ruins of Poblet, reading sermons 
in her beauteous dust of autocratic pride laid low, and wealth, 
fabulous as the " Nibelungen-Hoard," buried in the oblivion of 
obloquy. " Sic transit gloria mundL" 
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Vid Alicante, Mttrcia» Cordova, they reached the stately city 
watered by the silent, dreamy Guadalquiver, leaving poor Don 
Guzman behind at Barcelona, tearing his haur (figuratively) and 
moaning by the sad sea waves of the Mediterranean ; improvising 
doleful ditties or composing touching sonnets '' to his mistress' 
eyebrow." 

Yes ; Lady Vixen had ruthlessly trodden underfoot his fragrant, 
peerless flowers, and rejected the first-fruits of his manhood's honest 
love. ''H^Us, c'^tait une affaire bien flamb^, tr^malheur- 
euse I " 

Eustace would gladly have given her anything she craved for 
of rich, or strange, or beautiful on earthy but she desired a star 
from heatfen — ^his love — yea, even his love ! 

" What said Rubi to Liris, the great archangel to the lovely, 
exacting child of earth ? — 

'* * Nay, look not there ' — above ; 
Alas, I cannot give it thee ! ** 



CHAPTER VIII. 

"O mon jeone aimant ! Te t'aime comme Tombre des bois au milieu da 
jour ! Tu es beau comme le aesert avec toutes ses fleurs, et toutes ses brises. 
Si je me penche sur toi, je fremis ; si ma main touche sur la tienne, il me 
semble que ie vais mourir. — H^ bien ! pauvre Chactas, je ne serai] jamais 
ton Spouse I — Atala. 

Eustace de Mowbray was due with his regiment at Umballa in 
May, so all the party had to make the most of their sojourn in 
the ancient city of Seville. Spite of some enthusiastic writing, 
*' Quien no ho visto Sevilla, non ho visto maravilla," they found 
the streets narrow, the Guadalquiver muddy, and the Cathedral 
itself a huge imposition. Of course, with the exception of some 
of its art treasures — Murillo's " Angel de la Guarda," for instance, 
''that seraph leading a tender little child through the thorns 
and briars of Life's great garden ; " also Campana's " Deposition," 
and "St. Anthony caressing the Infant Saviour," a peerless 
picture, likewise by the great Murillo — a mere copy (?) of which 
fetched I don't know how much at the sale of the Novarra Col- 
lection, last year, at Christie's. Eustace and Vixie, nevertheless, 
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found the Giialda Tower agreeable mountings and Mrs. Neale 
lionized, with grim satisfaction, the stereotyped Alcazar, with its 
labyrinth of outbuildings and kaleidoscopic variety of colouring. 
Conjointly they enjoyed the suburban promenade of Las Delicias, 
where Spanish exquisites and fair seftoritas aired themselves with 
fans large enough for umbrellas. 

One day, Renfrewshire suggested repairing, en critique^ to the 
Alcazar, as the morning was too sultry for shopping. Ladies 
Marguerite and Kubi, with Mam'selle Piniche accompanying 
them by way of a practical lesson in architecture and history. 
Notwithstanding the heat; Mrs. Neale was victimizing Neila 
among the bazaars of the Central Town, investing in mantas and 
Moorish ornaments. The open-air shops in Seville remind one 
forcibly of an Oriental bazaar. Beyond the Lonja (or Exchange) 
lies the Alcazar (literally, red house of Caesar), the different 
courts of which, each more beautiful than its predecessor, sub- 
stantiate Arabian-Nights splendour. In particular, the Hall of 
Ambassadors, with lace-like delicacy of detail, costlv sapphire 
asmlejosy ajitnez windows, and naranja (orange-leaf) ceilings, 
might well be peopled by Haroun-Al-Kaschid| his Eastern 
satellites or sorcerers. 

Lady Marguerite de Mowbray was not long in exchanging 
Mam'selle Piniche's dry instructions for the more congenial ones 
of Willie Renfrewshire ; and the whole party, with somewhat 
Punic faith, examined the stain of blood in one dark corner, 
maintained to be that of the Master of Santiago, a victim of 
Pedro the Cruel, who, with his two wives, is said to have witnessed 
the murder from a portico overhead. 

^^ How the beautiful Maria de Padilla could ever many such a 
monster is to me a marvel !'' said Marguerite, shuddering at the 
ominous stain. 

'' Many monsters of men have had angels for wives,^' replied 
Renfrewshire ; '^ that wretch Herod ever so many, saith tradi- 
tion ; and even Nero's Roman mistress is quoted to have carried 
flowers and laid them tearfully on his tomb— that fact alone 
ought to canonize the sex \*^ 

"Let us go into the garden/ said Marguerite, ''and see the 
hole where Pedro used to peep down upon his ' Brava Maria de 
Padilla!'" 

" Cest presque Vheure du second gt^ier^ Ladi Marguirite" 
suggested Mam'selle Pin^che, eyeing Renfrewshire au vinaigre. 
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**/e le sais bim^ toitU h Vheure je viens;^ and Maigu^rite 
bounded out of sight, jumping a bed of flamecoloured izia en 
passage^ and making steadily for a splendid windfall of onmges, 
dosely followed by Willie, who was b^inning to like this school- 
girl rather too much, he thought. 

'' Oh, Mr. Renfrewshire, do make a drawing of me devouring 
a lot of these deep green oranges 1 " 

^ I fear I should be unsuccessful in your eyes, as I was over 
my sketch in the Pedralles' cloister, when you mistook my sea 
for sky, my trees for men, and my staircase for a window ! " 

*^ Come, now, not quite so bad as that," said the girl with a 
laugh, raising her bladc-lashed eyes irresistibly to his, and maJdiig 
him long for England, home, and safety ! 

Meanwhile, Mademoiselle Piniche walked off morosely, with 
Lady Rubi sulking by her side, leaving the more refractory pupil 
to her own devices. Eustace and Vixie wandered between myitle 
hedges, and down long terraces bordered with mignonette, 
coronella, gaudy tulips, and palest ranunculi, where fountains 
plashed tier on tier, like sprays of brilliants over a tapestry 
groundwork of gems I Vixie was bright with the zenith bright- 
ness of happiness, and foreshadowed not its nadir. Eustace 
seemed to treat her in these palmy days of their intercourse with 
a caressing kindness quite appropriative ; but his manner and 
tone at times were melancholy — ^and yet how fondly hope can 
e^r 1 She thought, like Hinda, " ^twas warmth, assurance, tender- 
ness ; " sorrow at having ere long to leave her — ^the truth — ^the 
awful truth — ^never once entered her heart She would willingly 
have gone to India, Kamschatka, or the North Pole itself with 
him. Being his wife was dearer than any Eljrsium on earth, or 
any promised Hunting-ground in Heaven 1 Of Regina Aey had 
never spoken since the night they discussed her picture in the 
Barcelona balcony. It now reposed with jealous integrity upon 
his heart I On their return they found Mrs. Neale seated in the 
portico of the fonda (hotel) surrounded by merchants and 
merchandise; the old lady having been very difficile over an 
embarras de richesses in the choice of manias that morning. 

"WeVe been to the post-office," said Willie, "and found 
among the lista de correo this letter from my father, which may 
have been following us all over the globe, judging by its stamps, 
smudges, and hieroglyphics. I declare he must be journeying 
from Dan to Beersheba in lieu of Egypt's beetle, preserves and 
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cow pastures 1 Here is * Jeddah ' on the post-mark. By the bye, 
Neila, there is a letter from that horrid old frump, Miss Rad- 
clyffe, for you and Aunt Neale ; Lady Brayville's compliments, 
and will you drive her to the Court of Oranges this evening ? We 
are all going to do the Giralda ! " 

" How can you speak of poor Miss RadclyfTe in that manner, 
Willie ! " exclaimed Neila, reproachfully, " when you know how 
Papa esteems her, and how kmd she has been in asking me to 
RadclyfTe Towers? She cannot help being old and a great 
invaUd ! " 

" No, but she can help being a fidget, a bigot, a hypochondriac, 
and a valetudinarian, I suppose," retorted Willie (somehow he 
seemed rather cross this morning). " I fully expect to receive 
her as an inmate of my Eutopia some fine day ; and I see, Neila, 
that ' Oaklands ' is in the market, so you'll have to keep house for 
me there, when we get home ! " 

" Never in an Asylum, thank you, Willie ; I should be too 
afraid of the mad people ! " 

" Bosh ! " rejoined Willie. " * Oaklands ' is a magnificent place, 
just a nice distance from London ; and, moreover, I shall bless 
my stars for being able to reside where a Mrs. Neale does not 
rule the roost, and am heartily sick of the Bedford Square 
mbnage in consequence " (forgetting which was his aunt's deaf ear, 
he lowered his voice a little during the latter part of his 
speech). 

" Neilay, jest tell these men to leave, and conie back agen 
the mor-m. I canna be fashed wi' with them the now. I'm 
hungr-ry ; and tell McTavish to give me my mantillay I bought at 
Bar-celonnay — I'm minding, too, I left my spectacles with the 
caddy key in the blue bag ; jest get it, Neilay, and let's hear-r 
what the Professor-r has to say for-r himsel'." 

When the spectacles and blue bag were brought her, Mrs. 
Neale made a profound study of the " epeestle," but finally 
handed it over to Willie to translate for their mutual benefit. 

" Bless my soul, your-r fayther-r's been to Jedday — ^ay. Eve's 
tomb, and says she was 369 feet long, and weighed I dinna ken 
how many pounds ! I'm thinking she must have been a gude 
handful of a woman, to be mother-r of the whole human race — 
giants and all ; and 111 never eat bacon agen, for he says beetles 
prefer-r it. Set them iip, indeed ! — Mice, I know, are rather-r 
fond o' lar-rd ! — Here, Woollie, is the letter-r. He says he isn't 
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coming nigh us, for he is going to Ararat and Meccay, and all 
that Bible land, and you're to see us back to England. I'm for-r 
Ma-dreed first, with my Lady Br-ra3rville, who says it's a braw 
place for silks and satins, forby boots and shoes ; — and 111 jest 
have my Paduasoy dyed there — please the Lord ! — ^if it's nae too 
expensive ; but, any way, ther-re's the letter-r — ^make your ain 
'kirk and a mill of it,' Willie !" 

Willie read the letter as follows. It was dated from Jeddah, 
and had only been two whole months in transit : — 

"Dear Sister, — 

" I am well ; and, as you see, at Jeddah — very interesting 
place. Eve's tomb — 369 feet long, and the solid block weighs 
2,225 lbs., by my own rough computation. Two of the windows 
at its base are completely bunged up with pieces of rag (very 
dirty), offered by women devotees to our general Mother ! 

" I have been unable to get a single specimen of the ' attar-cop ' 
(poison spider), either here, at Kamac, Luxor, or even Thebes ; 
but I found the antennae of the mordella, and comparing them 
with my mordellae in the camel's hair-trunk, I perceive they are 
more fibril in organization ; — have two ocelli, and no less than 
30,000 auxiliary orbs. The Scarabei Egyptiorum exhibit larger 
proportions than any young Layard sent me ! — (Two of those 
glass-cases smashed !) Tell Sampson — what a Sawny that man is, 
to be sure ! — Willie is not to give him my tweed suit, in con- 
sequence of this culpable carelessness on his part. I have got 
Neila a fossilized lock of a woman's hair — found it in a tomb at 
Kamac. One Scarabeus Egyptiorum is a fine fellow ! The 
others resemble our own Geotrupidae and Aphrochidae, and 
deposit their eggs in almost any food ; and I have had the luck 
to secure alive some Dermestes lardarius, — and their larvae prefer 
fat bacon. I am interested here in mollusca. The pearl-fishers 
get them for me. The galla slaves (monstrous fine women !) 
dive for coral ; — the rare black kind grows here, and I have a 
necktie of it for you, sister. Tell Willie to see you safe back to 
England. It is too late for me to dream now of Spain ; besides, 
it's a bad beetle country. I am going to push on to Mecca, 
Medina, Mount Ararat, &c. — and do not send me any letters. 
Expect me when you see me. Willie can answer any corre* 
spondence from F.R.S., F.R.G.S., etc., etc. ; — and ask him to run 
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down occasionally, and see Miss Radclyflfe for me. Good-bye 
to you all. 

" Your affectionate Brother, 

"William S. Renfrewshire." 

*' P.S. — Better give poor old Sampson the tweed suit after all. 
I suppose he can't help being an idiot ! " 

" That's jest like him ! " exclaimed Mrs. Neale ; " the tweed 
suit's thirteen year-r old, in pair-rfect rags — ^fit for nae Chr-reestian 
to wear-r. That m^i's aye for carrying an antiquary's shop on 
his back!" 

*' Perhaps, like the monks of old, part of his principles are 
involved in wearing clothes till they tumble off piece-meal ! " 
remarked Willie, with a laugh. 

" For mair-rc/s sake, dinna pit that ideay into his head, 
WooUie ; piece-meal ! that auld tweed's too bad for a moth's 
meal, I'm thinking ! Gr-racious goodness me, how late it is ! 
do come to the luncheon ; and Neilay, jest give yon chuckweed 
to Zuleekay." 

At the cool of the evening, after dinner, the two elderly ladies 
sat together in the pleasant sheltered Court of Oranges, and the 
younger people climbed the Giralda. It is a tower of an exqui- 
sitely pale pink colour, covered outside with Moorish tracery, and 
inside amply wide enough for parties to ride up on mules, as 
Napoleon is said to have done the " Campanile," in Venice, on 
horseback ! 

Lady Vixen had adopted on one or two occasions the concetto 
of a Spanish mantilla, with singular success. Very becoming 
were its graceful folds on this particular evening, falling over her 
soft dark hair, a rich red rose coquetting fondly with her cameo- 
tinted ear. 

Neila, too, would have taken to the mantilla as a head-dress ; 
but Mrs. Neale doomed her to a very plain straw bonnet, which 
suited better the Arcadian style of her prettiness. Up the 
Giralda tower they mounted, their merry voices mingling with its 
beUs. 

Suddenly Vixie's foot tripped, and she fell down the incline — 
no distance. She was not hurt, but rather shaken. Eustace 
picked her up inquiringly — tenderly. 
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" No, no, it is nothing " she answered ; " but, oh, my pretty 
jaya is broken ! What an evil omen ! Don Guzman told me it 
was a superstition in Spain that if 2Ljoya broke, it became a Har- 
monia's necklace ; that is, if it was given you by ^' 

Here she checked herself in the middle of a sentence, and 
found that Eustace had his eyes fixed on her with a curious look 
in them. Did he, too, believe in the breaking oi joyas ? 

" Let the rest go to the top," said she in a low faint murmur ; 
" we will seat ourselves near these stone>lilies. I have something 
to say to you, Eustace." 

They sat down on the ledge, side by side, one of her hands 
toying absently with the lilies ; with the other hand she supported 
herself against the masonry. Eustace, taking advantage of prox- 
imity, the fading light, and her precarious P) position to pass 
his arm gently, but resolutely round her waist She trembled 
from head to foot ; and both remained silent for a long time, 
listening to the chimes above, the children's prattle below, and 
the ceaseless but distant hum of the great city all round them. 

"Speak to me, Eustace," she said huskily, in a voice quite 
unlike her own, — " speak to me ! tell me the truth, or I shall go 
mad, I think ! " 

" What truth, Vixie ? " 

" Do you really love that woman called Regina ? " . 

He did not relax his hold of her slender waist ; but looking 
away as if in deep abstraction, or as if he saw something, or 
somebody afar off, he said, — 

" My little Vixie, alas, it is too true ! I love that woman — cold 
cruel — faithless ! Alas ! I love her still." Then, as if addressing 
some remote object, " Oh ! why did I ever — ever meet you, 
Queenie ? Why did I not cling to the child who always loved me 
— ^who still clings to me like ivy to oak ? Vixie, I am a bad man, 
I know ; I have never tried to be good, — and I am all unworthy 
of a love like yours ; but why, oh ! why, should this new feeling 
— this misplaced affection, I mean — come between me and the 
regard I always cherished for you ? Poor child ! Alas, I am 
not deserving of such tears ! " 

For by this time tears had gathered in those full dark eyes, 
and were slowly falling one by one, — drops wrung by cruel force 
from the fountain of her breaking heart. 

" Oh ! Eustace, it is indeed sad ; but I cannot and would not 
accept any half-love from you — it must be all or nothing. Stay ! 
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what is this — Regina's surname ? I have perhaps some news of 
her that may surprise yoa" 

" News of her — news of Regina ? Is she dead ? Have you 
seen it in the paper ? " 

" Dead ! no," responded Vixie, quite coldly. " You told me 
she was dead to you that night at Barcelona. Oh, why have you 
been so very merciless ?— deceiving yourself and me? One 
thing, I can suffer. Thank God, all women are capable of any 
amount of suffering ! Was her name Vansittart ? " 

*' God bless my soul ! yes, Vixie. What of her ?" 

" Well, she is married, or about to be married," replied Vixie, 
modifying the truth, while marking the sudden paJlor which came 
over his expressive face. Unselfish to the very last, she slipped 
her hand softly between both his palms, and said in a low 
voice, — 

** Shall I tell you all I know, Eustace ? Can you bear it ? Or 
shall I wait till to-morrow ? " 

" Tell me now — ^at once. I'm not a coward or a woman. I 
can. bear the truth !" and he muttered something that sounded 
like an oath between his clenched teeth. 

" Well," commenced Vixie, " the Renfrewshires know an old 
lady in England, whom Neila stays with from time to time, and 
whose usual letter of invitation for Christmas was forwarded to her 
out here " 

" Go on, for God's sake, Vixie ! what has all this long rig- 
marole about an old lady got to do with me ? " he added im- 
patiently. 

" Do give me time," said Vixie quietly ; " this old lady's name 
is Radclyffe ; she has a brother in India in the army. Sir Henry 
Radclyffe ; and it appears he had just married, or was about to 
marry, a Regina Vansittart. The similarity of name struck me 
at once, for Regina is rather an uncommon name. Miss Rad- 
clyffe writes such a stiff formal letter, but she seems displeased at 
her brother marrying at all; — above everything, a girl out in 
India, whom she has never even seen. The letter, amid a 
quantity of cant and stupidity, suggests matters might have been 
different had the choice fallen on Neila. Dear me ! what a 
vexations, contradictory world it is, to be sure ! " 

" Great and merciful Heaven, it is true, then ! " 

" Be strong, Eustace. Be strong ! " This from poor Vixie, 
who was positively subduing her sobs and controlling her own 

F 2 



68 The Shackles of an Old Love. 

feelings in order to lessen his anguish. Oh, woman, woman, 
what a selfless, helpful, holy influence is yours ! 

But Eustace seemed quite distraught. He spoke in broken 
sentences — 

" Return — ^yes, of course, I must return to India, to face my 
fate ! I am a soldier, not a love-sick fool ! Go back — I should 
rather say so ! How I loathe myself for having loved her so 
desperately — and she has thrown me over like a dog ! " 

" Never mind, dear Eustace, she must have been unworthy of 
you ; try to forget her." 

Then he added, as if reasoning with himself, or Vixie — 
" And yet she seemed to be all noble, all pure, all true, all 
womanlike — and, Vixie, so very, very beautiful ! " 

This was more than the crushed woman could stand. Vixie 
drew up her head, and tried to thrust away his arm from her 
waist, but in vain. 

" Don't hold me like this, you positively hurt me. You are 
strong, mind, Eustace." 

But she appealed in vain ; he heeded her not, heard her not. 
His eyes dilated, his face flushed; he seemed imbued with a 
sudden, a frightful passion. His arm tightened round her — he 
held her as in a vice. Hot, frenzied, feverish, he pressed a long, 
exquisitely-painful kiss upon her timid, trembling lips. Then, 
letting her go, but supporting her from falling, he murmured, in 
a low, pitiful whisper — 

" Vixie, pray forgive me ; teach, oh, teach me to forget her ! " 
" Leave me now, Eustace ! Take me home, I am ill ; my 
head is giddy ! I am mad, I think ! Oh, take me — anywhere — 
away ! " 

" Hush, Vixie, my poor child, my darling, hush 1 Calm your- 
self. What a monster I have been to frighten you. Never mind ; 
here, I will get you some water ! " 

" No, no ; I am better now," she said, quite coldly ; but she 
was still shaking from head to foot. Presently the cool night air 
revived her; and he pleaded so earnestly for forgiveness, so 
very tenderly, too, that Vixie, loving him as she did, could not 
repel the eyes that were lode-stars of magnetism to her. Alas ? 
how many other women their electricity had thrilled, God only 
knows ! — deponent sayeth not. 

She was a peculiarly organized girl, though, this Vixie ; a 
curious compound of strength and weakness, nerve and timidity. 
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This last half-hour's experience had changed and chequered her 
whole life. Love him she ever must. How much, her own 
heart knew too well. His touch, that kiss, his whispered words, 
.were bliss; his very presence, heaven ! But marry him, after 
this revelation — this fact about Regina Vansittart — never ! Have 
the reversion of his passion for another — all her own could feed 
on ? Never ! That would be to her a living death ! The name 
of wife was too sacred to take in vain ; the bond of marriage 
far too solemn for him to violate, even by thought ; and thus 
how dared he ever to speak to her of marriage now ? Alas ! 
Vixie's code of morality was strangely, grandly, uniquely pure. 
And she turned to him, deep sorrow in her gaze. 

" Eustace, you know well that I love you ; but all this has 
been too much for me — rather. I seem calmer ; take me away. 
I can face them all now. Stay, you had better make some 
excuse about that fall. Here are the scattered beads of the 
joya. See ! I fling them all down below ; I should hate to look 
at the thing again ! My dreadful dreams have boded but too 
true. Oh ! Eustace, I will talk about it all to-morrow ; to-night 
I cannot ! " Then, giving him one fond, lingering look, and 
quoting the words of Atala, she said — " Si,je me penche sur toiy 
je frimisy si ma main iombe sur la tienne, il me semble que je vais 
mourir, Hk^ bien I Je ne serai jamais ton ipouse ! " 

"Why not, Vixie? Why never my wife? Become my wife 
at once. I have told you all, and you can trust me to treat you 
tenderly. My child, what a brute I was to frighten you ! I 
vow I never will again." 

" Hush, Eustace ! in mercy to me say no more to-night. I 
am too ill to stay here any longer. Hark ! I hear their voices. 
They are coming — no — no — do not look at me like that — it is 
all over — I can never be your wife ! " 

Then came Marguerite and Renfrewshire, hearing about the 
accident, and offering sympathy. Then came Neila and Rubi, 
with a repetition of the sympathy. Later on, at the base of the 
tower, Lady Brayville scrutinized them with her keen glances, 
and questioning, but polite condolence about the unfortunate fall. 

Vixie was worn out with extreme mental suffering, and glad, 
at length, to escape and be alone. And ever after, in her entire 
life, she never heard sound or mention of that Giralda tower in 
Seville without a creeping shiver, a cold, shuddering sensation 
all over, as if some one stepped across her grave. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" Oh ! was there ever tale of human love 
Which was not also tale of human tears ? 
Died not sweet Desdemona ? 
Sorrowed not fair, patient Imogen ? 
And she, whose name lives among lovers, 
Sappho, silver-voiced I — was not the wailing 
Of her passionate lyre drowned for ever 
In the dull deaf sea? Oh, must it be thus? 
Must the cup that holds the sweetest 
Vintage of the vine of life taste^bitter 
At the dregs?" 

Violetta. 

Dejected, miseiable, with deep rims round her eyes, sat Vixie, 
too ill to leave her room ; and, falling from tired hands, a note 
lay neglected on her lap ; of course it was from Eustace. The 
room was deliciously cool, for a summery breeze strayed in 
through the jealous plaits of the estera. Herself in a delicate 
apricot-coloured morning wrap, with black lace bows all down the 
front, and a few Marshal Niel roses at her breast. 

The room and air were filled with yellow roses — the Isabel, the 
Cintra, and the Marshal Niel — for Vixie revelled in yellow roses ; 
and Eustace was up to all her fancies, fads, and frailties, and 
had sent her the freshest and sweetest Sevillia's sun had kissed 
into saflfron. Vixie was wont to say — 

"When I die, smother me with yellow roses, wrap me in a 
woollen shroud, and * let the folds be straight and neat ; ' but 
shed no tears, and say no prayers — leave me to my yellow roses 
and my eternal rest ! " 

If she wanted rest on earth, poor child ! she was doomed to 
disappointment ; for unto her eftsoons entered Lady Brayville, 
tall, indolent, barbaric, and evidently armed cap-h-pie for a field 
day, if necessary. 

" Well, Vixen, what is this, are you ill, or are you only acting 
the fool ? Come now, it really behoves you, after making yourself 
a town-talk with your cousin, to let me be your confidante. Pray, 
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do you propose to imitate housemaids, actresses, and the present 
fashions by a runaway match ? If so, the expense of a trousseau 
is saved ; or do you prefer putting his constancy to the test by a 
long engagement ? A great mistake, I can tell you. And you are 
looking quite ugly this morning. Evidently late love-making up 
towers does not agree with you ! " 

" A-propos of what is all this preface, Augusta ? " asked Lady 
Vixen coolly, and concealing a yawn. 

" A-propos of Eustace de Mowbray, to be sure ! He does not 
personally treat me with the respect due to his father^s wife ; so, 
as I cannot arrive at his sentiments first-hand, I come to seek 
them from you." 

" What sentiments, pray?" asked Vixie, with a drawl. 

"His sentiments, and the passages between you and your 
cousin. You are a very indelicate girl. Vixen, and force me to 
call a spade a spade, however inconsistent with my innate 
reticence it may be to do so. How dare you wander about alone 
with your cousin at Barcelona, and flirt desperately with Don 
Guzman de Navarra all the time, without arriving at the con- 
clusion that you are violating the rules of modesty ? " 

" What is modesty ? " asked Lady Vixen, with the simplicity 
of a child. 

" Don't add impudence to indelicacy, but tell me once for all, 
are you going to marry your cousin ? or are you about to become 
a Spanish Donanina instead ? One or other the etiquette of pro- 
priety demands you to do." 

" Then the etiquette of propriety will be set at defiance ; for I 
am going to marry neither one nor the other ! " 

Lady Brayville became mahogany colour with wrathful surprise. 

" Neither one nor the other, indeed ! then as your nearest 
living relative — for I call your uncle nobody (this was quite true) 
— I repeat, as your nearest living relative, I insist upon knowing 
why you are going * to marry neither one nor the other,' to quote 
your own very words ? " 

" Why, for a very good reason — because I don't choose to 1 
Moreover, Augusta, I do not recognize any relationship between 
us, and I will not take any more insults from you. You may 
stand there from dawn till doomsday, from cock-crow to hen- 
roosting, and you will get no further reply out of me. My father 
was a Danvers and a devil, and I am a Danvers and a devil ! " 

** Noblesse oblige" said Lady Brayville, with deep toned sarcasm. 
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knowing her own blood to be as far below tint as the blue delf 
passing for china now-a-days. 

" That's neither here nor there," said Vixie bluntly. " Go, or 
I shall make you ! " 

" Make me ! " and she shook with rage. " How dare you 
speak like that to me ? I shall tell Lord Bra)rville.'' 

*•' Tell his Satanic majesty, an' you will ; either you go, or I 
must ;" saying which she marched majestically out of the contest 
and the room, leaving the astonished Augusta mistress of all she 
surveyed, and a little more than Vixie herself had bargained for ; 
to wit, the letter — Eustace's letter — and Lady Brayville at once 
read it — short and sweet, but comprehensive. 

" Child,— 

" Sorrow, contrition, remorse, love are at your feet. With 
you as my guiding star I can conquer all things, even myself. 
Vixie, I know you love me — take me as I am ! Few fellows 
would have told you all the truth, remember. God help me, I am 
miserable ! How long are you going to be ill ? Recollect, in 
one week I am off. Meet me to-night, or in the salon when they 
are out driving. 

*' Tout d ioi, 

" Eustace. 

" Here are some yellow roses. I got up awfully early to get 
them." 

Well for Vixie that she could not see the look with which Lady 
Brayville returned the letter to the floor, it might have frozen her 
sense to sleep. 

" She shall live to rue this day ! Tears of blood shall stay no 
vengeance of mine, and from my heart I hate the girl ! Defy me, 
indeed ! I'll teach her to defy me ! " 

Heaven help poor Vixie, for Lady Brayville was a woman of 
her word — uncompromising, unscrupulous, and cruel ! She was 
like the attar-cop (poison spider, alluded to by Professor Ren- 
frewshire), and diffused her venom as she wove her web ; or, like 
Golconda's fabled serpent, gliding ever onward with glittering, 
deadly trail. No Orphean lure could lure her to inanition j her 
hiss meant mischief, and her sting meant death. 

The devil's yea is yea, and so was Lady Brayville's. 
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Eustace and Vixie met that afternoon. Pale but beautiful, 
she was dressed all in black, yellow roses mingling with folds of 
Spanish lace at her throat \ no single ornament about her save 
his ring — a " Mizpah " ring — he had given her long, long ago. 
Really, in any other eyes but hers, newly opened to woe, it would 
have appeared as if he had forgotten already that episode of 
Regina. Alas ! — 

" The deepest ice that ever froze 
Can only o'er the surface close ; 
The living stream lies quick below, 
And flows, and cannot cease to flow." 

To be with him now was to her an exquisite pain ; — to feel his 
speaking eyes, reading love's sad secret in her own, and to know 
she could never be his wife. Yet he was not the man to whom 
fair maids might with impunity say, 

** That most disagreeable of small words, * Nay ! ' " 

Vixie related verbatim the particulars of her stormy inter- 
view with Lady Brayville. 

" And what then do you propose to do, Vixie, if you will not 
marry me, — live a Kilkenny-cat existence with Augusta, I 
presume ? " 

" Heaven knows what I shall do, — die, I suppose." 

" Young ladies don't die now-a-days of love except in novels ; 
you're not fit to battle alone with the world, — * all ear and eye, 
with such a heart to interpret ear and eye, and such a tongue 
to blare its own interpretation.' CerUs, I should be confoundedly 
jealous of any fellow you did marry. So I'm sure, little woman, 
I cannot think what is to become of you when I am gone." 

** And I dare not think," said she, with the abandonment of 
despair in her attitude and tone. " Mind, Eustace, I hold out 
one encouragement to myself; that is, if you really feel that you 
never loved Regina rightly (namely, more than me), at the end 
of one year you may write and tell me so. If not, at the end of 
one year return me that little ring I gave you when we were 
yachting in the Mediterranean — oh, so long ago it now seems ! — 
and yet, cousin Eustace, I loved you ever since I can remember 
— ever since " 

" Ever since you used to lead me a dance by toddling up to my 
room at Castle Brayville, when I as a boy came back from my 
first season's hunting. You would jump on my knee to ride gee- 
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gee, and many is the jobation the old nurse gave me for covering 
your white frock with splashes of mud. I think I see you now, 
Vixie, with your curly hair, laughing eyes, coral beads, and scarlet 
shoes, scarcely higher than the table ; yes, your afifection for me 
certainly dates from your cradle — and now a cruel fate must 
part us ! " 

" Come, Eustace, draw it mild while you are about it ; you are 
only ten years older than me ; how I wish I had died in the very 
days you speak of, when you used to save me from Augusta's 
cruelty and Miss Langtry's stupid impositions ! for you always 
have been my hero, my Antinous, and you still are to me dearer 
than any one or anything on earth." 

" Then it seems doubly strange to think you will not many 
me, Vixie. But I am glad you give me one hope of winning you 
at the end of a year, for I am sincere in desiring to make you all 
my own for ever." 

" Yes, I know you are sincere at present, and I believe so 
imreservedly in your code of truth and honour that you will, I 
know, return me the ring as a silent token, if indeed you cannot 
love me as you do, or did, Regina. You must of necessity avoid 
her now she is married." 

" Oh, yes," he said ; " but how that is to be done I cannot 
quite see. Besides, I no longer care for her. I love you — only 
you — my darling ! " 

** Oh ! Eustace, would you had never met that Regina ! " 

^^NHmporte I I love you now—only you ! " 

And he kissed away all her tears. Years afterwards she remem- 
bered the Paradise of that hour ! 

A few days, and they must part. During these days Vixie was 
a changed being, full of apparent life and spirits. The truth was, 
she did not like to depress him, feeling instinctively how men 
hate scenes and " fussifications " — a word she coined when Mrs. 
Neale expressed from a commonplace point of view the necessity 
for her to wear the willow and wave the flag of despair, — 

" When your ain cousin is saying gude-bye, maybe for-r ever-r. 
Per-radventur-re those blacks will kill him, or-r the fever-r, or-r the 
scor-rpions ! " 

For her ideas of India were confined to " the pestilence that 
walketh by night, and the arrow that flieth by noon-day," and she 
took the Psalmist's view of the matter as regarded the Professor's 
return, for alive she never again expected to see him. There was 
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a great deal of substantial second-sight philosophy about Mrs. 
Neale. 

Neila came to the Brayvilles' hotel the day before Eustace's 
departure on some message from her aunt, and found Vixie in 
her room. She had been all the morning arranging letters, papers, 
and sketches Eustace was too lazy to look after himself, and 
had now run upstairs to have a quiet cry, and change her dress 
for dinner. Neila knocked at the door. 

" Entrez I " said Vixie, thinking it was only her maid. 

" Oh ! it is you, Neila," she exclaimed. " So glad to see you ! 
I thought it was Louise with ray Jichu J* 

" I hope you will forgive my intrusion, but I felt how unhappy 
you must be, and thought I would just run up for a moment," 
pleaded Neila, as an excuse for her sudden apparition. 

Vixie burst into a passion of tears. Neila was very winning 
and womanlike — an Evangeline for sweetness. Her silence was 
sympathy, and her every word helped to soothe a sorrow or cheat 
a grief Vixie had taken a real liking for this gentle girl, and 
partly relieved the anguish of her heart by confiding as much as 
she could of her position with regard to Eustace. Neila knew 
nothing of love, for Mrs. Neale had taken precious care to incul- 
cate patience instead ; and being so very young besides, I doubt 
if she could have given Vixie any tangible or suggestive comfort. 
In short, she did not attract in the way of being brilliant or over- 
wdse, but her thought for others made them cling to her in trouble, 
and she fully appreciated the noble abnegation of a love like 
Vixie's, and foresaw its self-sacrifice was safe for Eustace. 

Here the dinner summons sounded, and Vixie immediately 
sprang up as if she had been shot. A few minutes and the tear- 
stained face was presentable enough to stand the ordeal of Lady 
Brayville's crushing cynicism. She took a tiny phial to the win- 
dow, poured out a few drops, drank the mixture, and hid the 
bottle in a box upon the toilet-table. 

" Whatever is that ? " asked Neila, — " not poison, I hope ? " She 
remembered reading in history-books of people taking poison. 

" Poison, indeed ! " replied Vixie, eagerly ; " it is medicine. It 
gives me life, it gives me strength, it gives me sleep — without it I 
should die ! It is called * Nepenthe.' Now, good-bye, little 
Neila." 

Neila wondered whether Willie had ever heard of this wonder- 
ful " Nepenthe," and she had a complete if exaggerated belief in 
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his universal knowledge and medical efficiency ; but just as they 
gained the corridor Lady Vixen whispered — " Don't tell any one 
about that Nepenthe." And Mrs. Neale at the same time screamed 
from some region where sound came like the groan of a muffled 
gun, so Neila had to seek the said region with a hurried '^ good- 
bye " and unquestioning " No, I will not speak of it." 

Next day arrived, and with it parting. The " little minute " of 
Spain, the " Quede con Dios " here, the " Quede con Diablo " 
there, the " Who knows ?" and the " God knows ! " of the natives 
— in short, all the paraphernalia and preliminaries of Spanish loco- 
motion, gave them a full hour at the station. But it came at last, 
and all too soon. 

" God keep you, Vixie ! " 

" Write to me, Eustace." 

" Yes. One more kiss — not a moment ! WeVe off, at last ! 
Take care of her, Renfrewshire ! " 

And the train glided and shuffled into darkness and absolute 
space, leaving Vixie alone, stranded on life's great yawning penin- 
sula, seeking for comfort, and finding only desolation ! Certainly 
her maid was there, but she was only a woman — could not even 
understand her ; and Willie Renfrewshire was there— kind, every- 
thing that could be desired ; but he was only a man — not the 
man. So Vixie lifted up her voice and wept long and bitterly — 
indeed, until she could weep no more 1 



CHAPTER X. 

"Young, noble, and handsome, a 'Devil-may-care,' 
With the brain to conceive, and the brave heart to dare ; 
Amongst men a lion, with ladies a lamb ; 
A look that said, laughing, ' Refuse me, who can ? ' 
Deeds full of danger he loved most to face. 
As surgeons gloat over some desperate case ! " 

Old Legend of Chester, 

" I'll tell you what it is, I'll be hanged if he was not all right 
yesterday ! It's that syce Selim — he's dicked the animal into 
tantrums — confound him ! " 



The Shackles of an Old Love. *J7 

The speaker was Warren Vansittart ; the subject mooted, a 
horse ; the scene, Simla ; place, India ; house, a bachelor box, 
hired by him and two congenial spirits for the season — namely, 
that six months during which Viceroyalty, and the Commander-in- 
Chiefs staff make it their head-quarters. 

The Anandale Sky Races were on the cards, and Warren 
Vansittart was considerably excited over a country-bred called 
Wamba, which he had made a certainty for the Cup, being, how- 
ever, a horse of ungovernable temper and bolting propensities, 
which a fellow-sub. had been supposed to " Rarefy." Imagine 
Warren's excitement on hearing, the very morning of the race, 
that the said Wamba would allow neither man, woman, nor child 
to approach him. 

" Just like my vile luck ! I say, Cranethorpe, is that you ? 
Do you hear what's come to Wamba ? — up to his tricks again ! He 
was right enough, I'll swear, when you took him his final gallop 
yesterday. It's some chicanery of that syce's, I'll be bound ! " 

"So will I," cried Cranethorpe, eagerly, who had been the 
Rarey. 

" Gad ! what's to be done now ? " said Warren, flinging his 
braces on the floor (he was in the act of performing his toilette 
dujour), " I'd three to one on the brute ! " 

" And, by Jove, I had a * century' on ! " rejoined Cranethorpe. 
" Make haste and get dressed, Warren, and lef s go round to the 
stable, and judge for ourselves. I've been up to the Club already, 
and who do you think I met there ? — De Mowbray, of the 6th 
Hussars — ^just back from home ! He's the man for our money. 
Can't he ride ? that's all ; you know him rather well, don't you ? 
Well, why not ofler him the mount ? I don't funk- it on my own 
hook a bit, but if I lose I'd never forgive myself, on your 
account, old fellow." 

" Oh, that's nothing," remarked Warren, generously ; " but it's 
a capital idea ! Not but what you can ride, but he's been at it 
for years, — experientia docet^ you know. He won the Grand Mili- 
tary — since he's been home, too. I say, what an idea ! what a 
godsend ! by George it is ! But I fear he'll be overweight — 
ten stone four he used to ride." 

" Well, that will make it all right ! " rejoined Cranethorpe, 
"for they've handicapped the horse severely. But you know 
how cantankerous fellows are, over any change in the programme, 
and we want all bets to hold." 
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" Programme, let the programme go to Jehannem ! " cried 
Warren ; " there's no time to be lost : I'll just tear up to the 
Club and catch Eustace before he tucks into too much breakfast ; 
it's eleven to the minute," and off he went, saying, " You go 
round to the stable, Cranethorpe, I'll bring De Mowbray back 
with me, and tell Selim to approach Wamba on his peril till I 
return, that's all." 

Warren found Eustace de Mowbray in the Club verandah in a 
** Pishmina " dressing-gown, his legs crossed, Indian-wise, on a 
cane-chair, a cheroot between his lips, and a local *' daily " in his 
hand. He had just finished breakfast, and only arrived the night 
before, having managed to get leave after being in harness a 
month ; and meaning to spend it by stretching his limbs among 
the mountain ranges, and Arcadian amusements of the Anglo- 
Indian Paradise. 

He had ridden " tattoes " (hill ponies), by quick stages, all the 
way up from Umballa. 

" Well, Eustace, here you are again, old boy ! Oh, I say, I am 
glad to see you ! How well you're looking ! no heavier — I think 
not, thank my stars — you'll do ! " 

" Well, youngster, how are you ? " said Eustace. " Anent what 
is this running commentary ? Very collected, I am sure. I fear 
Simla air conjoined to Simla spooning hath driven thee mad ! I 
thought I should meet you here, for I happened to see your 
name in the Syree dik Bungalow. Just like you to draw a cari- 
cature of old * Smith, of Asia,' underneath it — quite unmis- 
takable, not half bad. Is that knowing old codger here?" 

" No fear," quoth Warren, irrelevantly. 

" I say, isn't it a d — d nuisance, Eustace ! here's Wamba, 
such a horse, by Spooney, out of Kicked the Bucket, up to 
any pace on the flat Got him from Harding, of the Thuggee 
Department Capital judge ! but the nag's a devil — bolts, kicks, 
and the rest. You remember Cranethorpe of ours ? — good rider, 
light weight, and all that Wamba can't be beaten; I defy him 
to be beaten, if he can .only be got to start. By Jove ! as ill-luck 
would have it, the syce has been at some game with him, for he 
has taken to his tricks this morning, of all others — rears, plunges, 
won't allow himself to be neared, much more mounted ; and the 
race comes off to-day. Last day of the meeting and all I I 
backed him to win the Cup. I'm dead beat to know what to do ! 
I had my money on ; drew him in the lottery at the " Ordinary " as 
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well. Just like my luck ! I say, you might come down and have 
a look at him, and I think, just for old friendship's sake, you 
might even ride him for me at a push." 

" Nothing like coming to the point at once," thought Warren, 
remembering, rather nervously, how the friendship he was quoting 
had ended on one side of the family. 

" Hang it ! I can't possibly ride," explained Eustace ; " I haven't 
got my togs. Besides, it's ages since I have ridden a race. I've 
been doing France and Spain the last six months — no hunting 
even ; was with my people, you know." 

" Oh, do ride for me, Eustace, or I am done for ! " exclaimed 
Warren ; and who could resist the woful, pleading face, and that 
winsome, genial manner ? Warren had a certain way with him 
which got over both men and women. 

" All right, I'll try what I can do for you, my boy," said Eus- 
tace ; " I'm sure I don't know if my traps have even turned up." 

In due course of time he reappeared, after retiring to his room, 
in a knickerbocker shooting suit (very convenient in the hills), 
and they at once proceeded to the " Old Kutcherry," which was 
the name of the bungalow where the three young officers 
chummed together. 

" Why, I never even knew you had returned to India," said 
Warren. 

"Didn't you? /felt as if I had very much returned, when I 
put in a month of heat and dust-storms at Umballa, I can tell 
you ; and precious glad was I to find myself in this charming 
atmosphere once more. I was lucky about leave, too, and should 
never have managed it if the CO. had not been a brick. A good 
many of our fellows are at Mussoorie this year. By the bye, I 
have to congratulate you ; I believe — your sister is married, is 
she not ? " 

" Regina, oh yes ! she married Radclyffe, of the 8th Dragoon 
Guards I Confounded mistake she's made. However, he's rather 
fond of her — a fine soldier, lots of tin, and all that." 

" I hope she is well ? " pursued Eustace, not knowing what to 
say next, for he felt a certain strange thrill at talking to the 
brother of the woman he once so madly loved ; — though they 
were very unlike in appearance, still Warren's smile reminded 
him of Regina's. 

" Well ? — oh yes. I say, isn't it a hanged bore about Wamba ? 
Regina well ? — no, I believe she is rather ill, or was when I rode 
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round yesterday to the ' Yuccas ; ' that's the place they've taken 
beyond the Bazaar, Government Housewards ; but there, 
Queenie's awfully changed, — always ill, or fanc3ring herself so. 
Not half the fun she used to was. Shuts herself up ; that's when 
she's not on duty balls. I don't care for married women myself, 
and Queenie's no exception, — not improved since her marriage, I 
mean. Mind, Sir Henry keeps her up to the mark. She's 
terrifically admired, and all that kind of thing. Dear girl, dcar 
Queenie, 1 think she's made a mistake somehow in marrying a 
man so much older than herself! He's forty if he's a day. Now, 
if it had been you^ Eustace — I know she treated you abomin- 
ably ! " 

" T-chet I Warren, for pity's sake don't allude to it ; I only made 
a hideous mistake, that was all, and I have lived to repent it — in 
thinking she cared for me. I regret nothing, believe me." 

" That's all right," said Warren, cheerily ; glad to get the 
matter over and done with so comfortably. " Now for the gee • 
Here we are, and here's a go ! " 

For Wamba, with majestic indifference to his stable, head, 
stall, and all things sublunary, including a kicking-board 
erected /n? tem,^ was plunging and pelting right and left; having 
that very morning knocked done his syce and a couple of grass- 
cutters. 

Eustace de Mowbray walked quietly up to within a yard of the 
kicking-board, and told them to take it away at once, and fling in 
some Indian-corn and Lucerne grass through the loft, which was 
done ; then bade the syce lead him backwards out of the stable, 
or rather loose box. Shortly the horse, through astonishment 
and Lucerne grass, became a shade manageable; eventually 
allowing himself to be saddled, bitted, and backed by Eustace. 
Suddenly, however, he gave a snort and a jump right up in the 
air! 

" Tell these niggers not to stand in rear of him ! " shouted de 
Mowbray, with an oath. 

Too late ! Another spring, and he made a clean bound of it, 
from the upper to the lower pathway of the bungalow. Only 
about fifteen feet ! but came to ground, like a cat, on all-fours, 
without even unseating his rider. 

" Great Allah, what a beast ! " cried Cranethorpe ; " glad I 
wasn't on him ! " 

" Never saw or heard the like before," said Dan Murray, their 
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pal, as both men walked down to the spot, Wamba had seen fit 
to make a jump to. 

" He*ll be all right presently," said Eustace calmly (not having 
himself turned a hair). " I'll ride him down to the course myself; 
see him saddled, &a What time is the race — ^threc o'clock ? " 

" Yes," said Warren ; " go on, then, Eustace, by all means, and 
we'll follow. What about colours, though ? " 

Murray here interposed 

" Captain de Mowbray is welcome to mine ; Fve got a brand- 
new set — french-grey and cerise hoop ; but I ride in the same race 
myself, which makes it awkward." 

" Well, it's all serene — can't be helped — no need to quibble over 
trifles," cried the delighted Warren. " Eustace rides to win ; 
and that's the ' hoc erat in votis ' for our pockets. Besides, he 
couldn't cram himself into Cranethorpe's colours — mine rather — 
white silk with blue hoop. Oh, itll be as * right as a trivet ; ' we 
can easily pay the fine, for it's too late to change the cards, 
or anything now." And they rode their respective " tattoes " in 
high feather to the racecourse. 

Very picturesque and beautiful is that miniature racecourse at 
Anandale — buried in a valley, the hill-sides dotted with villas, and 
the luxuriant vegetation of the Himalayas enclosing it, as in a 
green and loving vice; sweet wallflowers sowing their fragrant 
seeds from crag to crag, rhododendra, cedars, pines, creepers of 
giant growth and gorgeous hues ; cool and graceful ferns filling 
in the more rugged face of the precipice with their feathery 
fronds. 

Precipices in the hill country of India are designated khuds, 
and are very often perfectly perpendicular. Narrow paths ser- 
pentined down to the racecourse, where Nature herself had 
assisted in the erection of a stand; and there, betimes, the 
flower and fashion of Simla had assembled, anticipating a good 
day's racing, and a good day's flirting as well. A considerable 
number of Jdtnpdns were ranged in a row ; — a Jdmpdn being a 
species of sedan-chair in which ladies are carried from place to 
place in lieu of walking, if they prefer it, in the Himalayas, the 
narrowness of the paths precluding any other kind of convey- 
ance in the shape of a carriage. 

These Jdmpdns are a jerky, but moderately comfortable, loco- 
motive, curtained all round, which curtains can be removed at 
will The dress of the Jdmpdn bearers is a study among the 

G 
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Anglo-Indian fair, each emulating the other in a choice, neat or 
grotesque, the hackneyed colours being orange and black, and 
scarlet and black. 

Lady RadclyfFe's Jdmpdnees wore white blouses, picked out 
with blue stripes, and crimson scarves round their waists ; this 
costume being a pretty conceit of her own choosing, by which it 
might be seen she was witnessing the races, nearly half way 
down the khud, not having been in time to assume a place in the 
Grand Stand. ^ 

" Besides, we see it much better from here ; do you not think 
so, Mrs. Christopher ? " said she, addressing that lady, who was 
by her side. 

" Certainly we do ; and, Regina, I'm immensely interested in 
Warren's race, so do let us settle here calmly and quietly till it is 
all over. It is such a pretty Cup ! — much better than last year's. 
Major Wyndham, I see, is coming up to join us. He must have 
spotted your Jdmpdnees ; and, as usual, here comes my Chris- 
topher ; he will not stay long, however. Presently all the small 
boys and lots of outsiders will be rallying round * La Regina del 
RegimentoJ I say, they ought to be mounting now. Where are 
my opera-glasses? I've forgotten them; and I've got a dozen 
pairs of gloves on this race. Oh, how I hope Warren will win I 
Young Cranethorpe is to ride ; and I hear they were all screwed 
at the * Ordinary ' and made helter-skelter bets." 

"Wamba is such a demon of a horse," remarked Regina, 
" that I am thankful Warren is not to ride him " (forgetting young 
Cranethorpe might have an only sister who held similar views). 
"Warren rides too carelessly; and I hear Wamba killed his former 
master, Mr. Auckland, of the Scots Greys ! " 

" Oh, here's Major W3mdham ; we shall learn all about it, and 
he will lend me his glasses. I now remember it was that monkey 
Beatrix that broke mine. Good morning. Major Wyndham, 
which race is coming on now ? " 

" Better late than never," was the gentleman's salutation ; " you 
have missed the first race," said he, shaking hands with Mrs. 
Cleveland, and bowing to Regina, whom he had only met once 
before. 

" By Jove, what a splendid woman ! " said he {sotto voce), 
{Aloud.) "Your brother has been in a nice state over Wamba 
ever since daybreak. Lady Radclyffe. The animal must be 
possessed, I think. Never saw such a vicious brute in my life. 
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A fellow from Umballa, just come up (can't remember his sur- 
name though — the Honourable Somebody), has oflfered to tackle 
him, for Cranethorpe feared to fetch the race with him. It's my 
opinion he'll never be coaxed to the starting-post." 

" Oh dear, I dare say I shall lose my gloves ! " said Mrs. 
Christopher plaintively, ignoring the fact of her non-payment if 
she did happen to lose the bet. " I always back Mr. Cranethorpe ; 
it's not fair, and I can't hedge or anything now ! " 

" There goes the saddling bugle. There is to be no canter 
past, on account of Wamba. They're in weighing now, I sup- 
pose. There's something up — a row — no — ^good Heavens, he's 
bolted !— clean bolted ! " 

" Who's bolted ? " asked both ladies, in one breath, for Major 
Wyndham had the opera-glasses. 

"Wamba, and the Honourable Somebody's on him too. They 
will both be smashed, if he takes the khud beyond the hill. Once 
round — grazed the post. Good God — if he breaks in among 
the crowd ! Gad, he's making again for that awful hill 1 How 
splendidly the fellow does sit him." 

Here the scrambling, jumping, and screamings of the panic- 
stricken crowd reached their ears. 

" It's all over, poor man ! — ^no, great Heavens ! What a miracle ! 
and what nerve ! " For the rider, with a great effort, mastered 
him with the right rein, and turned him sharply round by the 
bungalow at the bottom of the hill. 

" Best thing that could have happened," said Eustace, as cool 
as a cucumber, riding the now subdued animal up to the starting- 
post, where Warren, Cranethorpe, and Co. were standing in 
agonized conclave. 

" By Lucifer ! " exclaimed Warren, " I thought it was all up a 
tree that time, Eustace." 

" Best thing that could have happened," reiterated Eustace. 
So evidently did not think the audience however, who had 
mshed about, all sixes and sevens, in a tremendous state of 
trepidation, each time the powerful but leggy beast had threatened 
a turn in their wake ; the ladies fainting and screeching, and the 
Jdmpdnees tumbling about indiscriminately ; the gentlemen and 
lookers-on creating as much confusion, worse confounded, as 
they generally do on such occasions — talking, swearing, and betting 
for the million, the odds, of course, being poor de Mowbray's 
life! 

G 2 
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Now, however, business was about to be resumed. Suddenly, 
at a signal from Eustace, who was playing with Wamba's mouth 
(his foaming flanks having been duly dressed down), the clerk of 
the course called to order. The course was cleared, and the 
race commenced in right good earnest this time. 

" A fair start ! " screamed Warren, — " quite fair, gentlemen ! " 

He's got him in hand ! Murray makes the running on 
Nutmeg, Talisman second, Wamba third ; the distance will 
tell, and some of 'em will be sure to funk that hilL 

** Bonnie Morn's got up ; it will be a good race," cried 
Cranethorpe. 

Meanwhile, Regina, Mrs. Christopher, and Major W)mdham 
were watching from their vantage-ground above, where, of course, 
they saw it all much better. 

Agitated, pale, Regina had witnessed the way the stranger had 
managed his horse when he tried to topple over the khud ; and 
only remembered one rider who had a seat like that. 

Dear me, how this Honourable Somebody did resemble that 
other Honourable Somebody ! 

" The grace and versatility of the man ! — is it not Launcelot ? " 
said his kith and kin. 

" Can it indeed be Eustace ? " whispered she to her heart. 

Then she smiled at her own folly, knowing Captain de Mow- 
bray to be miles and oceans away. She had never heard of him 
since he left India, sixteen months ago. But we must return to 
our " muttons," or rather our horseflesh ! 

The race was an exciting one. At the second round the pace 
bettered, and three horses promised a good "finish." Talisman 
had backed out of it. Nutmeg, game little beast, even flagged the 
last half-mile, third round ; and the race eventually lay between 
Wamba and Bonnie Mom ; the latter, a " bad one to beat," being 
winner of the Indian Derby, and a thoroughbred arab. 

" They're near home now I " 

" Bonnie Mom wins ! — I'm sick, my head swims, can't look ! " 
said the excited Warren. 

" No, he doesn't, Wamba wins ! " 

" Bonnie Mom wins ! " 

" No, Wamba wins ! Oh, how cleverly brought up to the 
post ! " 

" Jove, what riding ! What a spurt, to be sure ! " 

" Wamba wins ! " echoed Regina from above. A delicate flush 
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had mounted to her face, and the sur-excitation rendered her 
more lovely than ever. 

So at least thought Major W)mdham. And now her perfect 
figure could be criticized, for she was standing at the edge of the 
rail, dressed h merveille in mauve — the new red shade of mauve ; 
and wore a mauve bonnet, wreathed with Parisian heliotrope, 
mauve gloves, sunshade, all to match; the only relief and 
contrast being a crimson rose, almost black, which nestled 
daintily at her waist 

" Bravely contested, perfectly ridden, and well won ! " said 
Major Wyndham. " What do you say, ladies, to our making a 
move for luncheon ? I begin to feel the pangs of hunger ; though 
ladies, I know, never acknowledge to such an unromantic sensa- 
tion." 

" I do, then," said Mrs. Christopher. " Oh ! here's that dear 
boy Warren coming up at a gigantic pace on Punch. What a 
charming ' tat ' that is of yours, Regina ! " 

"I say, Queenie, IVe won! Good morning, Mrs. C," said 
the rude boy, curtailing Christopher to C. to save time. ** Who, 
do you think, rode ? Why, Eustace, to be sure ! He only 
arrived last night. Isn't he a regular brick ? Was precious 
nearly floored, though." 

" Well, I never ! " cried Mrs. Christopher, pricking up her 
little ears, and looking to see how Regina received the news. 

Queenie turned white as a sheet, but immediately put on strong 
pressure, and by a superhuman effort recovered her composure, 
but not her colour all at once. 

" I thought all along it was he ! " (What a fib ! Mrs. Christo- 
pher could never have retained the fact a minute to herself.) 
" For no one can, or ever could, ride like Captain de Mowbray, 
though Mr. Cranethorpe's all very well. Come, tell us all about 
it I'm dying to hear ! When did he come ? How did he come ? 
Where does he hail from ? How long is he going to stay ? And 
has he brought his wife out with him, or left her behind ? " 

" Bless me ! " ejaculated Warren, " better put him in the 
witness-box yourself, I reckon. Come down to tiflSn — I'm 
going." 

Accordingly they descended to the kiosk, or bungalow, where 
a sumptuous banquet, d, la militaire and aux Indes, was arranged, 
and where a detached band of the 6th Hussars was playing as 
only a military band can play. 
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During their descent Warren rode by Regina's side. 

" I say, be civil to him, Queenie, there's a good girl. He's 
won the race for me at the risk of his neck, and he's all right 
Says he's forgotten you — glad of it ! — ^so don't snub him." 

" Forgotten me — glad of it ! " iterated Queenie, wrathfully ; 
" that is a nice way to speak of me, I must own. Heaven knows 
I forgot him long ago. How dare he allude to me in th^t familiar 
manner ? " 

" Dear me, what a firebrand you are, Queenie ! You don't 
expect a fellow to stick to you for life, do you ? Be civil, that's 
all I beg. Must I re-introduce him ? Really, you are so deuced 
fill! of contradictions I never know your correct tip. I vow I 
don't." 

" Re-introduce him ! What a fool you must be, Warren ! " 
Regina was quite irritated. Here was she, an old married woman, 
feeling angry because a former lover had shown sense enough to 
forget her, and be glad of it*. Regina, Lady Radclyffe ! alas ! 
you were not above the weaknesses of your sex, and your vanity 
was sadly wounded. 

No sooner had they quitted \ht\xjdmpdns than Mrs. Christo- 
pher proposed Major Wyndham should take her in to lunch ; and 
no sooner had they gone than Warren started off post-haste to 
the betting ring, leaving Regina quite alone in her glory. She 
looked round in astonished and temporary anger (no one could 
long be cross with Warren), and realized how alone she really 
was ; all the people she knew passed into the kiosk or out of sight 
at the far end of the cricket-field. She could not possibly march 
in to luncheon all by herself. 

Just as she was privately blessing Warren for his neglect, a well- 
known voice sounded on her ear, and Eustace de Mowbray 
sauntered up as if he had only left India yesterday. He was in 
" cerise," having just come from the weighing-stand, where, as 
usual, there had been a scuffle and dispute about the " Wamba " 
race— decided in Warren's favour, however, for Eustace had 
carried a half-pound overweight, as it proved. So all doubts and 
scruples being settled, the judge relinquished his thankless office 
in favour of lunch before any more mushroom squabbles sprung 
up for arbitration. Hence Warren's sudden desertion of Regina. 
Captain de Mowbray explained all this quietly, and with great 
presence of mind ; but after the first hurried glance neither of 
them met eyes till he said, offering his arm formally — 
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" Lady Radcliffe, have you had any luncheon ? May I have 
the pleasure of escorting you to the bungalow ? " 

" Thank you," she said, her face flushmg slightly with natural 
indignation. That was all — " he had forgotten her, and was 
glad ! " — so Warren had told her. Yes, it was all over ; and 
these two had actually arrived at talking ordinary commonplace 
nothings— the man whose every pulse once beat to hers — the 
woman who once said she loved him in the dawn-light of an 
Eastern morning, but who had since vowed to love, honour, and 
obey another. And that other — where was he, pray ? 

" May I have the pleasure of being introduced to your hus- 
band ? — is he here ? " presently asked Eustace. 

" No, he is not." And she hesitated a moment. " I expect 
him back, however, to-morrow. Had he been here, I should pro- 
bably have been on horseback, and possibly killed by one of the 
circus feats you performed, Eustace — Captain de Mowbray, I 
mean." Regina could have boxed her own ears ; but Eustace, 
being a gentleman, not a man, pretended not to observe her 
lapsus lingua, though he bit his lips forcibly the while. She 
corrected herself, but went on very quickly — " And Sir Henry 
does not like my riding without him." 

" Very proper, too," remarked Eustace j " quite right Where 
is he?" 

" He is at Narkunda, shooting with Major OTlaherty and some 
others. Are you sorry to return to India ? — and have you brought 
out a pretty wife with you. Captain de Mowbray ? " (This time 
it came quite pat — Captain de Mowbray^ 

"No, I cannot say Tm overglad to return to India, though 
Simla is all very well for a short time. I have brought out no 
wife — I couldn't get any one to have me, Lady Radclyife." 

" Indeed ! Shall we go now ? I have finished my ice, and it 
is so hot here. Suppose we sit in the shade somewhere," sug- 
gested Regina. She led the way to a seat on the temporary 
stand. " I thought you were engaged to your cousin. Lady Vixen 
Amytage ? Rumour said so." 

" Rumour as often lies as not," he replied. " My cousin and I 
had some sort of a romantic understanding ever since we were 
children — since she was a child, rather \ and as you have yourself 
introduced the painful topic, I may just as well tell you — though 
to what purpose. Goodness only knows — I may just as well tell 
you, Regina, in self-justification, I was waiting to put matters 
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on a footing — namely, be off with the half and on with the 
whole love when you gave me my * mittimus ' in that most cruel 
way. Now, I have said my say, and it is perhaps as well we 
should have this understanding' at the onset of our renewed 
acquaintance. In truth, it is a duty I owe to myself. I took 
your treatment of me bitterly to heart — indeed, I did, Regina ! " 
(Where was her miniature, by the way ?) 

" Did you ? " And she trembled a very little, for she was 
right under the fire of his eyes — those reproachful eyes — a poem, 
a tragic poem, in their gaze. This gave her a little extra 
strength. " Did you ? So did I. Therefore we are quits. Too 
late now to discuss the past. Whatever is is best. * L'homme 
propose,* — you know the rest Shall we begin to be acquaint- 
ances, and forget we were ever friends or unfriends ? " 

" Certainly ; your wish is my law." 

"Pray, do not call me Regina," she murmured, falteringly. 
" Apart from conventionality. Sir Henry might not like it ; so I 
am sure you will call me by the other name." Here she sighed. 

" I will certainly try to do so, my Queen," said Eustace, with 
bowed head. Thus might an Essex have bowed his kingly head 
to the Princess Elizabeth in the olden days, or a Chastelar to 
Queen Mary, when a similar tragedy was being enacted between 
them. 

Another race commencing changed the subject, and the day 
ended as all happy days do — too soon. The latter part of the 
sport was the characteristic diversion of the Anglo-Indian ladies 
who favoured equestrianism, and their chosen cavaliers getting 
up scratch hurdle races over the forms on the cricket-ground. 
And this part of the programme created universal merriment 

Warren carried the silver cup in triumph to the " old kutchery," 
christening it with champagne ; and at a bachelor dinner, suc- 
ceeded by a bachelor orgie, they all toasted, feted, and lionized 
the hero of the hour, Eustace de Mowbray. 

To Regina it had been a dream. To Eustace it was kismet — 
all kismet I How touching is the Arab's Creed ! 
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CHAPTER XL 

" Conosceste i dubiosi desiri? " — Dante. 

The next night there was to be a grand dinner' and reception at 
Barnes Court, the residence of the popular Commander in Chief, 
and where he interviewed the brave and entertained the fair of 
Simla's multum-in-parvo realm. 

Regina was putting the finishing strokes to her toilet, when 
Sir Henry entered her room. He had that afternoon returned 
from a shooting expedition — with but little game to boast of, 
however, as he explained to Queenie, when she asked : 

" Hardly any birds to flush. TYiost Jungie-wallahs bag them, 
or keep up a private preserve for the Serinugger market" 

Magnificent was his " get-up " as a heavy dragoon : — in full 
dress, scarlet and gold, his breast covered with stars, medals, 
and clasps ; above all, that dearly-bought and much-to-be-prized 
V.C. ; and, spite of the disparity of age between them, he 
looked a veritable Achilles, a man to honour, admire, respect, 
fear — ^all but love. Alas ! so sometimes acknowledged Regina 
to her aching heart, when she, with all the impatience of youth 
and exigence of spoiled beauty, demanded more from him than 
he knew how, or perhaps really, cared to give. Evidently there 
was some past passage in his life's diary, some blurred and 
blotted page, wherein lay a white and withered rose of woman- 
hood, whose thorns had bitten his blood, and whose palingenesis 
was painful, — a mimic tournament, where Sir Henry had, no 
doubt, maintained the lists, but blemished for ever his maiden 
shield. His inner life was pure, his outer life few people could 
comprehend. 

Comparing the two men — Sir Henry had far more force of 
character ; Eustace was morally weak, a man of strong passion, 
but frail resolve — a man who, from innate chivalry and nobility 
of birth, would act on the square, but whose principle giant 
necessity conquered unawares. Indolent and sensuous, Eustace 
would and could, under circumstances, be led an3nvhere, any- 
how, and by almost any one, to marry a duchess in diamonds, 
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a saint in serge, a sinner in tinsel, or even a squalid savage in 
nothing at all ; — " narrow forehead, lower pleasure, lower pain," 
being secondary so long as *' passions, cramped no longer," should 
have " scope and breathing space." Eustace, like the red-cross 
knight, had a touch of earth, was very carnal indeed ; one of 
whom " wild people might say wild things." Sir Henry, per contra, 
a Prince Geraint, " his high place, no lawless perch of winged 
ambitions, nor a vantage-ground for pleasure." Eustace was more 
lovable. Sir Henry's love hard to win, but good to hold. Both 
were men of untarnished honour, from a worldly point of view. 

Her husband did his best to force Regina's affection and con- 
fidence, but found her like the Camdlatd an unruly creeper, 
twining here and twisting there, clinging nowhere. Queenie, on 
her part, failed to comprehend this soldier-husband of hers, 
quailed before his temper's fire, and thought him just a trifle 
cynical ; though, as a rule, indulgent to her quips and cranks, and 
wiles of fancy, more so than many men would have been. 

But to return to husband and wife that evening in Queenie's 
dressing-room at " The Yuccas." 

" I tell you what it is, Regina, I was a fool to keep on that 
brute Adams, he tries my temper hourly. I shall kill him some 
day, if I don't break every bone in his body beforehand. He is 
such a howling idiot, positively blacks my cloth boots, and sends 
my shirts to the dhobee with gold links in them. To-day he took 
that chit (letter) to Government House on the chestnut, when he 
knows she shies in the Bazaar, and has ruined the mouth of that 
filly the Chief lent me. Enfin^ the fellow's disobedience and 
devilry drive me mad." 

" Get rid of him, by all means, Henry," said Queenie, placidly ; 
" I only asked you to keep him because of his accident, poor 
fellow 1 I dare say there are more places than yours." 

" Yes, and no character shall he get from me. By the same 
token, Mrs. Christopher Cleveland buttonholed me on the Mall, 
when I was making for home, hot, tired, and hungry, this after- 
noon. What a plague that woman is ! no more tact than a tea- 
spoon. Those two nasty children, too ! — I hate other people's 
youngsters, however much I might tolerate one of my own, if it 
happened to be a boy. She told me you had met an old flame 
of yours yesterday at the races, Captain de Mowbray — son of 
Brayville's, I presume. The present viscount is an idiot, or 
something of the sort ; and the old man married again— at least 
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I remember meeting a very objectionable Lady Brayville one 
winter in Rome. Regina, you never mentioned this * Good-bye, 
sweetheart,' affair to me. Not that I am jealous. Caesar's wife 
should be above reproach — beyond suspicion. Before marriage it 
was different ; now you are bone of my bone, and flesh of my 
flesh. Yes, wear those pearls, cara^ they suit you, — and whatever 
stuff do you call that dress ?" 

" Satin — vermeil-white satin, Sir Ignorance," replied Regina, 
grandly. " Can you not remember I was married in satin ? — that 
hateful gown, it makes me shudder to think of it ! How glad 
I am I threw it away after the phantom scene at Sirdhana. Only 
three months ago — what an age it seems ! This lace is called 
* Honiton ' point, these flowers * Euphorbias.' I am sure you ought 
to know their name, for you sent me heaps before we were 
married, and always admired these coral- coloured wreaths. I 
mix no green ; these flowers look wax-like and require no relief." 

She made a living picture ! Vermeil satin, Honiton point, 
blood-red flowers ; pearls to pearls on her rounded neck. 

With courtly grace he approached the queen-like woman and 
clasped the necklace on ; very awkwardly, however, it being the 
first time he had attempted such an office, for it fell to the 
ground just as his fingers came in contact " with the warm white 
apple of her throat ; " but this trifling attention proved him to be 
a lover still, so Queenie took the will for the deed, rescued the 
pearls, and held up her lips to his lovingly, then said : — 

" Tell me that legend of the Danish Alianor, and these very 
pearls. I often wonder why there is one pearl missing, — ^and you 
once hinted thereby hung a tale. We have plenty of time. They 
don't dine till eight ! How I hope that wicked Lord Alfred won't 
be told off to take me in ! He reminds me of a mummy, and stares 
so rudely with his small bleary eyes, and says such dreadful 
things." 

" Dear me, what an old sinner ! Let us pray you may be spared 
the infliction. In the meantime I will tell you all about Lady 
Alianor Radclyffe, and the right moment to cry over her fate. 
That small cambric will never do, better get out another. Here 
goes : — ^She was a lovely Danish dame, and had a Danish lover 
as well as a disagreeable husband, who once found himself de trop, 
so, trapping the guilty pair doing the western corridor by star- 
light, what did Sir Norian Radclyffe? Why, fling the gallant 
He out of the window, and the faithless She over the banister ! 
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whereabouts, tradition says, she still wanders, white-robed, seeking 
the missing pearl in her broken chain. The chain you are 
wearing now, Regina. Her life-blood blackens the floor of the 
old oak hall in Radclyffe Towers to this day; and Prunella 
would not have it washed out for a hundred pounds. Here ends 
my legend I Now cry, only not much, lest you redden your eyes 
and nose for Lord Alfred." 

" Oh, what a delicious, but dreadful ghost tale I My goodness, 
I hope she does not happen to wear white satin streaked with 
blood, or I shall think my wedding an ill-omened one ! " 

" Nonsense, don't be a little stupid, Regina mia I What is de 
Mowbray like ? Tall, and rather dark ? " 

" Yes, I think so," faltered Queenie. The ghost story had 
unnerved her. " He is in the 6th Hussars, a great friend of 
Warren's. I believe he cared for me, or something of that sort, 
long ago." (Oh, Regina !) 

" Then I heard of him at the Club, winner of last year's 
Grand Military, and rode Warren's brute Wamba Al yesterday. 
All the fellows were talking about it. Introduce me to-night> 
Regina, he's sure to dine. Now let us be off. Soldiers and 
punctuality should be synonymous." 

" How well you look to-night," remarked Regina, who always 
felt nearer to him when she herself was en grande toilette ; and 
when he was in an approachable mood like this, she all but 
loved him. 

Eustace de Mowbray was standing in the doorway as they 
entered the withdrawing-room at Barnes Court, so the introduc- 
tion was easily effected. It seemed strange to her to see that 
familiar figure in the Hussar uniform. The same thoroughbred 
air, the same eyes, smile, hair, never again to be the same to her. 
To him she simply seemed more lovely than before, more matured 
in style and manner. The fact is, Regina had gained matronly 
dignity without losing girlhood's grace. Eustace took her in to 
dinner, and neither felt over-comfortable at first, but kept rigidly 
to commonplaces. 

" What a splendid-looking man Sir Henry is 1 " said de Mow- 
bray with generosity. 

" Yes, he asked me to introduce you, so I hope you and he 
will become friends. You must see Henrj^'s stud. We have one 
taste in common, namely, horses ; and I have Rokeby up here, 
and ride him the last time round Jacko to-morrow. He is far too 
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frisky for the hills. By the way, I hear Warren in particular, and 
Simla in general, appreciate the style in which you mastered 
Wamba yesterday." 

" Pray don't, Lady Radclyffe; that topic is used up, and I was 
only too glad to gratify your brother. What are those things ? " 

" Patties, I believe," replied Regina, signifying a negative to 
the kitmutgar. 

'* Talking of patties, you see that pillow-and-ragbag looking 
woman, far down on the other side of the table — for any sake, 
don't look just now, Regina — Lady Radclyffe, I mean. Well, 
there is such a rich story told about her and Lord Alfred. I 
heard it at the Club." 

" Oh, do tell me?" asked Regina. "That lady is Mrs. OTlaherty, 
in our regiment — the major's wife ; very Irish, but very good- 
hearted. I hate your Clubs — ^you only congregate there to nurse 
scandal I" 

" Then women set us the example," replied Eustace : " too 
quarrelsome to be clubbable themselves, they register fictions and 
feather scarecrows of slander, in morning-room conclave and 
hair-brush committee. My cousin Vixie has told me awful stories 
of country houses. While we poor harmless men were out shoot- 
ing or hunting, a lot of fair Lucretias sat indoors spinning 
away our reputations, and quarrelling about us over their patch- 
work, or whatever it is ladies do with needles. But apropos of 
Lord Alfred, Mrs. O What's-her-name, and patties. By all accounts 
she understands Celtic best, but thinks it the correct thing to 
smatter in French. At dinner somewhere she happened to sit 
next Lord Alfred, who, I hear, drawls, is rather minus teeth, and a 
wicked old man — ^a would-be rouk — against whose proclivities she 
had determined to Adopt the defensive. Accordingly when he, 
being un peu gourmand himself, pressed her, saying, * Will you have 
any patk defoie gras ? ' — * Fatty de faux-pas. Lord Alfred ? faux- 
pasy indeed ! I'm ashamed of you ! No, no ; not ^xiyfaux-pas 
for me, if you please.' Imagine the old gentleman's astonish- 
ment, mingled with fear, or conceive any one, not mad, saying 
' Zoey tnou sas agapo ' to such a woman 1 " 

" Well," replied Regina, " I suppose even BjTen's ' Maid of 
Athens ' arrived at the fat-and-forty age ; " but she laughed ever 
so softly, looking at Eustace the while. Indeed, he felt it com- 
pulsory to stare his dinner-napkin out of countenance. 

** There is another on dit, a trifle better than the last, of which 
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Lord Alfred remains hero, and that pretty Mrs. Cleveland heroine. 
She is also in your regiment, as you call it, is she not ? But I 
really think I won't and can't tell you that apologue ! " 

"Pray don't," said Queenie, "you have shocked me quite 
enough as it is " (making up her private mind to extort the anec- 
dote from Mrs. Christopher the first time they met), for even 
Queenie had not a soul above gossip — was weak, but human. 

" Has Lady Alfred asked you out to Chandee-Chowk ? It is 
their bungalow, half-way between this and Mahassoo. Next 
week they are to have a large party — tableaux^ and so forth ; their 
Excellencies to be present. Warren is terribly smitten with their 
niece ; but I never take any notice of that boy. His ladyloves 
are legion, and he changes them nearly as often as his shoes. 
Lady Alfred is a deeply-read woman — has a twilight tinge of blue, 
in fact ; Lord Alfred a conceited old horror. The niece writes 
poetry, and is an heiress, so there is a chance for you, provided 
you can checkmate Warren." 

" Thank you, Lady Radclyffe, I will make a note of it and get 
myself presented to the interesting family as soon as possible." 

Then the ladies rose from table and retired to the yellow draw- 
ing-room to criticize each other, and the Chief's splendid Indian 
trophies, and Cashmerean, Googerat, Bareilly, Delhi, and Pun- 
jaubee brtc-d-braCy including a few toys presented by the mighty 
Maharajah Scindia, consisting of miniature rifles, pistols, scimitars,* 
and shields, inlaid with gold leaf, costly as curious. Presently 
the evening guests assembled, and Regina formed the centre of 
a coterie — 

** Where high-bom men were proud to wait, 
And beauty watched to imitate 

Her lovely voice, her gentle mien, 
And gather, from her air and gait, 
The graces of its queen ! ** 

" She is the belle of Simla," was whispered here and sneered 
there, and heard by Eustace as he stalked listlessly through the 
rooms, not caring to swell the gaping crowd around Regina. 

" I say, Eustace, I told you she was a rara avis, didn't I ? 
Isn't it scrumptious to see that blast Lord Alfred ogling her, as a 
wolf would a highly-fed baby or a girl a peach ? I tell Queenie 
she would realize more than the sacred monkeys at Soorijkoond, 
if she charged so much an hour for a peep at her clothes and 
airifications. After all clothes tell — * vestis mulierum fecit ; ' and 
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Regina's got some jolly loot emeralds, and all the Radclyffe * thing- 
amy-jigs ' besides — lucky girl that she is ! I say, Eustace, it 
seems like old days to be talking to you in this free-and-easy 
form." 

" Yes, you always were a cheeky boy," said Eustace, patron- 
izingly. " I wonder Sir Henry stands that sort of thing," allud- 
ing to Regina. 

" Gad, Sir Henry don't mind ; he has the benefit of Queenie's 
private tantmms, and far too exalted an opinion of himself to 
think he can be cut out by any game birds, however predatory. 
Besides, Queenie is uppish and repellant in manner — a nautch-ka- 
/^^//<p^-(puppet)-in-a-glass-case kind of party. I prefer a woman 
you can broach anything to, like Mrs. Christopher, par exempicy 
or lo ! Miss Marjoribanks is splendid fun. Quite a superior 
stamp to Queenie ; writes novels and all that kind of thing. 
I'll introduce you. Lady Alfred did ask me who you were ; and 
mind, honour among pals. I'm making up in that quarter 
myselC She's worth a lac of mpees. Twiggez-vous f By George,, 
there she is, sitting at that table ! " 

This anent a superlatively superior-looking lady, with a 
Chinese type of physiognomy, who was likewise coijffee and 
chaussh d la Chine (as represented on fans and tea-caddies). 

" Yery piquante,^^ remarked Eustace, " but a good dozen years 
your senior, Warren." 

"Thafs a cram, she's only eight-and-twenty ; I'm three-and- 
twenty. I hate your bread-and-butter misses ! Look here, I'll 
just take you up to the aunt, and you can do albums and big 
wigs with her, while I come back to the niece. Only, don't 
allude to Wamba, or my racing propensities. She thinks all 
that sort of thing vicious; and I'm really on with Anastasia. 
Isn't it a lovely name ? " 

Very classic ! " said Eustace. 

And, for Heaven's sake, don't say anything to my CO. about 
cholera breaking out in the plains, or a lot of our fellows being 
here, as it will remind him of his nepotism, and I shall be sent 
oflf like a shot The Govemoi's at Rawul Pindee — he's in want 
of an A.D.C- Vemon had to leave on account of Mrs. Nut- 
tinger writing an anonymous letter, through spite to Mrs. Chris- 
topher, and fathering it on him. Poor Vernon, it is a confounded 
shame ! and, of course, the ' black-as-your-hat ' Nuttinger Jille 
was at the bottom of it ; and he's actually had the pluck to marry 
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her, and lose his appointment. I advise you to suggest yourself 
in his place, when Simla migrates. Good hunting to be had at 
Lucknow, and other fun besides." 

Herewith the introduction to Lady Alfred Marjoribanks was 
effected, and an invitation extended to Eustace for the forth- 
coming party at ** Chandee-Chowk." He managed to get a few 
words with Regina afterwards, during the interim between a 
fianiste rattling railway speed over the keys, and a singer 
warbling about " a bridge at midnight," and throwing a bundle 
into the sea ! 

" Simla seems to suit you, Lady Radclyffe ; what did you find 
to say to seven swains at once ? " 

" Seven brilliant nothings ! " she answered, with a sigh. 
" There is Henry talking to his Excellency out in the verandah ; 
I wish he would come in, I am so tired ! " 

Languid drooped the lovely eyelids, as she went outwards to 
seek his Excellency, and claim her husband. Eustace forsook 
the festivities himself shortly afterwards, and sat up half the 
night smoking, reading Vixie's last letter, answering it, theorizing 
and thinking; yes, thinking, and wishing that Wisdom's self 
"would lift him to the angels, and throne him in heaven," 
" there with her to tread the asphodel." Did he allude to Vixen 
or Regina, as touching the asphodel ? 

Was not Dante vouchsafed the seraphic Bric^ to show unto 
him the everlasting wheels, Gemma Donati being his earthly 
bride ! 

Surely there is amaranth and asphodel enough and to spare, 
albeit there is neither marrying nor giving in marriage in 
heaven ! 
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CHAPTER XII. 

" Tis not to make me jealous 
To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company. 
Is free of speech, sings, plays and dances well ; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and chose me." 

Othello. 

The next day Eustace presented himself at " The Yuccas," and 
did stable-talk with Sir Henry, who had invited him the night 
before to inspect a three-year-old he had just imported from 
England. Queenie was donning her habit, and when she 
appeared, Eustace gave her a spring into the saddle, Sir Henry 
being round the comer, levelling thunderbolts at Adams about 
a missing bit Oh, the anguish that came to Eustace as the 
small foot rested in his palm a second ! He smoothed the glossy 
shoulder of the gallant bay, as it pawed the ground impatiendy, 
reminding him of early morning ndes round Meerut racecourse 
with Regina, while the imconscious General Vansittart was talk- 
ing local and official " gup " with Judge Maxwell, in his monster 
swimming-bath. 

" I almost think Rokeby recollects me," he said, and Regina 
responded faintly, 

" Perhaps he does ; faithful steeds have better memories than 
inconstant lovers. Do come, Henry ; you know how Rokeby 
objects to waiting." 

Shortly Sir Henry joined them, and they rode round the hill 
called " Jacko " together. The path at times being narrow, and 
Rokeby fidgety, did not give Regina much chance for con- 
versation. Queenie's seat was remarkably good, her habit and 
ensemble perfect. Vixie's horsemanship was business-like, and 
she fenced free as any bird; Queenie's svelte figure gave her 
equestrianism a " chic'^ In fact, Vixie was Di Vernon ; Regina, 
Diana! 

H 
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On their return by 'the Mall they came across Warren and 
Miss Marjoribanks, Lord Alfred and Mrs. Christopher a little 
behind them. Sir Henry immediately said to his wife, — 

"We had better make for home, Regina, as we dine at 
Government House to-night." 

Queenie whispered to Eustace, — 

" Henry cannot bear Mrs. Christopher — thinks her a bore ; so 
you see what excuses you men make where anything distasteful 
is concerned" 

Here Warren forsook his innamorata for a moment, and rode 
up to them. " Eustace, you're the very man I wanted to see. 
Here was Queenie this morning abusing you like a pickpocket to 
Lady Alfred, who wants you and her to act somediing together 
in the tableaux — ' Romeo and Juliet,' I think. She said you knew 
nothing about it. Such a screamer ! When you and she brought 
the house down, when we got up the Rivals at Meerut — and 
you were manager — Lady Alfred is going to ask you to super- 
intend at ' Chandee-Chowk,' as Thurstone has thrown her over at 
the last minute — ^just like his cheek. You and I are to tifif there 
to-morrow, and talk matters over." 

" Really, Warren, it's rather cool of you to promise things on 
my behalf," objected Eustace. 

" It's cooler still of Queenie to affirm you are a stick of an 
actor." 

" Oh, Warren, how can you tell such a story I " said Regina, 
colouring crimson and laughing too. " I only said I was not a 
good hand at theatricals, and thought — well, perhaps I did malign 
you a little. Captain de Mowbray ! " 

"There, you see," said Warren, "truth triumphs when I con- 
descend to tell it. Besides, you won't be bothered with speaking 
or anything — only have to look and feel the ticket. Now I come 
to think of it, it's Launcelot and Guinevere for you two, and I'm 
to be ^" 

Here Regina left them, with a hurried and confused farewell 
glance at Eustace and took the turning to " The Yuccas," Sir 
Henry and Lord Alfred following with Miss Marjoribanks. 

" Launcelot and Guinevere ! " Mrs. Christopher had heard 
thus much, and took up her parable without any further ceremony. 

" Launcelot and Guinevere ! Oh, Captain de Mowbray, how well 
you will enact the red-cross knight — such a suitable character, to 
be sure ! But Queenie will have to wear a wig " (thinking her 
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own light locks were more suggestive of Arthur's yellow-headed 
Queen). 

" Oh, it's only Warren's nonsense !" ejaculated Eustace, some- 
what petulantly, determined to shut up Mrs. Christopher if she 
grew didactic 

"And I have insinuated *Gent' and * Breeches' as two 
seraphs on the occasion," said Warren, who had evidently 
usurped the management himself. 

"My stupid ayah^* explained Mrs. Christopher, "hindostaneed 
Janet and Beatrix, my children's names, into 'Gent' and 
'Breeches,' as these stupid natives do, and Warren can't get 
over the joke. You rude boy, what part am I to have ? " 

"Vivien, the 'wily Vivien,' Lord Alfred, Merlin; but ta-ta ; 
Mrs. C. I must follow the leader, and Miss Marjoribanks is on 
ahead alone. Remember to-morrow, Eustace. Two o'clock 
sharp ; and it's a good hour's gallop from the Club." 

So Eustace had to escort " Mrs. C." to her abode, which was 
happily only off the Mall. She opened fire at once. 

" Don't you think Lady Radclyffe lovelier than ever ? But the 
Colonel has a temper, and I often fancy Queenie looks a trifle 
trtsie. They say she was very much in love with another man 
before she married, and had been jilted by him. AH fabrications 
doubtless. Still Sir Henry hardly pays her enough attention — lets 
her go to Simla races all alone without him, and leaves her for 
days together to go shooting ; and I hear she cried because he 
refused to take her with him to Deyra this year, and forbade her 
to go to Mahassoo with Lady Alfred because His Excellency 
admires her so much. They say he gave her a splendid shawl. 
I have no doubt she fully appreciates being * My Lady,' and I 
know she is fond of admiration." 

" That woman ought to be cut, hung, and quartered,'* 
muttered Eustace to himself. Aloud he said, " Indeed, so do you 
care for adulation, Mrs. Cleveland, if my own eyes deceive me 
not. I consider Lady Radclyffe a charming young creature ! " 

" Most men do," she replied. 

" And unaffected as charming," resumed Eustace. 

" CertamenUy^ acquiesced she. 

" What a fool I am to cross lances with such a woman 1 " thought 
Eustace contemptuously. 

" Good evening, Mrs. Cleveland, I have a chit to answer by 
the Government chuprassie, so I must leave you here at the top 
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of the khud. Can I call your syce ? Sony I cannot stay to dis- 
mount you," and he rode up the roadway to the Club; but 
although she dismissed him, saying civilly — 

^' No, thank you, you need not call my syce, Captain de 
Mowbray, for I see him standing in the verandah,'' her look at 
parting was decidedly volcanic. 

" White was her cheek, sharp breaths of anger 
Puffed her nostril out I " 

'' I'll have to give Regina a hint about keeping in with that 
woman," thought Eustace. '' Men at most differ like heaven and 
earth ; women at best as heaven and hell. She would be a bitter 
swordswoman for poor Queenie to parry thrusts with." Then he 
took to thinking about the sorry-stricken life that lay between him 
and the title he too could have laid at Regina's feet Then little 
Vixie's wistful, loving face peered from out the mountain mist 
and mingled with the peat smokes of Simla's glorious sundown ; 
and he promised his heart to keep true to th^ child, who loved 
him only too well. 

A one-sided love is flattering to some men, but somehow 
Eustace preferred it to be the other way, and felt very lonely as 
he dined en garfon and played billiards far into the night. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

'* All spells and talismans she knew, 

From the great Mantra, which around 
The air's sublimer spirits drew ; 
To the gold gems of Afric bound 
Upon the wandering Arab's arm, 
To keep him from the Siltim's harm." 

The Ught of the Harem. 

" Now then, attention— and time's up, Messieurs, Mesdames 1 ^ 
Scene, " Chandee-Chowk ; " Place, kitchen ; Speaker, Warren. 
The tableaux were to take place in a large sub-verandah, which 
some enterprising or slightly demented owner of "Chandee- 
Chowk " had built as a Turkish bath, and from whence opened a 
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long corridor, to be outained off for the audience. The Marjori- 
bankses utilized this place as a culinary range and offices ; but the 
different divisions that had been originally used as first and second 
hot-rooms in the bathing process, were now to be greenroom and 
dressing-room instead. Warren, as usual, was the life and leaven 
of the intellectual feast that was to be a rkchauffe from Shake- 
speare, Goethe, and Tennyson, for the edification of the Governor- 
General, Commander-in-Chief, and select few of Simla's upper 
ten. 

Eustace had declined the honour of stage management, but 
consented to take part in the tableaux themselves, feeling it 
looked too marked a thing to refuse. Queenie, for this and one 
other reason, had likewise decided to do so. Sir Henry, how- 
ever, promptly rejected the personification of either Arthur or 
Holofemes as infra dig,, we presume to his position as Warren's 
colonel — or from habitual reserve ; but he lent his medals for 
Queenie's especial benefit, in 2u petite burlesque composed by Miss 
Marjoribanks, satirizing married life, uxoriousness, and slightly 
tarnishing the honour and glory of military distinctions, by prov- 
ing how partially and unworthily they are sometimes bestowed. 
The mere fact of Sir Henry lending his decorations in such a 
cause proved his exception to the rule of merit falsely or feebly 
recognized. It was a smart and salient litde piece, and went well. 
Eustace personated the deserving but undecorated hero, Queenie 
the tactless and exigeante bride of a fledgling soldier of fortune, 
who had scarcely seen a shot fired, but who was " hot " with head- 
quarters and up to the petty diplomacy of medal-hunting. 

The said enfant de bataille was Warren, who likewise acted 
the veiy spoony husband to perfection, for his Anastasia's admir- 
ing realization ; he having, during rehearsal, mistaken that young 
lady for Regina (?) and embraced her rather abruptly in the bath- 
room ; and on another occasion also, by pure accident and in 
mistake for Regina, when Lady Alfred was temporarily absent, 
whitewashing and rouging d la Marquise in the dressing-room. 
These were mere little contretemps^ however ; as also the circum- 
stance of the two cherubs, "Gent" and "Breeches," covering them- 
selves with Guava cheese and Chow-chow preserve in knocking 
over sundry jars of the same, on being too hurriedly overtaken by 
the enemy in the adjacent larder of the said hammam, kitchen, 
theatre, or whatever the promiscuous premises might properly be 
called. Lord Alfred likewise got himself into hot water with 
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Mrs. Christopher for being a little too realistic in imparting the 
subtle charm " of woven paces and waving hands '' to his sensitive 
but shy little Vivien. 

"You are a very naughty, disgusting old man! Don't paw 
your fingers so near my face, or I shall slap you 1 " 

Lord Alfred would have violated secrets seventy times more 
sacred than that of the ancient sage, to be even slapped by a 
pretty woman, so thorough-paced a courtier was he; and he soon 
made his peace with his butterfly enchantress. 

Theirs happened to be Tableau I., during which Eustace and 
Queenie waited patiently in the greenroom till their turn should 
arrive, he saying, in low, apologetic emphasis, — 

" I fear this must be tiresome to you. Lady Radclyflfe, but I 
couldn't avoid it — get out of my part, I mean. You look 
faint!" 

" No, I am not faint," murmured Regina ; " it is a little painful, 
that is all ; and the burlesque was fatiguing rather. I hope the 
medals are safe ! Yes, it is very painful to meet you again, but 
we cannot and must not dwell upon the past, but live up steadily 
to the daily parts allotted to us in life's great drama, I suppose." 
Delivering herself of this sentence, poor Queenie took to sighing 
deeply. 

Then he sighed in his turn and pretended it was the heat, 
after which he warned her about Mrs. Christopher Cleveland. 

" A burned child must needs dread the fire," she said, plaintively 
enough. " It was Mrs. Christopher whose falsehood separated 
you and me in the old days. Hush ! Eustace, not a word ! " 

But her hazel eyes filled with tears, and he looked, as his 
prototype might have done after the episode of the jewels, when 
he " sat disgusted with life, love, all things, on the window-ledge," 
and said musingly, — 

"I do not wonder at you, child. I can quite imagine any 
woman worshipping a man with all those medals." 

" What a maudlin and unworthy sentiment ! " she exclaimed ; 
" and from you, too, Eustace, when the acquisition of as many 
medals on your part waits opportunity, not importunity. Thou- 
sands of men are brave, but not all equally lucky, as we have 
just been proving, tCest cepasl and you have got the Indian and 
China medals, and are every bit as brave as my husband ; though 
he is a thorough soldier, and I have every reason to be proud of 
him. He is also very generous to me, and I only wish I could 
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act up to my duty as a wife ; but I pray daily for strength to do 
so. I must own, with that wicked, wilful Guinevere, whose garb 
I wear, and whose wig I find very hot and uncomfortable, that it 
is somewhat difficult ' to gaze upon the sun in heaven,' and that 
* the low sun makes the colour ;' but perhaps some day I shall 
wear spectacles, and then it will be different" 

Here Warren burst in spontaneously upon their tite-h-tHe, 
" Hullo ! you two have been screamed after for half an hour. 
I have been busy grooming down ' Gent ' and * Breeches ' after 
their raid upon the stodge, or should sooner have called you 
to order. It's all serene ! Go ahead, Cranethorpe ! Found 
'em ! " 

Tableau II. 

Launuloty the Flower of Chivalry. 
GuineverCy the Pearl of Beauty. 
Knights and Dames of the Round Table. 

Up went the curtain ! 

And there stood Launcelot (Eustace), central, majestic, ///>///i^i^, 
in shining armour, helmet and waving plumes, "a red-cross 
knight, for ever kneeling to a lady in his shield ! " Looking right 
up at him, sat Guinevere (Regina), clothed in white samite, 
mystic, wonderful, a tender tristesse in her eyes, mirrored by his. 
It was a cruel moment for them both, but the immediate vicinity 
of Simla's great ones, and a terrible sense of their pictured 
dignity, kept them calm and self-possessed, as far as externals 
went. 

" Wonderfully courageous of Queenie, I'm sure," confided Mrs. 
Christopher to Lord Alfred; "to be able to face the man 
who threw her over as he would drown a kitten." 

" Did he, weally now ? " simpered Lord Alfred ; " then he was 
a demmed idiot, for she is a demmed delicious woman ! " 

" Don't, please, sit so near. Lord Alfred ; there's plenty of room 
for two people on this couch, and don't use bad language in my 
presence, if you please ; any stick with a petticoat would be 
admired by you." 

It was jealousy, simple, ladylike jealousy, that rendered Mrs. 
Christopher so unchristianlike, nay, even pagan, in her sentiments 
towards Queenie. 

At length their ordeal was over, including several encores ; at 
least it was completed /r<^ tern. 
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Tableau III. 
Romeo and Juliet (the Balcony Scene). 

Behind the canvas glistened Miss Marjoribanks as Julid ; 
Warren, Romeo, both in a balcony, very close to each other, and 
he improving the occasion, as the ''glove " might have done, by 
laying his hand flatly, but firmly, on her cheek, appearing to the 
audience to be kissmg her ear ; she looking volumes of affection 
into his left boot. The fat old Nurse (Mrs. O'Flaherty), in imme- 
diate perspective, was supposed to be calling from a remote 
distance to the giddy and love-lost pair. She managed this by a 
perfect pantomime of grimaces, fearful and wonderful to behold, 
which evoked untimely and excessive mirth on the part of the 
audience, much to Mrs. O'Flaherty's discomfort, who, failing to 
comprehend the joke of which she herself was victim, added a few 
more '' moues *' of an appalling nature, this time ; to make them take 
in meor clearly the precise situation of the interesting pair right 
under her nose. 

The curtain descended amid roars of merriment. 

" Tremenjious success ! " chuckled she, sotto voce^ to Warren. 

*' I'm afther thinking so myself, lo," rejoined he. 



Tableau V. 

The Garden Scene in Faust. 

Dame Martha, Mrs. Christopher. 
MephistopheleSy Warren. 
Faust, Eustace. 
Marguerite, Regina. 

They all looked their parts, Warren putting a world of devilry 
into the glance with which he decoyed the prudish but susceptible 
Dame Martha. The shyness of Marguerite was well portrayed 
by Queenie, and her costume a faithful study of Ary Scheffer. 
Eustace made a sufficiently love-glamoured Faust^ and mesmerized 
Queenie into quiescent martyrdom. 
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Tableau VI. 

Le Grand Monarque, 

Lord Alfred, as Louis Quatorze, looking the quintessence of 
dotard rapture, reclined, critically, on a couch, surrounded by 
powdered dames of the Du Barri and Pompadour type, and em- 
bowered with faery nymphs of faery-like proportions, but dubious 
antecedents. Two pretty and mimic pages, in the persons of 
Janet and Beatrix, sitting clothed, frightened, and very much in 
their right minds, after the terrible episode of the jam. 

Here ends the synopsis of the evening's entertainment, rewarded 
by applause, loud and appreciative ; and succeeded by moonlight 
repairings to the garden and down the khud, where, in a valley of 
delight, supper and Chinese lamps simultaneously gratified ^the 
hungry and the inquiring mind. 

Warren lost himself in this halcyon labyrinth with his Amaryllis 
for the remainder of the evening. 

Sir Henry came up to Regina, sitting by Lady Alfred, after 
they had divested themselves mutually of their borrowed plumes, 
and taking his wife aside, congratulated their hostess en mime 
temps on the success of her tableaux. 

'* I'm not half certain I cared about your making yourself a 
staring-stock, Regina mia, but you looked the part. D — ^n it, 
I almost wished myself the ZaunceUt/" 

" You are more than Launcelot^ you are my husband I " said 
Regina, with a gentle clinging to his arm and a proud, wifely 
glance into his grey eyes. 

" Come to supper ; and I don't care a straw whether they con- 
sider me uxorious or not, I shall keep you to myself for the 
present Now, what will you have to eat, after all your exertions ? 
Here, bring some soup for Lady Radclyffe, Juldi, Juldi, 
Kitmutgax ! " 

Then he helped himself and her to champagne, and placed 
his glass playfully against hers, foreign fashion. 

" I shall be off to Deyra in a few days now, Regina, and expect 
some sport. I think de Mowbray a fine fellow — ^good form! 
Warren ought to take a leaf out of his book ; he seems smitten 
with the * Japanese Snowdrop,' as they call that Majoribanks 
girl, I hear. Though really, my wife, I seldom care to speak to 
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or even look at a woman, and often wonder to myself privately 
whether I am a married man." 

" Yes, Henry, I certainly never catch you making yom^elf too 
fascinating to any one ; just let me do so, that is all, and you will 
find me worse to deal with ^^ 

" Than I do now, I suppose. Well, perhaps you should have 
married a younger fellow. Captain de Mowbray, good evening ; 
you and my wife accomplished your stage business creditably. 
What think you of the Chiefs autiunn manoeuvres ? Have you 
heard that they fear an outbreak in the Punjaub ? " 

" Only a shave, they say at the Club ; but I hear that brave old 
Vansittart has had the pluck to order a sepoy to be blown off a 
gun, who was proved to have had secret communication with the 
Nana. He did it without the sanction of the Chief; but of course 
he is sure to sanction his own policy." 

" (fX va" remarked Sir Henry ; " 1 shall be off to the Dhoon 
in a lew days, and leave my wife to languish up here as a grass 
widow ! " 

" Yes, and I shall languish too ! " echoed Regina ; " I feel 
afraid to be at that great * Yuccas,* all alone. Certainly, Miss 
Marjoribanks is going to stay with me, but she is not Henry ! '* 

" Never mind, my wife ; I cannot take you, as I shall be in 
tents greater part of the time, and I don't hold to ladies wishing 
to be tied to their lords' coat-tails. Shall you be at the De3na 
Races, de Mowbray?" 

" No, I think not. I had quite knocking about enough, the 
last few months of my leave, and am here for quiet ! " 

" This dissipation looks uncommonly like it ! " laughed Sir 
Henry. " Say good night, I see the ladies are retiring, Regina. 
Captain de Mowbray and I will have a smoke, and then I will 
be up, and I earnestly trust that baby of somebody's won't 
squall us out of oiu: sleep and senses, as it did last night." 

The following day there was to be a picnic from " Chandee- 
Chowk : " the gentlemen to take their guns, and all to meet at 
luncheon-time, in a village the Cashmere side of Mahassoo. 

I may just as well inform my readers that I represent Simla 
society as it was, not as it is. The age we live in being one of 
increasing purpose, there is no saying what progress Simla may 
have made in the art of demoralization. The Anglo-Indian 
ladies have always had the credit of Satan finding a pretty 
ouantity of mischief wherewith to employ their idle hands. But 
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although the Time^ correspondent alludes with much caustic point 
to the mote that exists in the eye of India's ethics, it sees not 
the beam that much disfigureth its own. I think it would be 
well for our insular society to adopt the " moral quarantine " that 
is prescribed for ladies returning from Simla's infected 
atmosphere. A good many Englishwomen would be greatly 
benefited by six months' secular or conventual retreat, after the 
run of a London season, or a short period in an asylum might 
restore the morally insane members of society to their senses 
again. To be candid — a Hercules is urgently required to turn 
on the taps of purity and discretion in the Augean stables of 
Her Majesty's British kingdom, before he attempts the task of 
diverting a river into those of her Imperial sister in the remote 
East. So much for petty scandals and crying iniquity in earth's 
high places. Meantime we digress from the pastoral retreat 
wherein our members of the Himalayan staff were illustrating 
anew " the old, old story," which never fails to interest the sons 
and daughters of men, the errata and addenda in this particular 
edition being that Warren and his " Japanese Snowdrop " did not 
arrive till the rest of the party had finished lunch, and then gave 
a garbled statement, in which an Indian gipsy played a prominent 
part Sir Henry, too, managed to lose his way, as it afterwards 
transpired, and never turned up, early or late, although he was 
lucky enough to bring down six brace of a kind of wild pigeon, 
native to the hill-country thereabouts. 

De Mowbray, Lord Alfi-ed, Major O'Flaherty, and young 
Cranethorpe, escorted the ladies, mounted on "tats," viz., hill 
ponies, resembling goats in sure-footed sagacity. Lady Alfred 
and Regina went in dandies^ a kind of hammock, very comfortable, 
swung with its fair freight between the shoulders of two natives. 

Flowers, mosses, and ferns grew in abundance on the green 
spot, shaded by fir-trees, which they selected for their al fresco re- 
past The fir-cones served as scented fuel for an impromptu stove, 
from whence the natives, who are excellent French cooks, in- 
valuable in camp or picnic life, shortly produced one or two 
ravishing entrees^ to which they did ample justice, Warren and 
Miss Marjoribanks following suit, and amiably receiving the 
chaff and doubles eniendres of the entire party, on the fact of 
their having mutually forgotten their way and the luncheon hour. 
Warren said, on their behalf as it were, — 

" Well, if you don't believe us, we'll take you to this fortune- 
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teller, and you can judge for yourselves ;" but Mrs. Christopher, 
Lady Alfred, and several others preferred the dolce far niente of 
the fir-tope after their tiffin ; and Regina, Eustace and Mr. 
Cranethorpe were the only recruits Warren and his " Japanese 
Snowdrop " could muster, as they courageously led the way by a 
precipitous dktour through the village to the cave-like mud hut 
from which their Egyptian Sybil hailed. 

" Now, Queenie, be cautious not to cheek her, for she's very 
sensitive, and talks a heap of Hindostanee gibberish, but she 
really has told her (pointing to his Anastasia) some rum things, 
which she will not reveal even to me. I'll go in first — there 
she sits behind the purdah ; — precious dirty place — ^but sancti- 
fied, remember; and, moreover, it's rather dark — don't fall over 
those chillum chees " (basins). 

After a precarious scramble, they all more or less stumbled 
into the presence of the enchantress, who moved scarcely a 
muscle in token of either surprise or wrath, but fixed her eyes 
immediately with a stony glitter on Regina. 

A more complete hag never cumbered the ground. 

She had on a petticoat-skirt of green and gold (the Indian 
colours of witchcraft), a filthy bodice of sprigged muslin, and a 
chuddah (kind of sheet), likewise black with dirt. Her hair was 
pasted together in small wormy coils, i la snake^ which gave her 
head a Medusa look. Talismans of lion's teeth and jaws, and 
tiger's claws, decorated her person ; and animals' raw livers and 
hearts hung bleeding round her horrid neck and bosom — a most 
revolting sight ! 

Her face was wizened and shrivelled into the semblance of a 
peach-kernel, her teeth stained a bright brick colour, through the 
constant chewing of pawn. She was of diminutive and stunted 
growth, and had heavy rings suspended from her nostrils and the 
lobes of her ears, thereby weighing them down ; bangles on her 
arms and ankles, and huge rings encircling each big toe. This 
completes the details of a being scarcely human, yet sufficiently 
allied to humanity to be horrible, and fiiscinating by the extreme 
horror she awoke in others. The mysterious arcana which 
enshrined this enchantress consisted of snake-skins, leopard- 
skins, elephants' teeth, infants' skulls, and dried bodies hung up 
or suspended from nails all round the low-roofed cell or chamber ; 
she herself being squatted on a tiger-pad, smoking a huhbk^ 
bubble pipe of the country. 
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Her weird eyes fixed Regina, till she almost fell down with 
fright; but receiving a warning punch from Warren, poor 
Queenie recovered her balance, and prepared to propitiate 
Hecate, by asking her in the vernacular if she told fortunes. 
Queenie's hindostanee was limited. Miss Maijoribanks locutor: 

'^ Suliema^ ish-ka-feni-sha chandee-ka foul, please tell this pretty 
lady her fortune." 

Here her Hindostanee likewise broke down. 
Old hag locutor: 

" Gee-ha-Apka — rupta-tnuncta^ Apka tnone, Coop — Soorat hi — 
Rupea, day na — sucta, hum bdt bolega, bega rupea, hum bdt nai 
bola r 

Warren locutor, in fluent vernacular, which I translate literally : — 
*' I say, dear old limb of the devil, child of an owl, and tail of 
a monkey, and tongue of a parrot, tell this pretty lady her for- 
tune ; and I'll make it all right about the rupees for chittras, 
crest-stones, devils, kidneys, babies, mummies, &c 

Accordingly the modem Namouna indicated by gestures that 
the premium due for initiation into the Eleusinian mysteries of 
her cave was customarily offered beforehand ; Eustace therewith 
producing some rupees. 

The old lady, who had hitherto appeared to notice no one but 
Regina, now transfixed Eustace with her glittering, glassy eye ; 
meanwhile clutching the coin of the realm, she concealed it in 
some receptacle at the back of her head, and proceeded to 
mutter some unintelligible jargon to herself, beckoning to young 
Cranethorpe to clear the way. 

" God bless me 1 " cried Eustace, " I don't half relish the looks 
of this old woman. - Are you sure, Lady Radclyffe that you are 
still anxious to have your horoscope cast?" 

" Of course it's only fun," interrupted Warren, "and Queenie 
has come here on purpose ; and so have you, therefore you can- 
not back out of it, especially now you have handed her the dibs. 
The ancient party would not care to be swindled out of the lies 
by which she maintains so decent a livelihood. Who is to go 
first ? She insists upon conducting the siance in private too, let 
me tell you." 

Here the Oracle pulled out of a second secret place — between 
her toes this time — a small document, apparently written with 
blood ("human blood, very like," suggested Warren), and 
solemnly unfolding it, she stared again fixedly at Regina, and 
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''Nothing,'' replied ReginaySentendoaslr; ''it was only so very 
suffocating^ and she was such a hideous-looking being ; besides. 
I did feel a little frightened.* 

" Yesy you always were a 'cowaidy custard,' " acquiesced Warren. 
soothingly; "not even up to cat-hunts, in our young days. Here, 
Queenie, take some water, or, better sdll, L have a drop of brandy 
in the flask of my shooting-coat" 

'^ No brandy, thank you," said R^;ina. Eustace came up to her 
with some clear water in the tumbler part of his own flask. 

** It is quite clean. Lady Raddyfie ; I got it at the nuUah down 
there. Do drink a litde." 

She did so, and seemed revived, but there was a dreamv 
vacancy and far-away distraction in her gaze. 

** I fthall go in now, and hear what she has to spell to me o< 
awful ; '' and Eustace was gone before Regina could raise voice 
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or strength suffident to call him back from diat fatal hot, whence 
the crabbM harpy kept beckoning to him with her bony forefinger 
held up, almost menacing^ this time. 

'' How wrong of you, Mr. Vansittazt, and lidicnknis into the 
bargain, to coerce your poor sister into such a stale of alarm ! I 
wish we had not come to the horrid place ! " said Miss Maijori- 
banks, taking Queenie's cold tiemblii]^ hands in hersL 

*'*' Why, you were not afraid, my vexy sensible friend, so why 
should I imagine Queenie would inake soch a little stupid of her- 
self ? " was Wanen's somewhat natural iej<nnder. 

'* Oh, yes ! I know I am veiy strang-nerved, and she only told 
me things I did not mind hearing," said Miss Marjoribanks, with 
a blush j *' and, I must own, she was wonderfully accurate in her 
guesses about my age and a few past incidents of my life." 

*' Oh dear ! I know it is foolish of me, and was only fim," said 
Regina very gently, and pretending to be cheerful again. ^ Why 
doesn't Captain de Mowbray return?" 

A fiill quarter of an hour elapsed, and Warren had called pretty 
vigorously several times, before Eustace emeiged from the hut, 
almost as pale and shaken4ookii^ as Regina had been, and such 
a curious %ht played upon his &u:e, and a strange smile was 
on his lips. 

'' All this knowledge of the future had better have remained a 
normal blindness if it is to make you and Queenie look as mad 
as hatters," said Warren. "Why! whatever did she reveal ? Are 
you destined to commit murder ? Are you told ofif with as many 
wives as Bluebeard, Eustace? and R^[ina with as many children 
as the Emperor of Morocco, who has eighty bom a month, they 
say?" 

'' I'm sure I don't know what Sir Henry will say when he bears 
how foolish and childish we have been," said Miss Marjoribanks. 
"We had better go back now to the fir-tope. They will be 
thinking of returning home, and I dare say. Lady RaddyflTe, a 
cup of tea would refiresh you, and enable you to get back to 
' ChandeeChowk ' without feeling fiunt again." 

'^ Oh ! thank you," said Regina, looking gratefully at the sym- 
pathetic Anastasia. 

Not a syllable about their mutual experiences did Queenie and 
Eustace exchange all the way home, but each seemed to suspect 
the other's reticence was only till a fitting season to talk uninter- 
ruptedly presented itself Before the rest of the party they 
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laughed at the momentary shock, the heat and stench of the 
witch's cavern had given them — that was all 

After dinner that evening, when Sir Henry had been rallied for 
his desertion, and congratulated on his successful capture of the 
six brace of game, Eustace said markedly to R^gina — 

*^ Will you come to the lower terrace with me,*Lady Raddyffe ? 
It is so cool out there, and the starlight panorama beautiful ; and 
I am rather tired of Mrs. Christopher's small-talk, and more than 
sick of Lady Alfred's pedantry. What do you say ?" 

" I follow suit," said Queenie. " Where is Sir Henry? " 

<< Oh, he is in the smoking-room taking a ^sf prandial nap, I 
believe, and deserves it after his exertions. Pray let me get you 
a shawl. The night-dews are so heavy in the Himalayas." 

'' Thank you," replied Regina, ^' my shawl is on that chair in 
the verandah — a pale blue one." 

He brought it and wrapped it round her very carefully, saying 
in a low, earnest tone — 

** I am sorry to see you are so delicate now. I fear this foolish 
episode of that gipsy woman weighs upon your mind. I remem- 
ber you were always inclined to be superstitious — rather pagan, 
I mean." Then lowering his eyes mournfully on hers, he added, 
'< Oh, Regina, my lost one, my queen, my heart is heavy with its 

Here Queenie turned white to her lips, and said in a frozen 
whisper, *' Eustace ! did she tell you anything very dreadful ? and 
did you see anything? " And she shuddered at the bare remem- 
brance of her own visions. " Tell me the truth ! " — her fingers 
closed upon his arm — " I entreat, I implore — nay, I command 
you to tell me the truth 1 " And a fitful fire gleamed in the hazel 
globes of her eyes. 

" Must I indeed tell you? " 

Her answer was a further pressure of her hand upon his arm. 

<< Yes, Regina, I saw something that for a moment chilled my 
blood with horror. It was a long time before the old hag could 
cast her spell upon me, and of course I have shaken off the 
hideous memory of what presented itself to my view as I would 
the nightmare. And you must do the same, you poor, pale 

flower I " 

How harsh it sounded to him to have to say ^^you " instead 

of " my:' 

« Oh, Eustace, I will try 1 And I dare not tell Henry ; he 
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would only laugh me to sconi, or be angiy with poor thoughtless 
Wairea He loves not that dear brother of mine sufficiently for 
me, even in a remote manner, to drag him into disgrace. Heniy 
is so realistic, and thinks me already too sensitive for a vrat 
soldier's wife. And, somehow, it is only lately I have felt so 
— ^since my marriage, I mean. It seems such an age since I was 
a rude and reckless, but happy, happy chUd ! And yet it is sinful 
to rebel, for my surroundings are apparently couleur de rose^ and 
myself rose-lined from the cold ! " 

'' It is only a little physical weakness, R^gina, and will pass 
away," said he, reassuringly. '' I must say, I do not think Sir 
Henry looks after you as one other might have done ; but he 
knows you to be pure of heart and conduct, and can therefore 
trust his blossom of wifehood to the blaze of a noonday world. 
You are too innately sensible to be spoiled by the busy but reck- 
less beeswho seek your lip-honey to transport it to other markets, 
or comb it into fragrant syrup for foreign mouths to sip. No, 
Regina, I should be sorry to see you Anglo-Indianized, i la 
Christopher — a tiny trumpeting gnat. We scorn such, but they 
sting." 

" So does a nettle," replied Regina, " relatively, if you do not 
make up your mind to grasp it firmly. I can hold my own 
with Mrs. Christopher. She has always flattered me to my face, 
and that invariably makes me doubt a person's sincerity." 

"She seemed to me to insinuate, Regina, that Sir Henry 
did not appreciate your worth — your beauty even; and if I 
for one moment suspected this to be the trutli — God help me ! 
— ^he should suffer dearly at my hands, even though those 
hands should be soiled with his life-blood!" (His face 
flushed crimson, and the veins on his forehead were 
knotted with passionate remonstrance.) "My fury would 
be a dire weapon were it fired in such a cause. What ! 
dare to steal my pearl of price and then trample it 
under foot? As Heaven sees me, Regina, I appear capable 
of making a self-sacrifice of you, waiting for the great 
and nether day to right us in a better world ; but to give you 
up myself, for another to neglect! — the very thought maddens 
me— -yes, maddens me ! But I have watched your husband 
closely all this week, and he loves you deeply, truly, my 
Queen ; only he is cold — showing his love's rich, treasure, not 
yielding it all at once, as I should have done — not passionless, 

I 
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but purposely cold, because, perhaps, he dreads that you may 
become a second Delilahi and unman him unawares. Oh ! 
my once darling" — ^he said this in an impulse of despairing 
passion — ** I pray God to hold my knighthood stainless, that I 
may shield you from disfame^at what self-cost I care not ! " 
And he felt these sentiments. Eustace was a man who always 
felt what he said at the time he said it, hence \i\& fascination in 
the eyes of women. 

^' l)ut, Kustace/' said Regina, with much simplicity, " were any 
one bast enough to utter a falsehood about fme, I have con- 
science, and my dignity as Henry's wife, wherewith to protect 
myself ! '» 

"Poor child! poor ignorant Regina!" said he, a wondrous 
great pity in his gaze ; and she looked so flower-like, and helpless, 
sitting there on the garden seat in the sentient starshine, her 
hands folded, her eyes in sweetest contemplation heavenward, 
that for a moment the strong man bent over her, as the arch- 
angel Gabriel would over a child, or a tender flower of earth, he 
was tmnsfdanting to that home above ! Then Eustace left her 
quite abruptly, and took some paces right away by himself; anon 
he leaned with throbbing pulse and aching heart against a neam- 
tree, whose branches arched over to the khud. 

^^ Yes, my rare ])ale Queen, my lady, my liege, I will not be a 
Launcelot, but a Percival ; in intents true, in deeds a man. I 
used to love you so— let that love's memory be my polar star, and 
my Endymion ! " 

*' Eustace, when you speak like this you make me tremble," 
said Regina faintly. ** And now, do you know, I am thinking and 
longing to tell you who, and what I saw in that horrible place ? 
Perhaps you could' explain it away as an illusion, or help me to 
bear it ; as I said before, I am afraid of Henry's derision. He 
was not there himself, like you. Alas ! I fear she told you some- 
thing too — ^very appalling 3 don't, please, tell me what it was ; but 
I feel if I keep my own awful vision a secret, it will draw away 
my heart's blood I '* 

'* Tell me, then, by all means I " He spoke so softly, and with 
a strange unearth-like smile upon his face. " Do not be afraid 1" 
And he came over, and took a seat by her side. 

'' First of all, standing in that hot and fetid hole, I saw in the 
old hag's hand a yellow rose, and a branch of an oak tree. They 
seemed to shape themselves all of a sudden into human sem- 
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blance, — or rather, my eyes and senses swam into a semi-nncon- 
scious state of delirium ; whether this was from the mephitic 
smoke of the crucible over which the crone herself crouched, I 
know not — shall never know, but in a few seconds I saw, or 
fancied I saw, you^ standing straight before me, and close by you 
a young girl — dark, beautiful ; but there was pent-up wrath, and 
an anguish of despair, in her bright black eyes, such as I have 
never seen in human face, and hope I never shall ! '' 

'' Go on," said Eustace, with grave eagerness, drawing a quick, 
laboured breath ; " what more did you see ? '* 

"The yellow rose again, but fallen to pieces on the floor. 
Then the old hag handed me a chain made of almonds, blanched 
and strung together with black sewing-silk; through sheer fright 
I ate three of the almonds at her bidding, picking them off from 
the string. Then I looked up, and saw three children — infants, 
rather— behind the hag. One was lying on the ground, appar* 
ently asleep ; the other two laughed and crowed, looking, oh ! so 
lovely ! Then I saw two boxes, as I thought at first, — a nearer 
look convinced me they were tiny coffins ; they seemed to be 
covered with a cloth, and I saw them carried on board a ship. 
I was feeling quite sick and deadly faint by this time. On the 
deck of that ship I saw you standing — ^in uniform, this time. I 
cannot — I dare not — tell you what you looked like, Eustace ; suf- 
fice it to say you froze my very blood. Then I awoke, or at least 
recovered sufficiently from my drowsy state, to ask the woman, 
for merc/s sake, to release me— that is all!" And Regina 
drew the blue folds of her shawl with a convulsive shudder more 
closely about her throat and bosom. 

" Merciful Heavens ! How passing strange ! " muttered Eustace 
to himself ; to her he said, — " It was a kind oi clairvoyance, I think, 
Regina — ^must have been something of the sort. Place no faitH in 
&ncies, or delusions conjured up by such means, and such an instru- 
ment as that wretched old Indian Cassandra. She must be mad, I 
think ; as Warren said, we must regard the whole adventure only as 
fun. It is very damp out here — quite misty, I declare. You had 
better go in, rnwlntf— Lady RadclyfTe, I mean. I must indulge 
in the poor luxury of sometimes calling you Regina when we are 
quite alone, my Queen ! " 

She answered not. 

When they got close to the bungalow she said : — 

" Assure me, Eustace — for I, too, shall sometimes call you by 
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CHAPTER xrr. 



"^Atekfaici 
Va^, a sldla, die am ad apdl <fie ! " 

Tasso^ CataameXV. 



Trk ffimnner c^iys swept by in sunshiny snccessioa, and Eustace, 
without becoming rek^ivdy to Regina ddier a domeslic cat or 
fetch^axid-cazij bow-wow, lendered himself sufficiently agreeable 
to both htnband and wife to make him a freqamt and finrouzed 
gueiit at **The YaccasL" 

.Simla society — always exclusive, and par exaUena aristocratic 
^-wa«^ at the ^mod I allade to, headed by a lady of noble birth 
and distinguished £umly. Indeed, no fariaks were admitted 
within the Stamboul of the Viceroy's domain, and all scandals, 
big and little, expunged by ostracism ; those who had the entree 
to the Viceregal Comt bemg the cream, not skim-mHk, of a social 
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and moral mart. Sir Hemy duly departed for Deyra Dhoon, 
leaving Miss Marjoribanks as a pleasing and intellectual substi- 
tute. Warren, in like manner, at this crisis lent " The Yuccas " 
the all but hourly light of his countenance. Eustace, while 
remaining at Simla, spent some charming hours in intercourse — 
strictly Platonic — ^with Lady RadclyfTe, being more than ever 
self-guardfiil, as a leal knight should be in a husband's absence. 
But shortly after Sir Henry left he had to return to regimental 
duty, more particularly as cholera was rife at Umballa. That 
dire scourge often skips the large fenced-in cities of India's plain 
in order to concentrate its morbid activity in a valley of the Hills, 
such as Umballa, or even ELalka, at the feet of the Himalayas 
themselves. 

£ustace received a letter from Vixie on his arrival at head- 
quarters. It was dated from Castle Brajrville, and is subjoined, 
as follows : — 

"My own Cousin, 

'' To think is not to write, or I should be writing to you all 
day long. I am glad you were able to get leave so soon after 
joining, and it is tantalizing the mail left the very day you 
reached Simla, as now I shall have to wait six long weeks for a 
graphic account of your meeting with ' my Queen.' I have no 
doubt she is bad-tempered, and bullies her husband ; at least I 
hope she does, for I demand some sort of a Nemesis at her 
hands. Augusta's conduct to me is simply brutal, and if she 
continues it much longer I shall have to answer an advertisement 
in the TtmeSy and go out as companion to an elderly female or 
non-working housekeeper to an elderly simpleton. I might be 
capable of picking up stitches in the elderly female's knitting 
apparatus, or by r^ing pious aphorisms send her to sleep. I 
m^i also be taught to apply mustard-plasters to the epidermis, 
and soft-soap to the susceptibilities of an aged bachelor, or the 
relict of a Mrs. Varden. In the meantime, and pending these 
two ultimate alternatives, I promise myself the mild divertissement 
of a few English visits this autumn. Lady Cordelia has invited 
xne to Brook Sea Castle, and I shall be pretty siure to meet some 
nice men there. Captain de Mowbray ; no Don Guzmans, I pray. 
And who besides, do you think, have been most cordial in pressing 
Tne to pay them a visit in October? Why, those charming people 
we met in Spain, the Renfrewshires 1 Ever since we parted in 
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Madrid, Neila and I have corresponded. It seemed so natural, 
as she knew you, mon ami (indeed guessed my sad secret from 
the first), and being a simple sort of a girl it soothed me ineffably 
to groan my griefs into her sympathetic ears. Marguerite and 
Rubi are too young, and too flighty for such painful confidences. 
By the way, that pair of pickles are zsfiquante as ever, and send 
you no end of love and kisses. 

« Every one seems to adore you, Eustace ! They are working 
you a][>airof braces, and a horse's brow-band, respectively, which will 
be finished by the sound of the last trumpet, methinks ! Mam'selle 
Piniche cannot arrive at our Irish car locomotives at all, at all, 
and tumbles off them steadily, to the peril of her neck, and 
disarrangement of her toilet Being also incapable of taking in 
the pith of Pat's local, she came to signal grief crossing the end 
of the mangel-wurzel check yesterday. He roared after her in 
the raal brogue — ' It's drownded you'll be inthoirely if if s afiher 
crossing the bog yez are, Mam'selle Pin-your-sash.' She, however, 
marched ingenuously to her knee-deep immersion, and was literally 
fished out of the mire by the gallant ould Fat. So much for poor 
Mam'selle. Augusta is making Brayville cut down no end of 
trees. I wish you were here to stop this wholesale arboricide ! 
Your brother Auburn hates her more than ever — ^gets quite 
excited, when he sees her even. He has one of his bad attacks 
on him at present, but he remembers you in his lucid intervals, 
points to your picture, and likes to be shown your letters, or 
anything you ever gave him. It would be a good thing if God 
took him. He never resents my presence at any time, and oflen 
croons over me like a child. The Renfrewshires, Neila writes, are 
in Florence, where they went toafler Spain, and where the ubiquitous 
Professor joined them. If he is as quaint a character as his 
sister, I shall have two laughs instead of one when I go to visit 
them in Bedford Square. Mrs. Neale was, after all, a genuine- 
hearted old lump of eccentricity — a relief to Augusta's pallid 
airs and padded dignity ! Mr. Renfrewshire, who I really fancied 
would have proposed to that imp Marguerite, but who evidently 
thought better of a beard-and-pinafore connection, has taken an 
asylum, near London, a place called ' Oaklands,' — which he means 
shortly to people ' with kings and queens of a fantastic realm.' 
I wonder if he could do anything with Auburn, even if he tried? 
He really seems wonderfully well-up in the * sickness of the soul,' 
and is singularly gentlemanly — ^a rare quality with modem medicos ! 



vu. 
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You ought to see our local specimen. BrayviUe has him to a 
Sunday feed ; and he lies to Augufita pretty successfully^ having 
persuaded her into quinsy once, and bronchitis chronically. I 
am sure I wish he could coax, or coerce her into taking a prema* 
ture flight to the stars, for all our sakes ! Goodness me, what an 
epeestle I have written ! as Mrs. Neale would express it Would 
I were an angel, and had wings, in order to arrive with my letter ! 
Well, perhaps it might be inconvenient to do so. I might break 
in upon you and ' my QueerC sitting for your portraits, or doing 
Paolo and Francesca over George Sands, or Madame Lafayette. 
Merely pas si bite I Upon second thoughts, I will be an angel 
without the wings. I hate your last carte — will not have it at any 
price ; and yoiu^ coloured cabinet conveys not to me any idea of 
those eyes I see now only in my dreams. Recollect, you are to 
look upon me merely as your dear and loving cousin imtil the 
day year repeats itself that saw our parting ; bitter to me— oh, 
how bitter! My faith can neither fade nor fail. Yours I will 
not compel, even if it costs me my heaven upon earth. 

" Good-bye, 

" Tutta la Vostra, 

"ViXIE." 

" Poor Vixie 1 lively, coaxing little Vixie, what a cruel fate is 
mine ! " sighed or rather moaned Eustace, as he folded up the 
delicately penned letter written on thin transparent paper, whose 
very perfume seemed to be that of yellow roses. 

" Man Dieu de Paradis I that hag too. What a miserable 
wretch I must be to «poil two lives, and make my own a niere 
existence 1 " 

He was alone, sitting in the verandah of his bungalow, a very 
kutcha (half-built) structure, an earthquake having a few days 
since, much to his own astonishment and awe, yawned away the 
said verandah six yards from his garden walk — a peculiar, but 
not unique phase of Anglo-Indian experience 1 Moreover, he had 
the felicity to hear, on first rejoining his regiment, that his left- 
behind uniform, overalls, shell-jacket, gold lace, and forage 
caps, with a few more of his earthly belongings, including a pair of 
slippers and a hunting waistcoat worked by Vixie, had been 
recognized floating about the bazaar ; his bearer, a servant left 
in diarge as chokedar^ having appropriated the above-named 
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articles in his master's absence. Eustace retraced and recovered 
most of his missing property ; but the " dick " — namely, worry and 
bother attending such a proceeding, and the earthquake con- 
jointly, made him thankful to take Warren Vansit^trt's semi- 
official letter in good part ; for that warm-hearted young Benjamin 
had persuaded his father that, by a litde pressing, his friend. 
Captain de Mowbray, might be persuaded to accept the post of 
A. D.C, rendered vacant, as heretofore narrated by Warren, owing 
to a petticoat scandal 

"The Old Kutchery, 

"Simla, 

** Midnight, if not later ! 

• ^^Dear Eustace, 

'' Queenie's been to a concert to-night for a charity (what 
charity no one knows, or seems likely to ascertain). It took place 
in the club ball-room ; crowded was no word for the crush, it 
would have been a real charity if some air had been admitted, 
and some petticoats turned out I cruised about with my 
Anastasia between the pieces — Marceaux, I beg your pardon — 
creating a howling confusion, which riled Queenie and was not 
" etiquette," so said Lady Alfred to my Angel. (That girFs temper 
is divine !) Some of the songs were good, most of 'em werry much 
\be other thing, including one by a hypogrammatist, which being 
^terpreted means she missed out her ' haitches.' 

" General Vansittart has the honour to command me to say he 
will be glad of your services as an A.D.C., so pack up your traps, 
and try to get Vernon's new cocked hat a bargain. His staff 
jacket — well, that I won't swear to. He's rather a near beggar, 
mind, so be zubber-dusti — firm with him — in any monetary trans- 
actions. Queenie, as usual, put her spoke in against you, in a 
letter to the governor (I read it all pat over her shoulder, my 
boy). She said (impudence, indeed!) that she thought (how 
dared she thit^^ except for herself?) — that she thought you 
would not care for the appointment, and begged the General to 
give it to young Maxwell, because, forsooth ! he has a wife and 
"baimies three," and only 35ors. per mensem. The governor 
very properly and judiciously answered the letter to me ; told me 
to offer you what I, with the ' brevity of wit,' hasten to do, 
namely, the vacant post ; and added, ' Tell Regina I have had quite 
enough of married A.D.C.'s' (all through Vernon's tomfoolery in 
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marrying the Nuttinger). I'm sleepy and my pipe's out, so I con- 
clude this epistle. Murray and Cranethorpe (confound them ! ) 
have finished the last B.-and-S., and left the fag end of a bottle 
of brandy for your 

" Humble servant, 

"Warren Vansittart. 

" Let your decision be teak (sharp), for several are applying for 
it ; and I should just shut up Queenie about *• crabbing,' if I 
were you, when I next came across her. I believe she sent you 
her kind regards, but really forget. Good-bye, old boy ! *' 

Eustace wrote oflf on the spur of the moment, — 

"The Mall, Umballa, 
^' l6th September. 

" Very well. Master Warren, shall be proud, and will send an 
ofiicial to the General, thafs to say if the acting A.D.C. will 
stick on till Halliday comes back from leave to take up my troop. 
I must likewise communicate with the Colonel, who is in Cash- 
mere — his whereabouts critical. Hanged if I haven't lost nearly 
all my kit ; been stolen during my absence at Simla, and an 
earthquake has partially swallowed up these premises, where 
Wilkinson and I hang on in daily peril of our lives. So if you 
hear no more of me, remember I have shared the fate of the con- 
ceited Curtius, or philosophic Heraclitus ! 

" Kind regards to Lady Radclyffe. 

" Yours ever, 

" Eustace de Mowbray." 

The monsoon was over, the cold weather campaign about to 
conmience. Sir Henry returned to Simla, Regina not caring to 
travel all the way to Lucknow without her husband. While the 
Governor-General held court at Calcutta, the Commander-in- 
Chief and Sta£f proceeded on their annual tour of inspection, being 
literally a triumphant march from station to station. Field days, 
reviews, and balls the order of the day, wherever Head-quarters' 
camp was pitched, or the great General's flag-staff waved over the 
wide Maidan. 

It was the latter end of October before Eustace de Mowbray 
assumed his A.D.C. duties. He arrived at Lucknow one evenmg, 
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and the next day made his way from the Motee Mahal Palace, 
where General Vansittart lived, to Sir Henry Raddyffe's hongalow, 
close to cantonments. He found R^ina seated at work and 
alone, so after alluding playfully to the '* crabbing," as hinted by 
Warren, he turned round, adding quite gravely, — 

'^ I trust, dear Lady Radclyffe, it is not reaUy distasteful to 
you that I should have come here on General Vansittart's 
Staff?" 

^^ Oh no 1 it is a pleasure to meet you again," replied R^ina, 
cordially. '^ I am very dull here, as Henry's field-days, added to 
his being master of the regimental pack, take up his time; 
indeed, I may inform you that I am coming shortly to keep 
house for my father. The Motee Mahal is so charmingly situated, 
and we have only got this bungalow till the Bruces return firom 
Landour." 

She thought to herself how well the scarlet of the Staff suited 
him, though her heart's fancy would always associate him with 
the *' true blue " of a gallant hussar. She dismissed these musings 
as childish, however. 

" The Chief will be here very soon, and grand doings no end," 
said Regina. ^^ The Lucknow ladies are looking up their Belatiec 
(English) toilets, and practising archery and Badnunton, in 
order to hold their own with the Head-quarters' belles. Quant h moiy 
I am relapsing into a humdrum ' vieille mariSeJ I expect Miss 
Marjoribanks, however, to stay at the Motee Mahal, and we shall 
have some fun at Warren's expense. Those four reception-rooms, 
with their four verandahs, are very suitable for * Leila and 
Mejnoun ' companionship." 

"Possibly," rejoined Eustace; "what curious old-fashioned 
rooms they are, taking shape from the dome ! Warren told me the 
Begum's treasure was supposed to be concealed under the cupola, 
and he and Vernon got a Government order to dig. Accordingly 
they went ahead secretly by night, but found nothing, until one 
night, hearing a hollow sound, and imagining they had alighted on 
the treasure-trove, lol they saw themselves combating the air 
just over the sleeping General's unconscious head. So 
curiosity's labours were lost amid the sonorous slumbers of your 
august papa." 

" Oh yes," said Regina, " I remember seeing the dreadful 
mark they made in the ceiling, just above the mosquito-curtain of 
my father's bed. But Warren intends to get a permit, to dig in 



The Shackles of an Old Love. 123 

an underground cellar, so he has not quite relinquished the idea 
of that treasure." 

"Those Nawabs and Begums had a predilection for sequestering 
their wealth in out-of-the-way places ; I shouldn't wonder if it 
still turned up/' said Eustace. *' I hear there are no less than 
five secret staircases in the Motee Mahal — one that led originally 
right across the river to the Kaiser Bagh, by which means Jehan- 
gire used to visit stealthily a dusky-browed Hindoo, unbeknown 
to his feir but cross Nourmahal. Now I must hasten to pay my 
respects to Sir Henry. Shall I find him in his 'growlery'? 
Perhaps he has none ? " 

" Oh yes, he has," resumed Regina ; " and knows how to use 
it I feel for sergeants or subalterns he interviews or reprimands 
in that sanctum. He even put dear Warren under arrest once 
for forgetting the password, and having a skirmish with the 
sentinel in order to get to barracks. Henry's memos, — and he is for 
ever writing them — seem to inspire the British soldier with respect 
akin to fear ; and I am afraid his ultima ratio of discipline is 
enforced with Caesar-like precision. But at this hour of day he 
is sure to be at the kennels. Will you return to lunch ? " 

" No, thank you ; I have afternoon musketry inspection with 
my chief and the brigadier. Sir Henry and I will meet at dinner, 
if not before." 

"I hope you have good news from home?" asked Regina, 
kbdly, as she saw the wistful look the handsome soldier gave at 
her pretty feminine surroundings. " Try and love your cousin, 
Eustace, I am sure she is worthy of you, more than I was ; indeed, 
I often think I lack tone, character, and intellectual accomplish- 
ments ! I seem to myself a nonentity ! " 

" You are what I like, Regina — calm, holy, subdued in colour- 
ing as the apotheosis of a saint in a church window. Strength of 
mind and force of intellect are all very well. I prefer a defence- 
less kind of woman— all spirituality, softness, affection I Dear 
Vixie is certainly most lovable, and I have had a charming letter 
from her. Alas ! if you and I had never met — never been any- 
thing more to each other than friends — if I could even now forget 
how linked, how blessed we might have been ! " 

"Too late 1 too late, Eustace !" murmured Regina, reproach- 
fully : "to think now of our past is sin ! " 

" And ytX, your beauty remains your beauty to me ; your body 
a marble temple, unapproachable and cold ; your soul an iron 
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gratingi screening me for ever from gems and gold, but between 
the chinks I may look and worship — ^yea, even as others do ! 
Good-bye, Regina ! Vixie is very affectionate, and I will try to 
love her for your sweet sake." 

'' Good-bye, Eustace I " and her eyes filled with tears — ^why, 
she knew not. And he buckled on sword and belt, and trotted 
down the hard kunker road out of sight 

^' How very pale she looks ! " said he to himself. '^ Alas ! I hope 
she is not unhappy." 

The truth is, Queenie was out of health at this time, depressed 
and nervous, the old hag's incantations recurring to her mind 
incongruously ; and she sometimes felt irritable when Sir Henry, 
coming in to hurried meals, fiivoured her with the temper and 
spleen to which his morning's proceedings had given colour and 
form. Altogether, Regina was quite glad to take up her perma- 
nent residence at the beautiful Palace of the Motee Mahal, away 
from the dust and noise of cantonments ; where she could sit up 
in the eastern tower and contemplate the dim rich city mapped 
beneath her as in a dream ; or look upon the English-like bend 
of the river Goomtee, washing the historic walls and marble ducts 
of Lucknow as it meanders by, to join its sacred sister the Ganges 
afar off at Allahabad. 

Sir Henry, punctilious in all matters of etiquette, military or 
domestic, deemed it courtesy to live at his father-in-law's ; but, in 
reality, only dined and slept there, spending his day principally 
in town, starting as early sometimes as five o'clock for a hunting 
meet or morning parade. At length the Head-quarters' camp 
arrived, and Lord and Lady Alfred, who had marched with it, 
surrendered their niece as Lady Radclyffe's guest, themselves 
remaining in tents, which were formed up in a broad clear street 
right along the plain, making a picturesque and formidable coup 

Dinners, receptions, reviews, hunting-meets, even a mock tour- 
nament, were included in the programme of the next three 
weeks. 

The first night of the Chief's arrival was inaugurated by a big 
dinner at General Vansittart's, where Queenie, as Ch&telatne^ 
enacted the graceful hostess to perfection ; Warren declining to 
appear, even for the sake of his "Japanese Snowdrop," and much 
to her chagrin, but he explained : — 

" I'm neither swell enough, like Eustace, nor old enough, like 
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Sir Henry, nor idiot enough, like Lord Alfred, nor toady enough, 
like Christopher, to swell the number of coiut jesters, sycophants, 
and spread-tailed peacocks, where, like a Hidalgo's feast, there is 
much table-cloth, but precious little to eat No, I will have a 
vulgar feed with Cranethorpe and other outsiders at the mess, 
and look in afterwards, Anastasia, to see that no fellow composes 
an epigram on yoiu: ' Europe get-up,' or looks too admiringly at 
your ' Europe shoes' " (this being vernacular for anything imported 
from England) ; for Warren by this time considered himself the 
fianck of Miss Anastasia. He had set up a drag — ^two of the 
General's horses and two of his own — and used to drive, with 
Jehu-like speed, his devil-may-care brother officers to and from the 
mess, or risk his sister's, and ladylove's necks by perilous shaves 
through the two archways leading up to the palace enclosure. 
Sometimes, indeed, at this critical juncture, Eustace felt himself 
compelled to appropriate the ribbons, or they would inevitably 
have been dashed headlong down the neighbouring gorge. 

One evening the gentlemen residents of the Motee Mahal were 
at a regimental dinner in cantonments, and Regina and her 
friend sat up for them, engaged in making new rosettes, blue and 
silver, for the said team, which were destined either to distinguish 
or extinguish themselves next day at the tourney, the assailants at 
joust to be the officers of Head-quarters' camp — ^those that held the 
lists all the military stationed at Lucknow. Bets were as reckless 
as those on the Derby, the mere novelty of the thing creating 
immense excitement. Sir Henry and Eustace de Mowbray had 
agreed to wear favours at Regina's fair fingers — ^not a " scarlet 
sleeve broidered with pearls," but a ruby-red rose sheathed in 
moss. Miss Marjoribanks worked a blue-and-white badge and 
monogram for Warren, who insisted upon sporting a queer-looking 
shield which Eustace had captured from the Ghazees at the 
Raptee river. 

" I wonder which side will win ? There are to be single and 
double tilts, I hear," remarked Regina. " For my part, I pity the 
poor horses. Hark ! I hear hoofs at a gallop ! Ah ! here comes 
Wairen, making clanking enough for a troop of cavalry. I wonder 
what that boy would do in a house of squeamish old maids or 
sickly children !" 

"Dear Warren 1" said Anastasia, feelingly. "He is full of 
life, spirits, and intellect." 

" Sorry for the intellect ! " echoed he, entering the room. " I 
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prefer aflfection to intellect Here, Anastasia, just fetch me a 
kiss ! I am too lazy and buckled-up to go for it myself. Eustace 
is in the camel-trap on duty. The Governor's asleep on the near 
side, and the Brigadier on the off; and I was to tell you the latter- 
named individual is on billet here to-night, so you can knock up 
the blankets ; only pray don't give him my new razae^ and me an 
old shabby one, as you once had the cheek to do, my lady ! " 

"No, it's all right now," quoth Queenie; "Bunnoo KJian 
brought me some new ones, with a lot of other necessaries, 
from the Bazaar. Though I am sure, Warren, however many 
guests improvised themselves, you would take precious care not to 
be inconvenienced, and think nothing of helping yourself to 
anything I possess, from a pin to a pair of slippers, if they would 
fit you." 

"Sir Henry's do to a T, but I'm funky to take 'em. All the 
Colonel's tog is gold in Queenie's eyes, and if a button is off his 
shirt she trembles as Fatima did before Bluebeard when the key 
went missing. Talking of keys, where are the keys of all those 
secret passages ? Oh, here comes Eustace ! By Jingo ! I vote 
we all make an immediate voyage of discovery." 

" Delightful ! romantic to a degree ! " chimed in Anastasia. 
" Do please come. Lady Radclyffe ! " 

" I should like it of all things," said Regina "The keys are in 
the top division of the canteen, close to the knives ; and I do 
think this i la belle ktoile moonshine is in keeping with those 
mystic secrets of India's gilded past I tried, but fiuled to fit the 
keys in any of the doors. But I dare say your ingenuity, Warren, 
will conquer that minor difficulty ; and they are the same bunch 
Ali Houssein gave me. By the way, Captain de Mowbray, have 
you noticed anything ? Have any of you, in fact, remarked that 
man?" 

" Well, now, what an absurd question, Queenie !" cried Warren; 
^' as if any one of us can tell one nigger from another ! Some- 
times I am even at a loss when two of 'em have riled me to know 
which to kick and which to consign to Jehannem I They are all 
as like as two pins ! Of course, Bunnoo Khan is different — 
stuck to the Governor like a brick all through the Mutiny, but he 
drinks and gambles like old boots. Have my father and the 
Brigadier betaken themselves to the rest that remaineth for old 
fogies ? If so, I'm off for the keys." 

"Yes, they are gone to bed, you audacious boy!" laughed 
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Eastace ; ''but what about that kitmutgar, Lady RadclyfTe? I must 
say I have observed a peculiar-looking native who sometime^ 
stands behind your chair. He has tilie high cheek-bones and 
general build of a Hill-country man." 

" Precisely," answered Queenie ; " I have a reason for asking. 
Will you watch that man closely, and tell me what you really 
think of him? He has such a ferocious, blood-thirsty expression, 
and the narrow-looking eye of greed and cunning ; I confess I 
am gieatly afraid of that servant; and though all these natives 
cringe and fawn to our faces, the Mutiny showed them up, and 
the true colours in which they regarded us English ladies ; for 
instance- — ^" 

" My stars and garters, Queenie, when you have communicated 
your personal terrors to Eustace, and enlarged on the domestic 
economy of the Mutiny, it will be time to put the team to for 
to-morrow's Tamdsha, Besides, he knows already what a perfect 
muff you are, by your behaviour, when that dear old lady in 
Simla took you in tow ; — your Majesty will therefore permit me, 
with a scrape and a bow, to retire for the keys." 

" ¥ery well," said Queenie, laughing ; " be off, and meet us in 
the east verandah. Perhaps Captain de Mowbray will act as our 
lamp-bearer till you return ? " 

The gentlemen with great difficulty forced the postern door ; 
and groping up and down five distinct passages, and several off- 
branching ones, was quite-a romantic and interesting episode. 

Eustace mounted guard over Queenie's safety, and aided her 
faltering footsteps. One trap-door, they discovered, opened at the 
very bed-head of the General ; another led to Regina's dress- 
ing-room; a third communicated with a subterranean cul-de-sac, 
evidently bricked up during a war panic; a fourth staircase 
mounted to the dome ; and the fifth led directly to a pleasant 
balcony, on a level with the second story, and which had been 
a pet resort of moon-faced, jasmine-bosomed Radhas and 
Sultanas of an effete rkgimc, 

"Now, I often wondered how one got here," said Regina, 
quite breathless with her unwonted exertions. " Let us rest here 
a little, and you two can smoke. I do not expect Henry till very 
late, if to-night." Here she sighed ; and even in the quiet moon- 
light Eustace could see a painful flush staining the whiteness of 
her cheek. But seeing him with serious eyes fixed inquiringly on 
hers, she laughed, saying, " However, my dear little pony. Punch, 
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is elevated to the post of messenger between my absent lord and 
I, and Henry is always thoughtful enough to send me a chit if 
he remains to sleep in cantonments. Let us sit down here. 
Warren, go and get some chairs ; and do not wake papa, mind; 
better take off your boots." 

'^ Fiddlesticks and nutcrackers, Queenie !" said Warren ; '' fanqr 
asking an officer and a gentleman to ' take off his boots ' ! " 

Accordingly they seated themselves, and sipped in the delicious 
winter moonlight, the ladies enveloped in soft warm Rampore 
chuddahs. And who knows not the wealth of comfort there is 
in the light clinging shawls of Delhi, Umritsur, and Cashmere ! 
From a baby's blanket to a ball-room wrap, or a coffin shroud, 
those shawl textures are equally adaptable. And they sat talking 
into the small hours, their rippling laughter mingling with the 
Goomtee's stream, lapsing soft and low along the palace wall ; 
Anastasia singing, for her voice was clear and sweet; Warren 
quiet for once, with his feet resting idly on the ledge of the 
balcony. Eustace and R^ina gave themselves up to die secret 
witchery of the hour ! 

Little did Queenie think a day should come when that moonlit 
balcony would be a memory too hideous to recall. 



CHAPTER XV. 

" For courte^ wins woman all as well as valour may ; but be tbat doses 
botb is perfect— 7}i^ Last Tournament, 

Betimes next morning stood Eustace, booted and spurred, with 
busby and plume — the Brayville and de Mowbray arms 
blended on his shield rather roughly, the workmanship of an 
enterprising native in the Burra Bazaar, who had had hard work all 
the week, for shields were de rigueur — sword, lance, also full dress 
regimentals, to complete the tourneying garb. ( Vide the Regula- 
tion book.) Eustace got the courteous old General's permission 
to wear Hussar uniform in place of his newly acquired Staff one. 
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Sir Henry had emblazoned on his shield his progenitress — St. 
Radegiinde, crown dexter ; wolves sinister. Meanwhile Warren 
sported that Ghazee souvenir belonging to Eustace. As Regina 
pinned on her lord's favour, and de Mowbray donned his ruby 
rose, he remembered that Vixie's blush of anger would have 
rivalled the red of that rose could she see it supplanting her own 
golden emblem, its yellow sister, which he, as her beholden 
knight, in all obedience should have worn ; but he shook the 
meriiory oflf as he would a mosquito buzzing at him, and turning 
round laughingly to Regina he said, — 

" If I win the Rajah's necklace, I shall pray your acceptance 
of it, Lady Radclyflfe." 

The Maharajah of Kuppoorthala, in friendly cognizance of the 
Commander-in-Chief's brilliant /r«/ij^<?, had tendered a magnificent 
prize — a complete row of cat's-eyes, set in virgin gold, and one 
ruby in the centre. 

India's great Pendragon (namely, the Commander-in-Chief) had 
added a splendid damascene rifle and sword, gold embroidered 
belt and sash ; to be contested for as well that day. 

Sir Henry's firm seat, and commanding air were set off by 
Rokeby, Queenie's spirited favourite, which served him as first 
charger. Eustace, too, combined masculine grace with practised 
horsemanship, and formed part and parcel of the animal he 
bestrode. At the last moment Sir Henry had occasion to find 
fault with the bit in Rokeby's mouth. 

" Just like Adams's d — --d disobedience ; I hate him with this 
bit ! Too severe by half; and it's quite impossible to change 
now. Thaf s the fruits of living miles away from one's stable." 
And Sir Henry swore loud and lustily, notwithstanding the pre- 
sence of ladies, and heedless of poor Queenie's deprecatory 
— " Hush ! Henry." 

She was by this time accustomed to such language herself, but 
paled with humiliation on Miss Marjoribanks' account. 

Eustace came speedily to the rescue. 

" What do you say. Sir Henry, to changing horses with me ? 
Waverley, though a country bred, is well up to your weight, but 
he does not relish a spur. His own pluck will keep him up to 
the mark." 

" Capital ! how good of you, de Mowbray I I accept your pro- 
posal thankfully. Let us dismoimt at once." Which was accord- 
ingly done. 
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Regina gravely smiled her gratitude to Eustace, saying, — 

" I am a]&aid you will find Rokeby a sony substitute for your own 
well-broken charger, especially with that bit ; do loosen the curb- 
chain altogether; your hand is as pliant as mine, so you can 
manage him without it How good you are, Eustace — courteous 
and generous to a £siult 1 " 

'' Nothing, simply nothing, Regina ; would I could bring a few 
of the old smiles and roses to your cheeks, poor child ! " 

" Hush ! oh, hush ! or I shall begin to ciy," said she in a low 
whisper, lowering the lid, " o*er which the violet vein, wandering, 
left a tender stain," and letting a few teardrops fall on her Cash- 
merean Choga, 

But his smile and momentary pressure of her small-gloved 
hand brought her to her senses completely, and Warren's merry 
voice resounded from the archway. 

" The General and Brigadier are just off without you, Queenie, 
so better take to your heels. Anastasia and I would have pre> 
ferred the camel-carriage, only four people can't wear one shoe — 
more's the plague ! and she mustn't sit on my knee — * not eiiquetUy 
saith Lady Alfred. I hate the fag of riding such a little way to 
meet the stupid old drag. All because Eustace has tipped the 
wink to a couple of folly-stricken women 1 " 

" Nothing of the sort," remonstrated Eustace. " You would 
have finished for yourself and Miss Marjoribanks, sure as fate t 
Those leaders are as fresh and * bobbery ' as possible to-day, and 
you could not have prevented their jibbing at the main entrance. 
Sir Henry agrees with me about it — don't you, Colonel ? " 

" Emphatically I do," said Sir Henry, in polite corroboration 
of Eustace's remark (not having heard a word of it). 

" Fresh be hanged ! and * bobbery' be hanged !" said Warren 
crossly ; he did not care to figure as an indifferent whip in the 
presence of his ladylove. " Where has Anastasia drifted off to 
now ? Please the pigs, we shall be too late for the whole thing. 
I'm off for one ! " 

Here Miss Marjoribanks rode up to him, and they all got 
under weigh at last, Warren recovering his sunny temper once 
more. 

A gorgeous sight was the racecourse where the tournament 
was to take place. Gaily caparisoned horses caracoling proudly 
to and fro, or led about by syces in the picturesque but scant 
garb of the country ; standards, shields, and waving, nodding 
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plumes adding a moyen-age feature to the scene. The barrier 
was held by two umpires — General Vansittart and Lord Alfred 
Marjoribanks. The Chief, as first umpire and Pendragon, occu- 
pied a canopied chair on a dais between the opposing ranks. 
The ground was maintained by four knights of service — namely, 
Warren, Cranethorpe, Lord Marcus Ward, and Percy Thur- 
stone, the Chief's nephew, sumamed 'The Courteous,' after 
his prototype Gawain, whom he also resembled in self-opinia- 
tiveness. 

The general joust was to open proceedings ; the winners after- 
wards to tilt singly and doubly for the prizes themselves. Anon 
Warren's drag drove up in slashing form, though he very nearly 
took the corner of the stand in his frantic determination to make 
a dashing wheel past it ; which feat made Mrs. Christopher's 
yellow hair stand on end, and tip-tilted the Japanese Snowdrop's 
nose a trifle more than even Nature had bargained for. But " all's 
well that ends well." The crowd of natives, soldiers, and specta- 
tors made a black and red foreground to the brilliant jousters 
drawn up in battle array, the ladies forming a rainbow-crescent, 
tier on tier above. At last the final trumpet blew. 

Simultaneously, and as if by instinct, each side made a frantic 
charge, meeting in the middle and retiring like a mighty wave ; 
the noise of their sharp encounter resembling the buzzing of a 
monster hive and the roar of a " Woolwich infant " combined, 
striking grimmest horror to the hearts, and gaze of the fair lookers- 
on, who were astonished beyond bounds at the untoward, and 
noisy skirmish. 

Again, and once again, they wildly charged in similar wave- 
like fashion ; horses neighing furiously, and seatless riders being 
picked up incongruously between-times by a fatigue party told off 
for the purpose, whose task was danger-fraught but inglorious, 
demanding crisp courage and iron nerve. 

Surging, clashing whoops came six in number ! Then hubbub 
and confusion untold, necessitating a truce for breathing time. 
The assailants sprang to the lists and levelled one barrier. But 
here Eustace and Colonel Vere Spottiswoode upraised it with a 
vaulting bound from the off side ; and Sir Henry managed, by dint 
of sheer animal force and his perfectly trained steed, to hold the 
other barrier intact, though this appeared half miracle to several 
of the spectators, and loud vivas rent the air. 

Again the combatants closed in a desperate struggle, Crane- 

K 2 
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thorpe receiving an ugly wound on the left temple as he rode to 
the rescue of Eustace, who himself staggered for a moment (being 
hard pressed), but regained his seat to parry the thrust of his 
opponent successfully. Poor Cranethorpe was borne out of the 
ranks, bleeding and senseless. It was a vividly, almost painfully 
exciting scene. 

At last the heralds blew, determining the check, and the ranks 
were duly counted, victory remaining to the side of those who 
held the lists ; though every man afield had fought with equal 
pluck and valour. Here there was half an hour's " falling in " for 
Test ; much needed, for the hearts of riders throbbed in unison 
with those of their panting steeds. 

''And th« sheen of their spears were like stars on the sea 
When the blue wave rolk nightly o'er deep Galilee ! ** 

An after risumi of joust saw the ranks thinned by several 
•officers completely hors de combat, though not dangerously hurt 
like poor young Cranethorpe. Volunteer recruits appropriated 
the vacant shields, and fought on behalf of the vanquished brave. 
But it was quite an "hour before the hostilities recommenced. 
This time Rokeby's restiveness lost Eustace a final chance, and 
the barrier. Sir Henry, too, was unable alone to withstand the 
repeated rebuffs of the enemy. So at the end of turns this 
victory belonged /<jr excellence to Head-quarters' camp, both sides 
being long and loudly cheered. Then the lists were cleared ; the 
ranks broken up, and all adjourned for luncheon, spread in a 
large central tent. Great commiseration prevailed on Crane- 
thorpe's account, for he was a general favourite and a promising 
young officer. Poor little Mrs. Christopher, who had managed 
" to strangle his soul in a mesh of her gold-coloured hair," and 
befooled him to a reprehensible extent, looked really serious for 
once in her life, and reserved her Circean charms for her hus- 
band alone that day, after seeing him carried — pallid as a corpse 
— past the grand stand. Warren would feign have flung fighting 
to the winds and followed his chum back to barracks, had not 
Sir Henry's discipline held him as in a vice. Lunch and the 
drawn victory were sadly marred by this unhappy incident. 

At three o'clock sharp bugles sounded for single and double 
tilts, which were the climax of the tournament, and real excitement 
of the day. Sir Henry and Eustace de Mowbray were chosen 
as champions, the former for Head-quarters, the latter for the 
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station of Lucknow ; the other single-handed encounters to be 
between Colonel Vere Spottiswoode, Major OTlaherty, Warren 
Vansittart, and the Honourable Percy — ^Warren almost mad 
with flattered vanity, at being thus singled out to distinguish 
himself in hand-to-hand combat Six more double jousts were 
told off simultaneously to complete the ring. 

Colonel Spottiswoode and the Major fenced first to the flag- 
staff, and retired after an extremely clever duel with swords, in 
which the Colonel proved himself an adept and a victor. Next 
came Warren's tilt, and he sounded the trumpet of his own 
triumph by loud shouts, which, however ludicrous, met with a 
cheery response from the audience. 

Then came the most thrilling moment of all, when the two 
champions closed for the prizes. 

Eustace looked from head to foot a Launcelot. Rokeby, now 
mastered by his practised hand, sleek-skinned, blood-nostrilled, 
sniffed the steel of conflict with his rider. 

Sir Henry and his horse were likewise a picture, and all eyes 
were strained on the two well-matched assailants, as they cantered 
to the standard. At a given signal, the pas-de-deux commenced 
in business-like style. 

Eustace parried dexterously, but lost ground at first owing to 
Sir Henry's weight and his charger's superior training, but Eustace 
filled up the gap with a Jinesse, not marvellous, considering he 
was one of Angelo's best pupils ; and, notwithstanding Sir Henry's 
prowess, he averted the decisive thrust by foreclosing strategeti- 
cally, and a swift movement on his part, for which he had bided 
his time, sent Sir Henry's horse reeling back on his haunches, 
and ere the latter could resume position, one skilful coup de mairiy 
and Eustace had fairly grounded his opponent ! Shrieks of ap- 
plause followed the dSnoikment of this gamely contested tilt. 

Sir Henry, beyond one frown of annoyance, forgot to be 
angered with his courtly foe, feeling his own fighting to have 
been strictly in accordance with the etiquette de guerre so affected 
by him. Altogether, the sun set proudly on that day of mimic 
warfare, and single and double tilts, summed up, resulted again 
in an equal victory. So the first umpire decided that the prizes 
should depend upon lots drawn by either side ; the ladies to 
superintend the tombola and choose the numbers. 

This time Sir Henry won the Maharajah's cat's-eye amulet, 
which the Chief, with singular graciousness, and much to the 
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"Twere a poncise weDL Surfeited, methinks," accorded 
Thtustcrre. widx rhe cc?trrtesy that *^ had a touch of traitor in it." 

Poor Qtieenie. hcwsTer. missed the greater part of the grand 
doings; having thrrrted when Mr. Cranediorpe came to grief. 
Lady ALored kindly accompanied her back to the Motee Mahal, 
where Sir Henry renimed in hot haste, to &nd her stiU stretched 
on the sofa. But she aniled a £unt, loving smile, as he ap- 
proached her, the well-eamed prize in hand 

" Regina, my wife, are you indeed so ill? ** 

" I feel a little better now vou are safe back. Oh dear ! how 
dreadful to see his poor young £ice all covered with " 

" Tdut I Regina mia, don't dwell upon it May this unique 
but ugly bauble I have gained you, bring luck ! The cafs-eyes, 
say the natives, are cruel, cheating gems, to be worn by those 
who have violated the salt of brodierhood ! But here is a 
beauteous ruby to counteract their influence. And alchemists 
affirm that *a ruby brings joy to the wearer !' Take care of 
yourself, darling V* 

^^ Darling" — z, word he seldom or ever used ! Moreover, Sir 
Henry positively leant down, and kissed her — an unwonted 
demonstration on his part, before a third person. But he very 
likely forgot all about Eustace in the excitement of the moment ; 
especially as Lady Alfred had, with matronly solicitude, con- 
siderably exaggerated his wife's symptoms ! 

Eustace stood out in black relief against the oriel pane, 
bitterly bemoaning his fate ! And yet, who that read not his 
inmost heart but envied him ? In men and women's eyes a hero I 
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That day triumphant, almost to a miracle. But he was wretched, 
and thought himself justifiably so; his dream dreamed, his 
cup of bliss shivered to pieces ! And her — he dared not even 
think of her ! His queenly rose nestling in a bed of thorns. 
Alas, and he loved her still ! 

"You may break, you may shatter the vase if you will. 
The scent of the roses will hang o'er it stiU ! " 

Vixie, where are you ? Never shall thorns prick like those 
your heart and brow will feel if 

" Tiens^ gardes-iu, Eustace ; take those fallen red leaves, 
mingle them with freshest yellow ones ; make therewith a pdi- 
paurrt, whose fragrance will last thee for earth's for ever ! " 



CHAPTER XVI. 

'* Baby lips will laugh me down ; my latest rival brings thee rest ! 
Baby fingers, waxen touches, pressure from the mother's breast I " — 

Locksley Hall. 

That day week, with arms reversed, muffled drums, martial 
music, and measured, mournful tread, they bore all that was 
mortal of poor young Cranethorpe to a soldier's grave ; his 
soul having passed through the island valley of Avillon to a 
spot " where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow, nor ever wind 
blows loudly;" and where no more jousts can annihilate brave 
scions of manhood's glorious promise. 

The self-same sun that saw the " cruel, crawling " sod heaped 
on his curly head smiled on a tiny babe, newly nestled in 
Regina's tired arms. 

Not being a Lady Gay Spanker, nor a French lionne^ Queenie, 
au contraire having motherly instincts strongly developed, 
clasped that wondrous atom to her heart with an ecstatic joy, 
than which no earth-happiness is holier, or more completely 
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unalloyed. It was a never-ending source of untold interest to 
Queenie to turn over 

" The tender pink five-beaded baby soles," 

as Tennyson has it, though the " creasy arms " he alludes to so 
prettily, and which Warren suggested during his first interview 
as a singularly happy thought, was rejected by his sister with 
considerable, if enthusiastic, scorn. 

That day, when Sir Henry returned from his young subaltern's 
funeral, his grave-featured face doubly stem by reason of that 
ominous black band, relieving the bright red of his left arm. 
Lady Alfred approached him with the mysterious air elderly 
ladies invariably assume on these auspicious occasions, and told 
him, with dignified importance, that he was the father of the 
loudly squalling babe which a Mrs. Gamp was sporting in her 
colossal but comfortable arms. 

" A girl I A dear little girl ! And, oh ! so very like you ! " 

" Like the devil I " muttered Sir Henry, gruffly. " I hate 
girls ! why was it not a boy — a son ? Here, take it right away, 
woman (to the nurse) ; I am not a monkey fancier ! " 

Poor Lady Alfred was completely scared by this outburst 
of paternal wrath, and changed the subject of infants as quickly 
as she could, afterwards remarking that she wondered how Sir 
Henry, whom she had always thought most gentleman-like, could 
have condescended to such unparliamentary language. 

" Well, it is a trying occasion^ my love," explained Lord Alfred, 
"singularly trying occasion I Children are a mistake — a demmed 
mistake ! — excuse me, my lady ; so I can quite understand my 
esteemed friend's feelings on the melancholy subject ! " 

The old peeress was doubly shocked to find her lord echoing 
such unorthodox sentiments, and tumed away much dissatisfied 
with the result of the moming's phenomenon. 

Tears sprang to poor Queenie's large languid eyes as Sir 
Henry spoke in unfeeling tones, of the treasure newly lent them 
from the Lord. 

" Oh, Henry, how can you ? — if it should die ! " 

" Well, Regina, you are not dead, thank the Almighty ! and 
with regard to the child, why " 

Here he received a kick across the bed, and a savage glance 
from Lady Alfred, who was preaching no end of platitudes into 
poor Queenie's bewildered ears, culled from the wide range of 
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other people's experience. Being herself childless did not pre- 
vent her taking a tremendous interest in the monotonous but 
exciting topic of other people's babies ! 

Sir Henry found himself worsted in this second campaign 
with her irascible ladyship, who reproachfully observed how 
deeply he had disappointed Queenie by his want of sjrmpathy. 

" But there the babe, there on the mother's bosom, 
LuUed in its sweet and golden rest it lay ; 
Fresh in life's morning, as a rosy blossom, 
It smiled, poor harmless one, her tears away ! " 

Sir Henry turned on his heel, and tramped with soldierlike 
footstep out of his wife's room, anathematizing infants in general, 
and girl-babies in particular ; about whom he inwardly cherished 
some such ideas as a certain nomadic tribe of wild Indians, who 
systematically strangle all maiden images of sin as soon as they 
are bom. Even the great Mahommed himself will not confer a 
soul upon Eve's fair representatives, forgetting that Adam 
appreciated the forbidden fmit quite as much as she did! 



CHAPTER XVII. 

"Three days, the flowers of the garden fair, 
Like stars when the moon is awakened were, 
Or the waves of Baise, ere luminous 
She floats up through the smoke of Vesuvius ! 

And on the fourth, the sensitive plant 
Felt the sound of the funeral chant. 
And the steps of the bearers, heavy and slow, 
And the sobs of the mourners, deep and low. 

The weary sound, and the heavy breath, 
And the silent motions of passing death. 
And the smell, cold, oppressive, and dank, 
Sent through the pores of the coffin's plank ! " 

The SmsiHve Plant, 

Now we must for a little season leave Regina in undisturbed 
possession of her first-bom " child-angel,'' as she was wont to call 
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her infant treasure, and hark back to that October visit which 
Lady Vixen Armytage was paying in Bedford Square, London, W.C. 

It was the very end of October, and the Renfrewshires them- 
selves had only a few days ago come back from '^ furrin pair-rts/' 
as Mrs. Neale expressed it. Indeed the occasion of which I am 
about to speak was Willie's first visit to his father^s house since 
their retum. 

" How are you, Aunt Neale ? Is there any one in with my 
father ? '' he asked, finding her the solitary occupant of the large 
old-fashioned parlour. 

" Nae, ther-re's ne'er-r a soul with the Professor-r, not even a 
fly ! and Tm thinking the beetles themselves is taking an air-ring in 
the back attic, tull he gets time to stick pins in all their stomacks ! 
Ay, WooUie, I'm that mair-ci-ful to come back to a Chr-rees-tian 
land, that I went to the kirk in my yellay satin, with the leg-o'- 
mutton sleeves, and the Virgin's bracelets" (poor Don Guzman's 
garters), '^ and sang the blessed par-ra-phrases with all the force of 
the Psalmist himself, I'm thinking, what time he hung up his har-rp 
in that aw-da-cious Babylon ! And your-r papa's been and bought 
a gir-rul, a real fur-riner, with blue eyes and a doll's wig ! But 
she's as dumb as a door-r-post I So much the better-r, perhaps, for 
she can't shock our senses or deeve our ear-rs with blaspheemous 
idolatry; and she plays the piannay, jest like a monkey tur-ms 
an or-gan, Neilay's helping her on with her clothes, and Lady 
Vixen's up the stair-r — mair-r's the pity ; but maybe she's saving 
her pr-rayer-rs, and I can " 

" Stay, Aunt Neale, for Heaven's sake ! What do you mean, 
bought a girl ? " exclaimed Willie, who had taken all this time 
to digest this strange assertion \ the old lady being, with all her 
peculiarities, very accurate in statements. " Whatever can you 
mean ? I repeat, my father must be mad, or I must." 

" Baith, I reckon," quoth Mrs. Neale, quite calmly, " you to 
house loonies, and he to buy them. Yes, I repeat it, he's been 
and bought a deaf and dumby gir-rul, that used to collect the 
pennies in a Virgin Mary's kirk, where we went to see a picture 
with real candles painted in it, but no mor-re like candles than a 
farthing rush to a donkey." 

Here Willie could stand her prate no longer, but sought the 
den where his entomologist father passed his days in companion- 
ship with every creeping thing that cumbereth the ground, and 
which along with his own person bore the crust and dust of many 
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winter seasons, and summer droughts. It was from a mass of 
philosophic rubbish, and living and dead confusion, that the 
professor advanced to greet his son. 

" Oh, my son William, glad to see you ! Bless me, how well 
you look ! Highly interesting study psychology 1 Drainage 
good at Oaklands ? Red clay soil, I fear — indigenous to water- 
rats. I must show you my Scarabeus Egyptiorum I " 

"First of all, father," said Willie, "I beg enlightenment at 
your hands respecting a girl my Aunt Neale says you have 
purchased in your travels — a Galla slave, I presume 1 " 

" Bless my soul, William, you must have taken leave of your 
senses ! Beetles, not slaves, for my money. Surely my worthy 
sister alludes to Za Perduta — an adventure of ours in the Tuscan 
Campagna ; it is just like her to misplace an Italian episode into 
a Saracenic one. And that reminds me, my son, I wanted your 
advice about this somewhat peculiar case. The fact is, we visited 
a mediaeval votive chapel in the suburbs of Florence, in order to 
lionize a Madonna del Candalabri, supposed to be a Raffaelle. 
I, however, doubt its originality, but think it has claims to be a 
Giulio-Romano. We saw a young maid, who stood to receive our 
mite for viewing the painting, and I was at once struck with the 
classic contour of her face ; and an absent look, added to her 
being a mute, excited my professional curiosity, so I annexed her 
for the paltry sum of about two pounds English money, from the 
vagrant couple who had her in charge, and told me the usual lie 
of finding her on a doorstep. It is my opinion they had stolen 
her as an infant, for she has the physique of gentle birth, and is 
evidently suffering from some severe shock to the brain, either 
reaction from, or the result of, catalepsy, and her voice will return 
with her memory, if we can work carefully to bring both back 
without too great physical pressure. Stay, I will get her here. 
I wish to see if you concur in my diagnosis." 

" Certainly, sir," acquiesced his son ; " but what do you intend 
to do with this human waif?" 

" Oh, try to cure her. She is worth keeping if it is only to look 
at her fkce, or hear her touch the harp or piano. In short she is a 
modem mystery." 

Here the professor tipped a hand-bell that lorded it over the 
antennae of worms on his table, at sound of which a page-boy 
popped his three-quarter visage into the door, saying in a flurried 
treble, — 
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" Yes sir, here sir; what sir? want me, sir? coak sir? " 

"No, Ginx, I don't want coals, I want Miss Renfinewshire. 
Send her here at once ; and stay, do not leave those snake-skins 
any longer in the water; and give some fresh leaves to the 
cocoons, taking care not to disturb the Morddla; and bring me 
the Times in half an hour." 

"Yes, sir, all right, sir!" 

Exit buttons on his multifarious enand; and the Professor 
turned to his son, saying, — 

" Mark me, William, that young girl is a physiological study ; 
a highly-organized sensitive plant, concentrating unrevealed attri- 
butes, and shrinking from contact with a sentient incomplete- 
ness." 

Here the door opened once more, and Neila rushed into her 
brother's arms, who the moment after raised his eyes to fix them 
on a maiden form of helpless, but perfect loveliness — " from foot 
to forehead exquisitely turned ; " and notwithstanding the vacant 
stare in those eyes of deepest, darkest, clearest blue, and the 
timid trembling of the rose-leaf mouth, the young physician felt 
a tender thrill in the contemplation of that appalling Clytie-like 
face, which a Hebe such as Lady Marguerite had failed to evoke 
at first sight. In short, Willie felt himself stupidly, blindly, 
suddenly and most unaccountably in love with his father's strange 
purchase. The girl herself glanced at him with a prolonged but 
perfectly colourless, and unearthlike intensity, then went straight 
up to his father, placing her taper fingers on the professc^s 
rusty old coat, and looking up into his face with a mystic worship- 
fulness. 

" Come-sta^ Perduia mia, cotne-sta ? " said the old man gently ; his 
knowledge of Italian being limited, he had tried her on their first 
meeting with English. " And that is what makes it all the more 
mysterious to me to find she perfectly understands English ; but 
you see, William, she is too lost at present in cloudland to be 
able to enlighten us herself in any way." 

"Is she not pretty ?" whispered Neila to her brother; "and 
so gentle and winning in her ways — ^is it not a pity ? " 

" Yes, a thousand pities," replied Willie in a low tone ; " but 
you see she seems to understand all we say." 

" Yes, and she can write on a slate, quite well, both Italian and 
English, and was found in a blade of grass, she says ! " 

" Indeed, the father told me a doorstep ; but it realizes the old 
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Scotch proverb, ' Ilka blade o' grass keps its ain drap o' dew !' 
It would be a good thing if all drops of dew were as limpid as 
this one. It also reminds me of the Viva that poor Tricotrin 
turned up in a ditch, or something ; but I forget young ladies 
don't affect Ouida ! " 

" I have read * Under Two Flags ' ! " said Neila pertly, pinch- 
ing his ear. 

Here they turned to the slate on which Perduta (as we shall 
now call her) had written these words in a distinct but foreign- 
looking hand, and which she was giving the Professor to read. 

^^ Maestro^* (that is the name she always called him), "who is that 
gentleman that looked at me so earnestly? Is he the brother of 
Neila, and your son ? " 

" Yes, my child," said the Professor, stroking her russet hair 
of that rare shade mediaeval artists, such as the great monk 
Angelico, loved so well to paint. 

Shortly after Renfrewshire was left alone with his father. 

" Well, William, what think you ? Is she curable ? " 

"Cannot judge yet," answered Willie. "Now, if I had her 
down at Oaklands, it would be a different thing." 

"Ah! well, we can discuss the feasibility of such a project 
later on. Meanwhile there are the scardbei and some mollusca I 
want you to examine." 

" All right, father, but my time is limited, as I am pretty full at 
Oaklands, and have only an assistant, — enthusiastic, but inexperi- 
enced — to relieve me." 

" Yes, but respite from work like yours is a necessity. Remem- 
ber, brain tension must not be too fine, or too prolonged," sug- 
gested the elder man thoughtfully. 

" Oh 1 no fear of that," replied Willie, lightly ; and then he 
underwent, in a martyr-spirit, the hour's long boredom of a slow 
canter on his father's " horse of Hob," — as a polite but idiomatic 
foreigner described it, — after which he entered the parlour, or 
morning-room, in order to bid farewell to the fairer and more 
interesting specimens of animal creation sharing his father's daily 
patronage. Lady Vixen greeted him with a cordial grace. 

"What news have you of de Mowbray, Lady Vixen? — ^good 
news, I trust ? " he asked pointedly. 

She blushed prettily. 

" Oh yes, thank you, Mr. Renfrewshire : I have just had a 
letter from him. He was well, and enjoying himself at a place 
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called Simla, having won a race. But you have yet to learn my 
cousin is a splendid horseman. In Spain we had little or no 
opportunity of showing off our equestrianism." 

" True ; are you fond of riding, Lady Vixen ? If so you shall 
try my cob. I forgot, ladies don't care to ride doctors' cobs ! ** 

"I should rather think not ! " cried Vixie, laughing; "and I 
don't care for London riding at all." 

Perduta listened attentively to this small talk, but ever with 
that vacant abstraction in her own eyes, strangely out of keeping 
with her apparent intelligence. Not at all surprising to Willie, 
however, who was up to the freemasonry of such phases amid the 
fearful and wonderful organizations he daily encountered. He 
kept watching her from time to time, with the same thrill he had 
experienced at first sight In fact, his soul seemed to sympathize 
with the purity embodied in that stricken flower-like form. Mag- 
netism, affinity, this rapport is now styled by materialistic writers, 
but the elder sentimentalists were wont to call it love ; and pray 
why shouldn't we love at first sight, in the same way we read 
music, drink in a landscape, or skim a yellow-capped sensational ? 

Renfrewshire rose to take his departure on hearing the lunch 
gong. 

" Can't possibly wait," he explained. 

" Well, then, good-bye, WooUie," said Mrs. Neale. By way of a 
mild valedictory request she added, " and you might jest call for 
Lady Vixen sometimes, and take her to some sight-seeing, such 
as the Tower-r, the Thames Tunnel — a most wonder-r-ful place, 
my dear-r, wher-r-e you buy mugs for two-pence, and money-pigs 
for three-pence. Then ther-r-e's Madame Tussaud's, and the 
Polytechnic, and the Whisper-ring Gallery, for-rby Westminster-r 
Abbey!" 

" I beg your pardon," said Vixie, with mock gravity, " but I 
haye lunched at the Tower with Colonel Wingfield, of the Guards, 
and his wife. I have also seen Westminster Abbey, but I shall 
be delighted to make the acquaintance of the other interesting 
places you have named." 

"Ay, ay," said Mrs. Neale, with great dignity, "Neilay 
went to all those places — even the room of horrors, and down in 
the diving-bell, as pairt of her eddication. She has had a mint 
of advantages. Talking of mints, the money-making's wor-rth 
seeing ; and talking of eddication, I did nae think much of that 
Miss Spinach ; and I am gr-reatly a-fear-red your-r cousins are 
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practically very ignorant lassies ! I remember Lady Mar-r-garet 
couldn't tur-run a stocking-heel, nor her sister-r tell me how 
many times to skim a hroth^ or str-rain a sick jelly (namely, 
an invalid's jelly). And there's few can knit or spin with Neilay, 
though I say it, that shouldn't ; — ^nae, nae, none of your-r furrin 
teachings for-r me; all tends fimage-worship, and play-acting, 
and sich like mancever-rings of Satan, and the roar-ring lions that 
didn't eat Dauniel, by r-reason of having had a good dinner-r 
beforehand, I suppose. Leastways, I think it says so in my 
Concor-rdance ! '* 

Here Willie Renfrewshire bowed himself abruptly from the 
room, and Vixie knocked over the old lad/s antiquated spinning- 
wheel in order to conceal her laughter. Even the meek Perduta 
seemed to understand Mrs. Malaprop this time, and smiled softly 
to herself. 



CHAPTER XVIIL 

" Sense and nonsense, congniity and incongruity, are only determined by 
the outer world, and we consider our conceptions to be wild or rational only 
as they correspond with it." — Sydney Smith. 

Lady Vixen Armytage spent a quiet but pleasant month with 
her hospitable friends in Bedford Square, and got quite a liking 
for the eccentric but genuine-hearted Professor. Suffice it to say, 
she did not go to the Thames Tunnel to invest in mugs and 
money-boxes, neither did she do Madame Tussaud's ; but in place 
of these instructive (?) notorieties traversed picture-galleries with 
Renfrewshire, and his sister, and was demoralized enough to 
go to the theatre to see Irving in The Bells and RichelieUy 
ignoring the fact of thereby (according to Mrs. Neale's theory) 
losing her passport to that narrow gate leading to the kingdom 
of heaven, which she (Mrs. Neale), not being a playhouse 
frequenter, made for herself a certainty. 

The Professor's "purchase," to quote the same authority, 
deeply interested Vixie, who could not help pitying the lovely 
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mute — ^lovelier than any Greek model, pure as the lily of the 
Annunciation ; but somehow, since they found her in that little 
Capella di Sancta Maria dei Fiori, either by dint of Mrs. Neale's 
unhappy temper or some constitutional infirmity, La Perduta had 
gradually become quite insane, and Willie induced his father to 
intrust her to his keeping for a season. Lady Vixen being most 
anxious to see what an asylum was really like, Willie, after a little 
pressing, promised to escort her over " Oaklands." Accordingly, 
one crisp November day (not foggy for a wonder), they drove out 
to his Utopia, as Neila still called it It was a beautifully 
situated old place, about three miles from town, had once been 
a nobleman's seat, but burned to the ground and rebuilt by an 
immediate predecessor of Renfrewshire, who converted it to its 
present use ; but having more brains than money, and too few 
brainless people to cover the necessarily large outlay of such an 
estate, he gave it up ; and Willie, with a private fortune to back 
him and a nominal sum for the goodwill, secured the interest of 
the ground rent, "a first-class connection," and "a genteel 
residence," as the doctor and house-agent respectively expressed 
it The grounds were cunningly laid out in lawns, garden 
terraces, and shrubberies ; some very old trees about rendering 
it delightful in summer. Still, as Vixie drove up to the main 
entrance, it gave her a thrill of repulsion to think of the soulless 
bodies eking out a living death within those walls. Of Willie's 
private residence only a sitting-room, bedroom, and office were 
furnished; two large reception rooms and some second-floor 
bedrooms remaining in statu quoy not even papered. 

" You see I have no use for so many apartments," explained 
Renfrewshire, " and my assistant sleeps in the asylum." 

" These chambers of emptiness and desolation," said Lady 
Vixen mischievously, " suggest the necessity of your taking to 
yourself a wife, I think!" And here she remembered remorse- 
fully that her cousin Marguerite was still in the schoolroom. 

" No fear of that," said Willie, pensively enough ; " I am 
wedded to my profession !" Here he took an important-looking 
bunch of keys out of his pocket and said, " Are you ready, 
ladies?" 

They acquiesced ; then, after opening one strong door that had 
a grill in the middle, which was all the glimpse of outer world 
panted to the convent-like inhabitants of that debatable land, 
they entered a long avenue, up and down which was walking. 
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with demure and statuesque precision. Perduta, all alone, with 
dead and dying leaves around her, looking in her sublime 
serenity an incarnate vision of Luca della Robbia's Virgin in that 
ancient market-place of Florence. She appeared to recognize 
them all, but beyond an inclination of her head passed away into 
the distance without any demonstration of interest or otherwise. 

" How sad ! " said Lady Vixen, who was on in front with 
Renfrewshire. 

He sighed. " Yes, that poor young girl has met with some 
terrible experience, the secret of which she longs to reveal but 
cannot, for horror has literally shut up both heart and lip I " 

Here they arrived at the door of the larger building, beauti- 
fully kept, with flowers, conservatories, and all kinds of tasteful 
and fantastic devices to train the wandering senses, and appeal 
to the varied fancies of the inmates. But the very first room 
was a terrible revelation. Some poor creatures muttering to 
themselves, or to imaginary beings peopling the air. Others 
cursing and swearing loudly, in an adjoining corridor. One .poor 
lady shouting " Murder, murder ! " in a Macbeth-like voice and 
manner ; another wringing her hands, moaning piteously, " I am 
drowning; oh! save me,. I am drowning!" Others were 
walking to and fro, calm enough to all outward appearance, but 
their eyes had no look of earth abo\it them I One beautiful girl 
was arrayed in a soiled white satin dress, with an orange-blossom 
wreath, and dirty-white satin shoes (the tears started to Vixie's 
eyes, as she guessed this girl's sad fate). Most of the inmates 
hailed Mrs. Neale as one of themselves. Certainly in costume 
and bearing, she did habitually look far from sane ; but she* was 
greatly discomfited at receiving the embraces of a very frantic- 
looking party, who said, — 

" Ah, you have come to live with us, and are Her Majesty of 
Pugnoses and High Cheekbones ; oh, no ; I recollect now, you 
are His Excellency of Thieves and Cutthroats ! " 

" Her-re, Woollie, come to your aunty's rescue ; this stark- 
star-ring woman is insulting me, and I cannot pit up with it ! 
Pugnoses, indeed ! Cut-thr-roats, indeed ! " 

However, her placidity was presently restored when, in pass- 
ing through a garden to another part of the " ladies' wing " — as 
it was called — they met an elderly gentleman with a nightcap on, 
who begged her acceptance of a pinch of snuff, and said, on the 
spur of the moment, — 
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*' Bjr Jupiter, madam^ how handsome yoa aie, and how 
enffagtng ! will you come to my aims and be a wanioi's bride?'' 

Mrs. Neale evidently highly appreciated this biave kn^t of 
the snuff-box and nightcap, for she bobbed and curtsied con- 
tinuously — simpering and smiling in the most ludicroos manner, 
as if she thought it wouldn't be half a bad speculation to become 
A '* warrhf^s bride** — adding in a stage-whisper to Renfrewshire's 
assistant, — 

'^ What a shame for my nephew to shut up that sane gentle- 
man—a very sensible man, to be sur-re ! " 

During their further progress, Vixie, by some means, got dis- 
engaged from the rest, while listening to the mournful appeals of 
a tea^stained woman, covered with Turkish towels, who prayed 
her, for mercy's sake, to ask the Almighty to vouchsafe her a 
new body, adding, poor wretch, — 

*• You see these towels ; well, they only cover my skin ; I have 
no bones, and had a body, but it is worn out ! " 

Vixie felt touched at this singular application and the pain- 
struck face of the applicant, but hurried away from her to rejoin 
the others, when lo 1 just as she was crossing an open court-j^ird, 
she felt somebody seizing her from behind, quick as thought, 
and a voice, sibillant and hissing, resounded in her ear, — 

" Acqua lb/ana^ come with me— come at once — and find the 
marriage lines I " And, without further ceremony, Vixie felt 
herself dragged to the far end of the enclosure. The stranger, 
pointing her finger downwards to a small puddle of water, large 
enough to reflect both their images, screamed, — " There ! There 
are the marriage lines 1 There, too, the child I Hush ! — Don't 
tell. I put it m lost night, myself, and these two hands are warm 
with its blood — warm with its blood ! " 

At this crisis Lady Vixen was ready to faint with terror, 
especially as the maniac had a firm grip of her arm ; but a tall, 

Sowerful figure stood up before them, and explained that the 
eing had sprung away from her own grasp. At sight of this 
woman, who was her nurse and keeper, the maniac disengaged 
her hold of Vixie, and straightway stood in fierce defiance before 
them ! Her face wild, but with traces of uncommon beauty, her 
neck and bosom completely bared to the winter air, her long 
dishevelled hair in many places torn out by handfuls, and her 
gown in veriest shreds about her. 

" Sad case I " volunteered the attendant. " This lady is a 
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young countess, and imagines herself a lost woman, and a 
murderess, whereas she has a beautiful baby, and her husband, 
the earl, comes to see her in a splendid carriage ; but she spits 
in his face, and takes him to the pool to find her marriage 
lines!" 

The poor lost countess was by this time busily occupied in 
taking off her shoes and stockings, and Vixie, guided by the 
nurse, regained Renfrewshire's side, and found them all examin- 
ing with interest a parasol-cover, crocheted most elaborately by 
means of a pin, by a very ingenious lady, who kept on reiterat- 
ing,— 

" I love you, doctor; I love you, doctor !" greatly to Willie's 
own and their amusement 

Another old personage fancied herself the Queen, and singling 
out Vixie as the Princess of Wales, handed her some verses, 
very clever, but written backwards. 

Several of the patients buttonholed both doctors, with long 
complaints and eloquent entreaties for freedom. Indeed, they 
sometimes had difficulty in ridding themselves of their patients, 
who vociferated in deafening chorus and utter disconnectedness 
all round them. 

One old lady informed them '' she lived in a shoe ! " 

" Yes," added Willie, " and she imagines her bed the stocking, 
and alwajTS gets int6 it from a hole in the back. That other old 
dame ties up her jaw, and lies as flat as possible, literally 
believing she does die nightly, but is permitted, by a species of 
enchantment, to live during the day. That lady who looks so 
stout, walking past us now, has got on four dresses, and I don't 
know how many petticoats, her object for carrying about on her 
person all her available wardrobe being a fear that it should be 
stolen ! " 

" And a very smar-rt idea]r 1 " said Mrs. Neale, approvingly, who 
would very much like to nave imitated her example, and did 
propose sundry little plans to herself of thus securing some of 
her own personal property from possible purloining. At all 
events, she gave McTavish the order to make five capacious 
pockets, greatly to that individual's astonishment, on her return 
from this visit to " Oaklands." 

" Well, I have heard of * Bedlam let loose,' but never realized 
what it sounded like till to-day 1 " exclaimed Neila. " I do hope, 
Willie, Perduta does not come among these people. You told me 

L 2 
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perfect quiet alone would cure her, when papa and I surrendered 
the dear child to your keeping ! " 

" Yes, and I say so still," replied her brother. " Of course 
Perduta does not mingle with the worst cases, most of which you 
have had the privilege of seeing ; and those very quiet ones, let 
me tell you, are the most hopeless, dangerous, and suicidal 
patients of all, requiring watch night and day. And that lady 
who came up to you, Neila, and appeared so self-possessed, and 
carefully and neatly attired, is also a hopeless case, her singular 
delusion being that she is a married woman. She nearly drove 
a poor man out of his senses by swearing she was his wife ; and 
for self-defence be sent her here ! " 

" Dear me 1 And I, too, thought her quite sane, and wondered 
she should be here ! " said Vixie. 

" A very natural conclusion," remarked Renfrewshire. " Sanity 
can only be clearly determined by a disciplined, and wide range 
of experience. You might, for example, meet many of my 
patients, and pass some hours in their society, without lighting 
upon their peculiar delusions. Some, besides, are periodical 
maniacs. So the * rift in the lute * is there, if concealed /r^ tem, ; 
and it is no less a fact that every one you see here is under two 
properly authenticated certificates, or we dare not keep them an 
hour. I know there is a great deal of sensational writing obtain- 
ing now-a-days, through third-rate periodicals, about sane people 
being illegally retained in this and similar institutions. All bosh I 
my dear Lady Vixen. Certainly, I own, with regret, a good many 
mushroom doctors have sprung up, through the ease with which 
degrees are now obtained, and it is an infernal shame that these 
low-born and unscrupulous fools should be allowed to smatter in 
the higher and more delicate branches of our noble profession, 
such as pyschology, to which I and my father before me have 
served an honest and practical apprenticeship. I doubt not there 
are some cruel and rapacious minds capable, for the sake of a 
new bonnet for their wives, or a little swagger on their own 
account, of signing a certificate for some one, whom they only 
see one moment, and have never heard of before, not having the 
experience necessary for such a summary diagnosis, and thereby 
working into the hands of unprincipled people, who have an 
object in ridding themselves of a troublesome or wealthy relative. 
But the system is being thoroughly sifted, and the Commissioners 
are far too wide awake to allow any such scandals to be pro- 
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longed. As for me, I am only too thankful to send home any 
single one of my fellow-creatures to their families^ clothed and in 
their right minds ! " 

"That minds me, Woollie," said Mrs. Neale, sententiously, 
" they might be a gr-reat deal mor-re clothed in their-r wrong 
minds. They ought to be made wear-r, red cloth coatties, for- 
by wool comfor-rters. One young woman, indeed, was na 
decent ! " 

" Oh, the Countess, you mean. Well, you see. Aunt Neale, 
you don't approve of ball dresses, and she was not half so liable 
to cold, as many ladies of fashion are in ball-rooms of the present 
day ; for, besides leaving little to the imagination of the artist or 
sculptor, as far as neck and arms are concerned, they go further 
still, and strongly resemble Venus running out of the sea in too 
great a hurry to put on more than one garment, and that only 
large enough for a full-grown baby ! " 

^ Yes, and scant enough for a scarecrow," added Neila, vera- 
ciously. " One of the poor ladies told me, Willie, that her 
attendant — ^she called her — ^was most cruel ; * rasped ' her head 
daily with a tooth-comb, and forced her into a bath." 

" Oh, that is Mrs. Simpson," laughed Willie ; " she is a noto- 
rious grumbler, and would remain a ' great unwashed,' as well as 
a * tall, unkempt ' female from year's end to year's end, if she 
were not coerced into keeping herself moderately up to the mark. 
None of the nurses are cruel — at least, if we ever catch them ill- 
using a patient, they are instantly discharged." 

Here they arrived at a suite of rooms by themselves, and 
partitioned off by a green-baize door. 

" These are where Perduta lives, when not walking up and 
down as you see her." 

Charming, bright-looking apartments they certainly were. One, 
her bedroom, blue-papered, and carpeted to match, with dainty 
white bed furniture and an altar to the " Madonna dei Fiori," 
with fresh hot-house flowers in old-fashioned vases. 

" Oh, how sweetly pretty ! " exclaimed the two girls in one 
breath, Mrs. Neale having stalked ahead with the assistant 
doctor, as her nephew had not cared to open the " Sesame " of 
these two little bowers to her ! 

" Yes, she has most refined thoughts, poor child ! " said Willie, 
plaintively ; " and is very attached to a missal I have bought her ; 
and blue and white being the Virgin's symbols, are also her 
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£ivourite colours. She has a dim, but deeply religious vein of 
sentiment" 

Here they found themselves in the corridor once more, having 
approached it by a garden terrace opening out from Perduta's 
boudoir. 

In the first room they entered a lady walked up to them^ 
holding her head tighdy on with both hands, explaining to them 
it would tumble off if she did not do so, adding, — 

^^ As to my two legs, it is most miserable, but one of them is 
running down the avenue and the other is in that comer. Oh, 
doctor 1 the agony it is to see myself walking about in this piece- 
meal fashion, and the time it takes me to collect all the bits of my 
body I Perhaps this lady" (pointing to Mrs. Neale) ''would pick 
me up my toes ! " 

" Lor-rd have mer-rcy ! " cried Mrs. Neale ; " I haVn't got 
any toes about me ; ther-re's naught but my pocket-handkerchief, 
the caddy key, my spectacles, my pur-rse, two thimbles, and half 
a box of Pontefrac's in my blue bag, forby, indeed, ' On Foot 
Zionwar-rds i but thafs a tract, and foot doesn't mean toes, I 
reckon 1 Hoot away, woman, and dinna &sh me aboot your-r 
toes, indeed 1 " 

Here the room getting a little too hot to hold Mrs. Neale and 
her tumbled-to-pieces foe, they retired to another, where a lady, 
robed from head to foot in deepest black, and closely veiled, rose 
upon their entrance, but shrank down immediately into her chair 
again. 

" That lady," whispered Willie, " never looks on the daylight, 
and is always veiled like this, on the Mokanna principle of being 
too hideous to let any one see her face. She has written down 
rigid directions that she is to be buried with that great pall over 
her. I have suggested to her to adopt a padlocked couvre-nez^ 
like the Man of the Iron Mask, but she prefers sticking to her 
present get-up ; and now, I am sure, you must all be tired out, 
and the horses will take cold waiting. I am sorry. Lady Vixen, 
I cannot offer you luncheon, but you are far too formidable a 
party for my bachelor mknage ; and my Lady Matron, who might 
have entertained you, is in London making some purchases for 
these poor lost sheep of my keeping ! " 

'' Thank you, Mr. Renfrewshire, it has been an amusing yet 
sad sight," said Lady Vixie ; "and we had lunch before we came. 
After all, I am glad I did venture here, for it relieves me to think 
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of afflicted beings like these having such an agreeable entouragey 
for surely no one could expect them to air such dreadful eccen- 
tricities in the bosoms of their families 1 " 

"Decidedly not," replied Willie. "Several of these poor 
creatures are positively happy in their delusions and incon- 
gruities ; others, however, pine for freedom. It is a case of -^olian 
Harp versus Vinegar here." 

" I earnestly hope La Perduta will be restored to reason." 

" Alas ! so do I," sighed Renfrewshire. " She sometimes 
appears sans espoir de gu'erisony at other times I have a ray of 
hope. Only some tremendous shock, either of pleasure or pain, 
though, can do it" 

Lady Vixen was very thoughtful and silent during their home- 
ward drive, and, in the interval before dressing for dinner, retired 
to her chamber and read over Eustace's last letter, received the 
night before." 

"Poor darling," she murmured softly to herself; "an earth- 
quake, and to lose his uniform ! He always was so careless ; and, 
dear me ! I do not half appreciate his accepting this appointment 
and throwing himself into the clutches of * My Queen ' again. 1 
dare say she is a fast, horrid woman — must be ! " 

Here she closed the letter, after fondly kissing the beloved 
handwriting. Then she gazed long and lovingly at the cabinet 
portrait of that fine, manly cousin of hers, taken in full regi- 
mentals previous to their foreign tour. 

She said aloud, while stretching her hand half across the bed 
for the black tulle dinner-dress, supplemented with sunflowers, 
which Louise had placed ready for her, " If he sends me 
back the ring my heart will break ! yes, yes, my .heart will 
break!" 

Poor, foolish Vixie ! Broken hearts are as common now-a- 
days as broken limbs, broken reputations, and broken fortunes ! 

Broken limbs can be patched up again, or exorcised by Hutton 
into becoming once more "sweet and serviceable to their 
wearer." 

Broken reputations ! what say the wise French ? — " Ce rCest que 
le f rentier pas qui coUte!^ 

Broken fortunes ! — hey^ presto I Is it not as easy to blow 
bubbles as it is for them to burst ? 

Broken hearts ! — oh, is there any balm in Gilead — any angel 
footfialls on the tufted floor ? 
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Whose voices whisper, — 

" Quaff, oh quaff the kind Nepenthe ! " 

Alas, Vixie, Nepenthe is only to madden, not cure ! Death, 
death is the only respite for a broken heart ! or work — ^hard, 
relentless work. Work like Evangeline's, or Florence Nightin- 
gale's ! 

That is if Death, obstinately remaining in a far distant field, 
beckoning with skeleton fingers, still refuses the alternative of his 
longed-for embrace ! 



CHAPTER XIX. 

" An excellent thing it is when first, in gladness, 
A mother looks into her infant's eyes ; 
Smiles to its smiles, and saddens to its sadness ; 

Pales at its paleness, sorrows at its cries. 
It's food, and sleep, and smiles, and little joys, 
All these come ever blent with one low, gentle voice." 

WomatCs Voice. 

QuEENiE decided to name her infant girl " Pearl," in memory 
of the Motee-Mahal, motee signifying pearL There was grave 
doubt whether her fragile bud of babehood would resist the cold 
chill of that wintry world into which it had been prematurely 
ushered. But a mother's tears and prayers prevailed, and 
Queenie's darling survived the first few weeks of dreaded anxiety 
to become the usual phenomenon. Fortunately, it is not Eastern 
etiquette to comment on the pros and cons of creation, it being 
considered a blasphemous mockery of Allah's matchless handi- 
work to suggest that a child is either " thin as a skeleton " or 
** chubby as a cherub." This Mahommedan conceit saved Regina 
many a heart-pang, for her faithful Gulabie, being a devout limb 
of the Prophet, made his will her desideratum ; whereas an 
English nurse, after dwelling by the hour on baby's puny propor- 
tions, might have ended by over-stuffing the weak little creature 
with artificial food till, like a chicken, it died of surfeit. 
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More than ever engaging did Queenie look as a young and 
interesting mother. One day she was seated in the Oriel Room 
of the Motee-Mahal, the sleeping doll smothered in lace, linen, 
and rose satin by her side, Anastasia and she occupied with 
some feminine adornment for the christening ceremony, which was 
to take place that afternoon. Shortly Warren bounded into the 
room, opening the fire of his discourse all abruptly, as was his 
wont. 

" The coolies are back from the jungle, and have hunkwad sl 
pig in a big date grove, the north side of the Emambarra, so 
here goes for * the wretched, bloody, and usurping boar.' Thank 
the beneficent Provider of all good sports," he added piously. 

"Yes, indeed, be thankful when it is too late!" exclaimed 
Regina. " I consider pig-sticking a most dangerous and cruel 
pastime ; and remembering how recently Mr. Cranethorpe has 
sacrificed his life in inglorious warfare, I should imagine lej'eu 
ne vaudrait pas la chandelleP 

" Poor Cranethorpe ! " said Warren with a sigh, " he's gone 
to the happy hunting grounds, I hope ; and that's no reason why 
we should give up all manly and invigorating exercises because it 
was his confounded "bad luck to be knocked down. Not that I 
don't miss my pal, for I just do I " Here, to turn the painful 
topic, he added brusquely, " Now you two women, just fling away 
that flimsy frippery, and attend to my august instructions. First 
of all, Queenie, you look up my kakee-rung (shooting jacket), and 
mend the pocket ; and, Anastasia, you may have the honour of 
fishing-up some needles, and silk, and stufl* like that, and putting 
them into an arrangement she (meaning Regina) calls a ' house- 
wife;' that's to say if Queenie's not too dead-nuts on that baby 
as to ^" 

" Oh, heavens 1 " screamed both ladies excitedly, " you will 
kill it ! " 

"Kill what?" demanded the unconscious Warren, who had 
taken the berceaunette for a work-basket, and was deliberately 
flinging it out of the way, that he might obtain a clearer view of 
Anastasia's face. 

" Ifs the baby I " vociferated both ladies once more, and in the 
same breath. 

"Oh, all right," said Warren; "beg its pardon, but could 
scratch its face, for Anastasia's not been half so jolly since the rabbit 
(and I declare it's exactly like a rabbit) came, Queenie. Another 
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inspired thought ! Christen it Rabitta Roddy ffe — sounds eupho- 
nious, and is in keeping with the Poet Laureate's graceful allusion 
to the * creasy arms.' But to resume my parable. No sooner do 
I chaff Anastasia out of the bluey indigo of stockingism, than 
she adopts the worser evil of baby-worship." 

" CMp-rdo! you rude boy," cried Regina. 

^' Oh, I don't mind/' exclaimed the amiable Anastasia. " I 
hope uncle is not going to this pig-sticking; he had such a 
beautiful horse ripped to pieces last time he did so, and being 
far too old to stand the hard riding, was overtaken with fatigue in 
a jungle ! " 

"That must have been demmed uncomfortable, my love," 
said Warren, imitating Lord Alfred's delivery so as to make both 
his hearers collapse with laughter ; " but let me tell you, grizzly 
sportsmen beat us young fellows to smithereens in pig-sticking. 
We're so hot-headed, while they're so devilish cool. We either 
lunge too widely, or charge too straight and get toppled over, 
whereas the old Nimrods ride cunning. By the way, Queenie, 
I'm going to borrow your Deccannee Galloway ; the Colonel's lent 
him ^" 

" No, he has not, I have," said Queenie. " I told Eustace — 
Captain de Mowbray, I mean — he might have him." 

" Oh, all right," acquiesced her brother good-naturedly, " I'D 
bet he gef s a buster then, for Eustace has not had much practice 
with sangliers. Well, I shall, in that case, take French leave of 
the Governor's Nedjdjie mare ; she's got the points for me, by 
Jove ! — ^lean game head like Anastasia's, clean pasterns like 
hers, and finer, softer hair than either of you." 

" Oh, do not ride her, Warren," remonstrated Regina ; " she 

11 get her thin, blue skin pricked to pieces in the jungle." 

" No help for it, sorella mia. My own * gee ' has got bursdttee, 
worse luck ! and I should not be able to control Wamba a 
yard, besides he's in training for the Sonepore flat" 

Here Sir Henry and Eustace de Mowbray came into the room. 

" Regina, do you know if my pistol-flask is here, and the knap- 
sack ? We shall have to start by daybreak to-morrow. And, by the 
bye, I find I cannot manage the christening this afternoon, because 
I have got a court-martid. I forget what name you are going to 
call the thing ! — I say, de Mowbray, do you mind ordering your 
buggy round for me ? I've lamed the chestnut riding out here — 
and then I'll have some tiffin, and be ofi" ! " 
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" Henry," said Queenie, the tears starting in her eyes, " you 
don't mean to say you are not to be present to see our child 
baptized ? — I cannot and will not believe it 1 " 

" Then, once for all., my answer to you is, I am a soldier ; it is 
not a case of will not, but cannot^ 

" Well, you could easily ask the Brigadier to postpone the 
court-martial, or Papa might " 

" You must be mad, Regina ; I am to excuse myself like the 
fellow in the Bible, and not only say IVe married a wife, but add 
Tve got a baby, so I cannot come ! " 

" Jehannem grant that I may be fatherless," suggested Warren, 
sotfo voce, " if all brats become bones of contention like your 
rabbit, Queenie ! " 

Sir Henry meanwhile strided downstairs with dignity, and not 
another word. 

Regina bent over her infant treasure, which lifted up its puny 
voice, and wept, at which Warren, with fingers in ears, fled pre- 
cipitately, and Eustace alone remained, thinking he had never 
seen a more exquisite tableau than that Madonna-like mother 
and child. 

So Queenie Jiad nothing for it but dry her eyes, and drive to 
church with her father. Lady Alfred, Anastasia, and Eustace, the 
blind-as-a-bat old clergyman positively addressing Eustace as the 
&ther of the child, being far too orthodox to suppose any Chris- 
tian infant could renounce *' the pomps and vanities " without 
a paternal relative to back up that renunciation. Lady Alfred, 
as sponsor, felt more than ever convinced that her previous 
beau'idial was now far from a model husband. Eustace himself 
had a shrewd suspicion that the court-martial was only a partial 
excuse, but kept his own counsel, and constrained himself to 
soothe Queenie, while his heart bled for her. Indeed, it was ^.1 
apostolic task for him to live from day to day under the same 
roof with this most lovable woman, and eliminate his passion to 
such an extent as her own purity — " her worst thought being 
whiter than her pretty hand," — compelled him to do. Quant d 
Regina, it was fortunate that the sealed-up springs of her affec- 
tions had a natural outlet, by bursting forth in effusion towards 
her chUd, or Queenie might at this juncture of her wedded life 
have given herself up to despair, or even worse. A high-souled 
woman, with boundless capacity for loving, demands an object, 
and Sir Henry had rather unreasonably visited his disappointment 
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about a son and heir on his wife's head, therefore she felt herself 
further off than ever from obtaining a key to the locked-up 
treasure of his heart As I mentioned before, Sir Henry was 
high and self-contained, his passion even succumbing to his 
pride, and Queenie felt as afraid of him, as any child of a tall, 
stem father, whose superiority she recognizes, but whose love is 
beyond her comprehension. Even her baby's clinging, creeping 
ways seemed to be avenging, not satisfying ; so in Regina's bosom 
pain was lord ! 

Next morning at daylight, or rather before it, Sir Henry, Eus- 
tace, and Warren had their chdta hazree^ in order to make a 
start betimes, and get to the covert-side before the shikarees, 
told off to the Aunkwa, fired the thrilling signal to announce 
the breaking of the foe. That kitmutgar to whom Queenie had 
attracted Eustace's attention, served them on this occasion. He 
had come under reprimand two or three times for trivial acts of 
insubordination, and Eustace had always a dislike and distrust of 
him, but this morning gave him some hurried directions, as he 
was to be the General's body servant during the temporary 
absence of his own bearer. As Eustace spoke apart to the man, 
he could not but notice a strange sinister smile pass over his face. 
Years afterwards he had reason to recall that expression — ^with 
what pain or misgiving, the future alone could tell. 

The meet being a good ten miles from the Motee-Mahal, they 
drove to covert. Then Eustace mounted Regina's Galloway, a 
wonderful creature, up to weight, and able to hold his own, both 
in pace and endurance, with larger animals. Sir Henry was on a 
splendid Aneezah Arab, for which he had given the fabulous 
sum of 3,000 rupees (;£^3oo), it having belonged to the Nawab 
of the Carnatic, being at his death sold to a Bombay dealer. 
"W&iren's mount was the pure Nejd mare, a perfect lady all over, 
and well worth his panegyrics. 

Natives were posted in trees to impart information by means 
of white hand-flags, screaming out from time to time, rather idioti- 
cally, " Woh^jata hiT ("There he goes"), meaning the "pig," 
ignoring the fact that every one was not up a tree like themselves. 
It was a moment of rare and concentrated excitement ; tom-tom 
waliahs (namely, native town-criers) making a hideous row with 
tom-toms to startle the thicket, and shikarees waiting to fire the 
signal, the instant the foe sighted the plain. 
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It came like lightning speed, that pistol-shot, thrilling with its 
own flame to expectant heart and brain. 

Off galloped the hunt, a party of twelve, including our three 
cavaliers. The great object in riding "pig" is to blow the 
animal, by making a running at the top pace of your horse, and 
doubling on him before he can recover breath from the burst. 
Though they all rode up to their reins. Sir Henry, sure of his 
mount, took a neck-or-nothing header, he and several others 
getting near enough to spear, when the provoking animal made a 
bound forward, and away into space. However, Sir Henry suc- 
ceeded in getting first blood, and no one who has hunted " hog " 
can fail to remember that piercing, that tremendous whisper, 
" Fu-st Spear ! " 

Sir Henry had wheeled up, meditating a second attack, when 
lo ! the wounded and incensed animal turned round sharply and 
made at Warren, who had not time even to collect himself, but 
fell senseless to the ground from the furious charge of the beast, 
who spiked the mare with his powerful tusks, which was a shade 
better, and the only alternative of life poor Warren had. Not a 
moment was to be lost, and it is luckily seldom that a boar or 
pig, at the onset of strife, or indeed at any time, turns on. a 
fallen foe, being himself a truly magnanimous one, with little or 
no strategic cunning about him. Almost to the minute, and 
while the bleeding, trembling mare was forked between his ivories, 
an officer of Artillery made a lunge, and poised his spear in the 
animal's withers ; Sir Henry, too, having regained position, pierced 
his blade through and through his side. " Pigs," however, are 
very tenacious of life, and die gamer than any genus ferox, 
barring a bear; so pulling himself together, my lord doubled 
back from the covert, Eustace meeting and charging him at a 
gallop, landing and losing his spear at a fatal part of his throat ; 
but he. gave one. more final spurt, and eventually it took four 
more spears before he fell prone, dying in glorious silence — 
without a groan ! His death being exemplary — 

" He died as erring ntan should die, 
Without display, without parade ! " 

Here a mounted orderly rode up to Sir Henry, who was 
captain of the hunt, and explained that a villager — upon promise 
pf backsheesh — would spot where a sounder of " hog " had been 
tracked. Poor Warren by this time recovered consciousness, 



158 The Shackles of an Old Love. 

though the mare was bleeding profusely ; but, thanks to Anasta- 
sia's forethought in providing needles and silk, a native doctor 
skilfully sewed up the wound, and Warren, feeling sorry for his 
own sake, and the mare, anticipating the frightful scolding he 
should get from his governor, relinquished (as far as he was 
concerned), pig-sticking for the day. Of course he had in his 
favour the argument that his life was more precious than the 
valuable mare's ; but he could not expect the irate General to 
penetrate this £u:t too prematurely. Sir Henry acquiesced in 
their having another try, though only half believing the sanguine 
native's enthusiastic find; which, however, proved truer than 
most "nigger" assertions are. Accordingly shikarees, hunk- 
wallahs, and Hunt made for a ravine beyond a nullah (or stream) 
where, sure as fate, no end of little pigs and one hog were visible, 
the sow showing signs of fight They divided here and broke 
there, promising badly for their lives. Upon tally-ho-ing the 
party gave pursuit, some in one direction some in another. 
Eustace made straight at the sow, took her baffled, and at a dis- 
advantage, ''sheathed his blade and dropped her dead;" Sir 
Henry and others tracking the hog right across the nullah^ half 
way over which he got a tremendous cropper, owing to the 
animal's flinging out when the Artillery officer — riding cunning — 
had secured first spear. Sir Henry picked himself up with only 
a ducking, and galloped up to the spear-side of the hog and 
thrust at his throat, cracking the powerful jaw just below the 
muzzle. Pas encore^ for miles fled the powerful beast, taking spear 
after spear, a shaitan to kill, and at last falling literally porcu- 
pined — dying in majestic silence, like his hapless brother. The 
old Artilleryman, Anglo-Indian fashion, sided his spear alongside 
to measure him. His height was thirty-nine inches, his tusks 
nine inches in length, and it took eight natives to bdg^door him 
to a tree-trunk and baste him to an elephant. Thus ended a 
good day's sport ; pig- sticking, if dangerous, being still one of the 
most keenly exciting pastimes India, with her numerous resources, 
has to offer to her soldier sons. Sir Henry aijd Eustace were 
loudly congratulated by their fellow-sportsmen. 

" Not at all," said the former with heroic humility, his stem 
face flushing with pride the while. " My prowess is due to my 
mount ; our old Indian friend here could beat me hollow, had 
he the same advantages ! " 

No one but Queenie knew how winning Sir Henry could make 
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himself when he liked, and this moment of manly triumph 
suited him to perfection. Eustace, too, depreciated his own 
courage and gave the palm to Regina's game little Galloway. 
Meanwhile his thoughts harked back to her. 

'^ How I would have valued all this kudos for her sake, had 
she been my very own — ^My Queen 1 " 

Where was Vixie then? Not even in his reckoning. 

Alas ! Eustace ; it was a case of " the spirit is willing, but the 
flesh is weak." 



CHAPTER XX. 

'* La forza d'amore non risguarda al delitto \ ** 

Yes, how weak the flesh was Eustace himself had yet to learn, 
and, characteristically enough, he found it all too diflicult to rev^l 
respectfully in Queenie's. fatal presence without ransacking the 
subterranean chambers of the past for the archives of his 
pristine affection for Vixie. So time wore on. Sir Henry growing 
more and more imperceptibly estranged from his wife, she be- 
coming more thoroughly — day by day — engrossed in matronly 
cares and childhood's sweet caresses, hoping thereby to stifle the 
cankerworm of disappointment that gnawed at ilti^ prestige of her 
married happiness. Sir Henry kept on protesting his hatred 
of youngsters — could not think how any one in their senses 
tolerated them, and made himself altogether so disagreeable on 
the subject, that any one, not knowing him to be an undemon-. 
strative husband, might have put.it down to jealousy of the baby- 
life that had crept between them as a harbinger of dispeace. 
Sir Henry had a wealth of woe buried in interstices of memory 
too deep for human penetration. Perhaps his massive signet 
ring, with its secret spring, could reveal a wordless tragedy. 
A pity Sir Henry, with that false discrimination so typical of men 
like himself, had scrupulously concealed from his jvife much that 
she had a right to know ; but husbands are often shortsighted 
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about matters of vital importance to tlieir peace of mind, and 
that of the better, purer half of their being. Hence the estrange- 
ment and misunderstanding of years, from the cruel pride which 
one second's show of confidence would have dispelled for ever. 

April came round once more, and with it the anniversary of 
that day of parting at Seville, which had cost both Eustace and 
Vixie such a pang. What could he possibly do ? Being a man 
of honour, '' his honour rooted in dishonour stood, and faith, 
unfaithful, kept him falsely true." Consequently, one day he 
folded the little hapless ring in several rolls of pretematurally 
thin paper, placed it in an envelope, and directed the envelope 
in a firm unflinching hand — 

" To the Lady V'xen Armytage, 

" Castle Brayville, 

" County Kildare, 

" Ireland." 

Then he sank down into a chair and thrust his arms back from 
the imaginary touch of her pale tremulous fingers, hiding his face 
meanwhile from the vision of those deeply, darkly, despairingly 
reproachful eyes; trying, too, to drown the voice that rung 
relentless in his ears — her voice, her plaintive, pleading voice, 
tears in its every tone : " Doomsman, the lily hast thou never 
broken ; pale Doomsman, tremble not ! " 

General Vansittart's Sirdar came in at that instant to collect 
the English letters in time for the last day of the mail, and 
roused him from his painful reverie. He rose up, flung the letter 
to the man, and told him to take it with the rest. Then he sat 

down again, as if in chains. Jacta erat alea — the die was cast ! 

« • « • • 

• 

How Vixie, far over several oceans, watched, and prayed, and 
yearned for that signal of faith, or unfaith, only her heart and its 
• own bitterness could ever recall. Like Marguerite, in the garden 
picking to pieces the fortune-telling flower ; like an April songster 
ringing the monotony of its only tune; like a dying person, 
fevered at the very last, turning first to right and then to left, so 
she kept herself in a constant turmoil of anticipation, muttering, 
sometimes with a playful melancholy : — " 2'rois grains rouges 
pour mon amour ^ trots violets pour mes craintes, trois bleus pour 
mes hpkrances I " Her hopes, alas ! they were unrealistic as blue 
roses, or Earth's ideal dream of Heaven ! 
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It was with a pulse that stood still of its own accord, and a 
dull aching of ahnost tangible disbelief, that her fingers tightened 
over that envelope from India, feeling, not seeing, its fatal 
endosinre, upon whose advent Lady Brayville at br^ldast-time 
commented with a cruel sneer. 

'^ A letter containing a token of distant but omnipotent affec- 
tion, I presume ? " 

Lady Vixen burst brusquely from the breakfast-table, and the 
poom. Rushing upstairs into her own, scarcely knowing what 
she did, she seized her garden hat, ran down the long avenue of 
larches, past it into the paddock, thence to a meadow where 
willows and aspen-trees quivered, and where pollards fringed a 
fitful, overgrown dyke in its moss-weeded banks: complaining,.and 
heedless of the rain coming down in heavy pelting showers, such 
as Ireland loves too well, she grasped the unopened envelope 
with the ring (she dared not touch what his finger had once 
warmed with life) and flung it into the rippling, running, babbling 
streamlet, much as Guinevere did those diamonds of the name- 
less king. Then Vixie sat down placidly, .and untearfuUy, oh the 
dank dripping grass, her head throbbing, her bosom burning. 

Late in the day Lady Marguerite came as a dernier ressort 
to this lonesome spot, after searching for her everywhere, and 
felt quite frightened when she saw the expression of those strain- 
ing, bloodshot eyes fixed on vacancy. 

Vixie communicated not by word or whisper the secret of her 
a.wful anguish, so that her cousin could only make a vain attempt 
at consolation, by quoting such commonplaces of S3niipathy as 
entered her girlish mind, for she dearly loved the brilliant, 
linrarm-hearted Lady Vixie. 

When they reached the spacious entrance hall, which formed, ac- 
cordingto wont in old-fashioned country houses, a sitting-room of the 
family and their intimate friends, Vixie turned round and said, — 
" Marguerite, child, pity me ! I am very much upset ; my heart 
a.ches ; but make any excuse — a headache if you like — only save 
me from one day's infliction of that horrid, heartless woman 1 " 

It was disrespectfiil of her to allude thus to Lady Brayville 
l>efore her own daughter, but she was undoubtedly a hateful 
•viroman, and habitually unkind to Vixie, so Marguerite was far 
t,oo much behind the scenes, as well as too precocious herself, to 
entertain a very deep regard for one who only fulfilled a mother's 
plaxe in name. 

M 
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Late that night there was a sudden, awful cry ! — a scream of 
agony heralding the hideous footfalls of a strange and dreaded 
guest at Castle Brayville, whose kingly name is Death ! 

Even the stony-hearted Countess felt a moment's thrill of horror 
when three days of other people's watching saw the close of a 
life heretofore so young, but now as old as Eternity ! 

" Only last Monday — I cannot believe it I " said Marguerite, 
sobbing on Vixie's shoulder. 

But Vixie took up a sheet of foreign note paper with the 
ominous black border, and wrote almost illegibly these words : — 

"Dear Eustace, 
" Rubi is dead ! She was only ill three days. Fifteen years 
old a month ago ! She could not by dream or talk know what it 
was to love, and so I thank God she is dead ! 

" Your cousin, 

" Vixie." 

Here a tear smudged up the rest of the page into one big 
blurred crinkle. The mail went that day, and Vixie, worn out by 
her sad but fruitless vigil, took a last look at the lovely girl corpse, 
shrouded in fair May blossoms, all white, faintly perfumed lilac, 
and tall, stately arum lilies. Then, going straightway to her 
chamber, she took from her pocket a small phial, simikur to the 
one Neila Renfrewshire had once noticed, and drained its con- 
tents. It was a powerful narcotic ! 

" Sleep — ^yes, let me only sleep, or try to sleep — anything will I 
take — anything will I do to be able to forget ! " 

Poor Vixie, standing on a fatal, a bottomless abyss, one little 

slippered foot upon its very brink ! Where, oh ! where, can your 

guardian angel be ? 

* # # • • 

Meanwhile Rubi slept 1 

Poor little Rubi ! 

Only fifteen, a month ago I 

" And yet 
You can teach her nothing else ; 
She has seen the mystery hid 
Under Egypt's pyramid ; 
By those eyehds, pale and close, 
Now she knows wha^Rhames knows^! " 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

Aprlsl 

Eustace felt he had, conscientiously speaking, acted for the best 
in returning that poor little ring ; for had not Vixie herself told 
him distinctly, during that interview (when passion had cost him 
so much) in that Giralda Tower, that she never would accept any 
half love at his hands ? Still Eustace was not heartless, but, 
au amtraire, full of soft appreciativeness wherever a woman was 
concerned, therefore he experienced infinite wretchedness at the 
remembrance of the pain and blight he was conferring on the 
little cousin who had loved him with a lifelong devotion. Un- 
prepared as he was for that letter whose broad black edge 
announced its own ill-tidings, still those few frigid lines, that 
blotted, crinkled page, were to him more eloquent than sheets of 
closely scribbled manuscript would have been. Rubi had given 
wondrous promise of beauty and intelligence, fulfilling the quaint 
saying, " Whom the gods love die young ! " and though Regina's 
sympathy was precious to him, as her every word had of late 
become, he felt it quite impossible to reveal the real secret of his 
own and Vixie's misery, fearing she should deem it necessary to 
banish him for ever from her side. And, as I said before, Eustace 
was in no wise a perfect character, but had a very powerful touch 
of earth about him. Altogether he felt too unconsciously weak 
to betray sentiments which might set fire to smouldering passions 
latent still, but kindled as in the days when he showed Regina 
all his heart, in that Meerut garden, and in those moonlit groves 
of Anandale, without even permitting himself a kiss till he should 
be oflF with that silly affair of Vixie's, when those two silently 
understood each other, and rejoiced in the Satumian sunlight of 
love's young dream ! To be awakened all too abruptly by Mrs. 
Christopher Cleveland's constructive powers of making mischief. 
How slight the cause, how lasting the consequences, of the 
thoughtless words that woman lisped into Queenie's too sensitive 
ears! 

u'2 
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As if to lender Enstace's position in that household of the 
Motee Mahal dooblr painfiil and invidious, Sir Henry chose to 
conodre a strong sokiier-iike friendship for one who shared 
sporting manlike insdiicts with himself; in short, made quite a 
brother of Eustace, and confided to him all the petty drawbacks 
and infelicities of married life First and foremost being, of 
comsC) the Httle ^ PearL'* iriio had become as perfect a picture of 
miniature loveliness as the most worshipful mother could desire, 
and was IttierallT oveiwhdmed with love and kisses by Regina ; 
the Genefal« too^ taking considexable pride out of the '* fair-as-a- 
lihr '^ giandchiUJL who crowed so prettily up into his fine white- 
beaided l^ce» and taii^gkd her dimpled fingers ever and anon in 
bis watch-chain. 

** Pretty* and why shouldn't it be pretty, pray ? " growled Sir 
Heuy when any one eulogized the infant phenomenon ; '' but it 
sadly wants stamina, and takes up iat too much of my wife's 
time and attention* besides bemg, I should imagine, the 
noisiest youngstar in creation, for it bellows half the night, when 
it is not tumbling out of bed."* 

" Oh ! Henry, how can you say such a dreadfiil thing, when 
you are never awake to hear it, and would not hold it in your 
arms a minute, if it was crying out its heart-strings ? " spoke up 
Regina, sticking bravely to the cause of her idol, who was at 
that precise momeit trying to strangle itself with Eustace's 
pocket-handkerchief, in heu of being unsuccessfiil in tumbling 
head over heels across his sword, having taken a plunge out of 
its mothers arms, what time her attention was diverted in its 
behalf! 

When Queenie had recovered from the shock of this last- 
named catastrophe, and was beating the tiny delinquent on the 
back to avert the consequences. Sir Henry added, quite gravely, 
for his firiend's express benefit, — 

'' No, no, Eustace, never be such a fool as to many, and bring 
all these encumbrances on your head." 

One would think, to hear Sir Henry talk, that he had at least 
a dozen children, and was as poor as a church mouse, or a 
country curate, into the bargain. Moreover, ought he not to 
remember the Psalmist's suggestion of the "righteous man's** 
quiverful enabling him to withstand his enemy, the giant at the 
gate? But he would very possibly have reminded the pro- 
pounder of such an argument that there are neither " Psalmists ^ 
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nor "giants" in these days of New-Babylonianism. But to 
continue his sentence. Quoth Sir Henry, — 

'' There is no freedom worth the name after marriage. Now 
here have I, hot and tired with morning parade, to get into 
harness again, and pay a round of duty visits with my wife, 
because she is afraid to let Adams drive those new chestnuts." 

"And well I may show timidity after the accident of our 
wedding-day," said Regina with a sigh, and somewhat eagerly. 
" However, I can easily give up those stupid calls. I am sure 
I do not care what General Swithins says about my not return- 
ing his wife's visit ; only I think I ought to call on Lady Alfred's 
friends, because they are new to Lucknow, and really the Mar- 
joribanks were very attentive to me ; and I cannot forget that 
her solicitude saved Motee's life. Then papa wants me to go to 
the Dak Bungalow and have a few words with his old ladylove 
on her way up to the Hills, and this is my only chance of 
doing so, as we shall be off ourselves in a few days." 

"All right," said Sir Henry, with solemn resignation; "you 
had better go and get ready, or the child will take to screaming, 
and that will delay us another hour. Give up all idea of 
punctuality when you are a henpecked husband and father, 
Eustace, my boy ! " 

At this remark which he of course meant literally, Eustace 
burst into such an unsympathetic fit of laughter that Sir 
Henry felt himself deeply injured and widely misunderstood ; 
only, as de Mowbray was a favourite of his, he let him off by 
saying ominously, — 

"Laugh on as long and as foolishly as you like, it is only 
the crackling of thorns ; a day will come when you'll fed 
strongly inclined to do the other thing ! HuUoa ! is that the 
new * Allen ' on the table ? I'll just skim it while I am waiting, 
and see what fresh muddle the Home Government is making 
over us. Fancy sending out such a man as Lord Southstream, 
whose maiden speech was a bungle, whose membership is only a 
handle for wholesale bribery and corruption, who has never seen 
a shot fired, nor a nigger before in his life ! How can such a 
fool be supposed to understand the finesse and political econo- 
mies of a complicated colony like India ? The Chief, too, is all 
very well, but nothing to Strathnaim or Clyde, both soldiers and 
diplomatists, besides being gentlemen. To be a gentleman 
means nothing out here. It is the savoir faire of tackling these 
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natives we want; — ^India always will be a semi-savage country, or 
at all events never up to the quips and cranks of a European 
standard of civilization and biensiance, I hold with the old 
Indian system of holding the nigger always at bay, and niling 
him with a rod of iron, in place of kotowing to his religioos 
fimatidsm, as modem policy thinks fit to do. Madness, sheer 
madness, my dear fellow ! " 

Here Sir Henry looked up to find he was haranguing empty 
space, Eustace having left the room to attend to some gun- 
deaning operations. 

It wiU be seen that Sir Henry and his wife did not hit it oft 
as well as they might about this time, he of course being to 
blame, as he came to see when it was too late. Queenie, by 
dint of suppressed suffering, was schooling herself into becoming 
a highly exemplary character ; whereas Eustace considered him- 
self nothing short of an obscure martyr, and would have classed 
as colleagues those who peopled the catacombs of classic Rome, 
*' the soldier saints who, row on row, bum upward, each to his 
point of bliss ! ** 

Shortly Queenie, who was far from strong, went to keep house 
for General Vansittart at ^' The Yuccas," which place at Simla 
they had a second season secured. Of course she took care to 
avoid the Cashmere side of Chandee Chowk, where dwelt the 
terrible Namouna who had prophesied so much of awfiil both 
for her and Eustace. Queenie ofttimes clasped her darling 
tightly to her breast as she remembered the two little coffins 
which she saw (or imagined she saw) in the dark background of 
that horrid cave. And as to her vision of Eustace, a shudder 
came over her whenever she thought of that I 

Sir Henry, Eustace de Mowbray, and the light-hearted Warren, 
took a three months' trip into the interior, as far as Serrinuggur, 
in order to have some sport, and realize the poef s conception of 
that matchless vale of Cashmere, — 

** With its roses, the brightest that earth ever gave, 
Its temples and grottos, and fountains as clear 
As the love-lighted eyes that hang over their wave ! " 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

" With dinning sound my ears are rife. 
My tremulous tongue faltereth ; 
I lose my colour, I lose my breath, 
I drink the cup of a costly death ! " 

Eleanore^ 

Nearly a year since Rubi, with " her frank young smile, and red 
young mouth, and hair's young gold," had sought and found her 
Heavenly Father's mansion, though the kind old Earl, her 
earthly father, missed her footstep on the stair, and could ill 
spare the garden flower that had been so suddenly transplanted 
to a more congenial soil Lady Marguerite felt so acutely the 
loss of her sister and playmate that she actually took heart and 
soul to study, much to the wonder and delight of Mam'selle 
Pin^che. Consequently, though eighteen years of age, when 

•* Young girls, *tis feared, 
Are wont to change dolls for a man with a beard," 

she, in lieu of such an alternative, forsook the pinafore' period of 
Td^maque and Madame de Genlis for the maturer fabrics of 
Madame de S^vignd and the Due de la Rochefoucauld, like- 
wise the impassioned genius and subtle caprices of Moli^re, 
Racine, and Comeille, making of her gouvernante more a com- 
panion than a teacher ; and there were some very redeeming 
traits about the ascetic but refined little Frenchwoman, who 
was of a forgiving disposition, and revived many a ^^petite mhnoM^ 
to the credit of Rubi the departed, who, truth to tell, had been a 
sadly recalcitrant pupil, showing anything but the bright side of 
her character to the governess, who patiently drummed into her 
ears the tedious French genders. 

" As if it could matter a pin whether a cart, or a shoe-string 
ought to be man, or a woman," Rubi would say, argumentatively 
eyeing with envy the flimsy gyrations of a butterfly in the distance. 
** Elle sera sur son terrain, pauvre jeune fille, plutdt elle aimait 
tant sa liberie^ was the most reproachful speech poor Mademoi- 
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selle could muster "/« memoriatn^^ of her very trying task of 
" teaching that young idea to shoot" 

SudderJy one day Lady Brayville, hitherto engrossed in selfish 
invalidism, became penetrated with the fact that her daughter 
Marguerite was actually eighteen years of age ; and it now struck 
her that by presenting her only surviving child at Court, and 
then exhibiting her in the market-places of Mammon, after the 
ancient custom of Caucasian and Ethiopian matrons, and the 
modem one that obtains among Anglo-Indian and Belgravian 
owners of " fashion-plate" models, that the Lady Marguerite, who . 
had grown up with a je ne sais quoi beauty, peculiarly her own, 
might make a grand match of it, and thereby patch up the fallen 
fortunes of the house of Bra)rville. 

This, then, the Countess had in view, so she was no longer 
lazy and insouciantey being one " who brooked not delay in 9ie 
Councils of her State." Nevertheless, keeping her matrimonial 
schemings religiously to her own bosom. 

The middle of May saw them domiciled en famille in Hill 
Street, Berkeley Square, for the London season. Lady Vixen 
accompanied her relatives to town, but declined to appear at 
drawing-room, park, or reception. Vixie during the last eleven 
months had sadly changed, and was scarcely recognizable for the 
same girl, Eustace still pictured on the tablets of " his might 
have been." Alas ! those tablets were not even blank, but filled 
with a sweet forbidden image now. 

Poor Vixie ! her figure had shrunk away from its graceful pro- 
portions, and she had lost that style and chic which in former 
days essentially accompanied \ht frou-frou of her presence ; even 
the yellow roses of individual fancy were now left to wither in 
their vases. Her hair, black and glossy once as the raven's 
wing, was now streaked with grey, and very often dishevelled ; 
her brilliant colour completely gone, also the carmine of her 
lips, and her once bright eyes had now a tear-shot nimbus 
about them, betokening the baleful effects of those insidious 
soporifics with, which her blood was saturated. Indeed, so habi- 
tual had become her recourse to the fascinating and alcoholic 
drugs which imparted temporary fortitude, and forgetfulness, that 
she was fast subsiding into that state from which it is diffi- 
cult, almost impossible, to resuscitate. Of course, there was a 
vast difference, even of motive power, in one like Lady Vixen 
jdelding almost unconsciously and by sophistry to the terrible 
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temptation of the poisoned cup, whose every drop means demor- 
alization, and whose end is Death I She could not possibly be 
compared to a sottish drunkard, or abandoned wretch, and yet, 
upon analysis, her case was practically more reprehensible, in 
the eyes of her Maker, than that of a woman who, through lower 
instincts, and perforce of repulsive surroundings and moral 
ignorance, obscures, amid the Satanic fumes of the gin palace, 
the one gleam of reason that raises her above brutes, and likens 
her to angels in the social economy of Nature. Pride, hideous, 
ungovernable pride, overcame Vixie in her hour of weakness and 
desolation, and, when Eustace was lost to her, made her forget- 
ful of the Only Comforter, who has said, " Come unto me^ all ye 
that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest." 

Far be it from me to insinuate that all Vixie's self-respect and 
innate refinement had vanished, still they trembled in the balance, 
and her interest in life had gone — z. bad sign in one so young, 
and so naturally full of vitality. She had just stepped into her 
little fortune of fifteen hundred a year. With high-strung im- 
pulses, and a large and generous heart, it was doubly sad for her 
to launch herself thus objectless, aimless, and anchorless upon 
the quicksands of a remorseless tide, luring her, body and soul, to 
destruction. Lady Marguerite's devoted love, and tender 
remonstrance were unheeded, so dead was she to all outward 
distraction, or holier influence. One keen eye, namely. Lady 
Bra3mlle's, took in the whole situation at a glance, and gloated 
over the devilish handiwork, in sympathetic keeping with her 
own evil devices. She brought the attention of Mr. Bellairs, the 
trustee, a hard-thinking, worldly, but conscientious man, to Lady 
Vixen's incapability of managing her own affairs, hoping thereby 
to obtain unlimited control over them herself. 

" Certainly, Countess," quoth Mr. Bellairs, after an interview 
with his client, " the Lady Vixen Armytage appears to me in a 
state of great mental and bodily prostration, but happily her good 
sense has dictated her to entrust me with the sole responsibility 
and due investment of her capital," (revolving in his inmost 
mind some pet schemes of his own for its safe employment). 

" Indeed ! " said her much-baffled Ladyship, with a callous 
sneer, and also with a mental reservation, whereby she proposed 

to checkmate her obdurate niece in an effectual way this time. 
• • * « • 

" Will this answer, please your Ladyship ? " said an obsequious- 
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looking man, with a greasy gammon face, who was one after- 
noon seated in Lady Brayville's own Vehmgerichte in Hill 
Street, Berkeley Square. 

" To the Upper Ten ! 
" Temperance ! Temperance ! Temperance ! 
'' A lady of long experience in cases of Dipsomania takes in a 
few select members of the ^^Haut ton^^ who have strict supervision 
combined with unremitting kindness and affectionate sympathy. 
Mrs. Sneakworthy's health, fortune, and intellect have been for 
many years devoted to the high and holy task of reforming her 
fellow-creatures. 

^' Any letters or telegraphic messages addressed to her Secretary, 

^' Abraham Lickspittle, Esq. 
" Elysium Fort, 

" Rutlandshire, 
will meet with an immediate response." 

This was the florid frontispiece to a prospectus setting forth 
'^ Elysium Fort as a country mansion, combining the advantages 
of pure air, spacious lawns, croquet, and pleasure grounds, with 
all the comforts, elegancies, and luxuries of a superior, well- 
regulated, and Christian Home." 

'^ It will do remarkably well," said Lady Brayville graciously, 
and addressing the obsequious, and oily-gammon individual we 
spoke of, who happened to be her family solicitor. " This place 
will do, and speaks volumes for your discrimination, Mr. Briggs ! 
Will you write a note appointing an interview for yoursdf ; in 
short, arrange all preliminaries at once, if you please ? The 
terms appear to me very high \ perhaps you can beat them down 
a little ? So anxious am I for the sweet girl's welfare, that I feel 
quite relieved to think it is all settled." 

" You are an angel, your Ladyship," said the imblushing little 
sycophant, who had managed to wheedle many a 6s. 8d. out of 
her Ladyship by doing her dirty work, — an occupation that came 
natural to his unwashen hands. 

Even the philanthropic Mrs. Sneakworthy seemed to have an 
eye to the main chance, or, having sacrificed one fortune to the 
cause of temperance, was not above accumulating another. 

" Wholesale robbery," some sterner moralists might have pro- 
nounced this pious annexation of other people's money. Not- 
withstanding and pending this query, one day, late in June, when 
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Lady Vixen was sitting, languid and abstracted, at her bedroom 
window, a volume of Mudie's uncut on her lap, and a few flowers 
Marguerite had given her scattered about her feet, she feeling too 
listless to care even to pick them up, and while she was making 
an effort to rouse herself sufficiently to write a memo for Mr. 
Bellairsv whereby he should suggest a secret way of transmitting 
a goodly portion of her property to Eustace, Louise, her French 
femme de chamhrej burst into the apartment — making what her 
own country-folks would style a ^^ sensation bien prononcU," 

" Qi^est<eque ^est^ mon DimV^ demanded Lady Vixen, petri- 
fied to see the generally respectful girl so abandoned to all sense 
of propriety. 

" Ohy mi Ladiy cette vilaine femme nCa donnk mon congL Je 
justement viens de vous baiser iespieds, en disant adieuy ma trh 
chhre maitresse ! " Here tears choked the poor girl's utterance, 
and just as she was in the act of following the demonstrative 
fashion of her country, and throwing herself on her knees to 
Lady Vixen, a large hand promptly waved her aside, and a 
powerful push from the arm appertaining thereunto, landed her 
pretty sharply outside the door. Then a woman — tall, com- 
manding, and of a hideous countenance — advanced to Lady 
Vixen's side, saying, — 

"Your Leddyship, the dear thoughtful Countess Brayville 
'erself sent me 'ere to wait on you in place of that 'ere 'ussy who 
'as jist left the room, and who used to supply your Leddyship 
with sHmilants I " 

Vixie sprang to her feet and faced the intruder boldly. 

" How dare you lie to me, woman ! That young girl never 
supplied me with stimulants ; and if she had, it is nothing t6 
you 1 " 

" Oh yes, it is ; pardon me, your Leddyship," and here the 
woman calmly landed her portly person on the most comfortable 
chair in the room, and commenced a long dissertation, such as a 
Methodist parson might preach in a low public-house which he 
had stormed unawares, wherein the words ^' drunkard and degra- 
dation," and a great many more objectionable ones, were 
interlarded ; the speech being virtually levelled at Vixie's back, 
she ha\'ing wheeled herself round in order to collect her scattered 
thoughts, and realize more fully what Augusta could mean by this 
unparalleled impertinence. Her visitor possessed all the pugna- 
city, with the gross mouth, coarse features, and heavy physiognomy 
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so peculiar to her type and calling. What position she reallj 
held, however, in the household of her patroness, it was impossible 
to clearly state — but she was scout, matron, companion, nurse, 
and domestic drudge, as occasion demanded; the licking of 
spoons and bottoms of saucepans being, figuratively speaking, 
her pretty tidy share of the cent-per-cent profits made in the 
woman-farming line of housing dipsomaniacs, and thus relieving 
society of its pariah, or husbands of ill-tempered, middle-aged 
wives, who, by a soupfon, more or less in favour of the " fatal 
drop," could be regarded as intemperate ; but instead of being 
reclaimed in Homes like Mrs. Sneakworth/s, they become 
hardened and lose self-respect amid the degrading entourage of 
semi-educated people, whose only forte is the mercurial one of 
knowing how to feather their own nests. These Temperance 
Homes have created such a scandal that it is not too late, 
now that the " Habitual Drunkard's Act," while placing more 
direct power in the hands of Government, wherewith to grapple 
with the notorious vice of Old England, will balance it in 
favour of Commissioners, and other responsible parties visiting 
and controlling the power hitherto vested in the merely specula- 
tive proprietors of such institutions. It was to a place of this 
description that our erring but much-to-be-pitied Lady Vixen was 
to be sent — or rather wheedled. Finding she could not, by com- 
mand or entreaty, get the unwieldy visitor out of her room, Vixie 
rang and ordered the carriage, meaning at once to drive to Mr. 
Bellairs and see what he thought of this fresh and outrageous 
assumption on the part of the Countess Brayville ; but Vixie was 
in hands more cunning than her own, for the stranger — rafter 
helping her on obsequiously with her paletot and hat — seated 
herself in the carriage beside her ; and the footman, in place of 
heeding Lady Vixen's instructions, followed private ones, and told 
the coachman to drive to a suburban station, where, much to 
Vixie's amazement, they were presently deposited, and she 
herself, literally coerced by threats, and to avoid a scene from 
which, with lady-like horror, she recoiled into a railway carriage 
en route for a place the name of which the poor bewildered girl 
could not even catch. Vixie passed, subsequently, an agonized 
vigil of bitterest conjecture, — wringing her hands, praying and 
moaning alternately. Indeed, no pronouncedly mad woman, 
about to be conducted for her own and other people's safety to a 
Maison de Santi, could have been subjected to more cool con- 
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tempt, or rigid remonstrance than was shown by her compagnon 
de voyage^ who finally took to the arms of Morpheus, her loud 
snores mingling with the fizzing and groaning of the engine, 
rendering poor Vixie nearly beside herself, until from sheer 
exhaustion her high-born little head sank back on the cushion, 
and she slept the sound sleep of abject misery. She was 
awakened by the nightmare vision of her Duenna bending over 
her, saying, — 

" Now, your Leddyship, 'ere we be, and Mr. Lickspittle 'imselt 
to meet us, bless *is 'art T* Vixie was led forth in a limp and 
semi-unconscious state, and conveyed from the train to a countri- 
fied vehicle strongly resembling a prison-van, but called by 
courtesy a " family omnibus " by Mr. Lickspittle, who introduced 
himself as Mrs. Sneakworthy's agent ; though Vixie knew no more 
than Adam what that meant, or who in the world '' Mrs. Sneak- 
worthy" could be. He supplemented this valuable piece of 
information by a series of perky bows, suggestive of a cock pick- 
ing up grains on its favourite dunghill. Mr. Lickspittle had, 
furthermore, a " Uriah-*eapish " look about him, and a vica- 
rious manner of speaking, as if he delivered secondhand the 
sentiments of a superior — almost supernatural — being, who was 
no other than the great Mrs. Sneakworthy herself, whom we shall 
introduce anon. The plot was thickening round Vixie, who 
added to being miserable, was also bewildered enough to wonder 
if it was to a prison, or oubliette that her present path was wending. 
Half an hour's continuous jolting over country roads in a normal 
state of puddle and stone-heap, solved all doubts and dilemmas \ 
her female companion having by this time relapsed into ominous 
but important silence, every now and then vouchsafing a sly 
cringing glance at Mr. Lickspittle, and looking particularly firowsy 
after her stertorous repose. 

At length they jostled up an avenue of stunted elms,. tiU they 
reached a large red-brick house, dismal to a degree, which imme- 
diately suggested to Vixie the word "Workhouse." As they alighted 
and advanced up several steps, into a bare wide lobby, a stranger 
advanced towards them, and Vixie's impressions were once more 
in favour of the "Asylum," for this individual's personal appearance 
presented a strange anomaly — her grizzled hair, cut short, and 
frizzed tight to her head, like a native Indian's, her face worn to 
a skeleton, and hands following suit ; whereas in her expressive 
dark green eyes there lurked a lurid glitter, reminding one forcibly 
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of insanity. Her dress, too, was peculiar — z, " Garibaldi" jacket of 
bright scarlet over a grey linsey skirt, with black velvet sleeves 
(and this in the height of summer,) huge gold earrings, chain, and 
bracelet, of unmistakable Brummagem manufacture, gave her a 
certain barbaric look, veiy repellent, and quite in keeping with 
Vixie's conviction that this curious looking creature was veritably 
and indeed mad. Imagine her fright, therefore, to find herself 
strained to the " Garibaldi ** of this eccentricity, and addressed as 
follows : — 

" Welcome, my Lady Vixen Arm)rtage, to Eljrsium. Come to 
my heart and arms, my poor unhappy friend ! '* 

Vixie disengaged herself as rapidly as she could from the 
embrace, and repudiated the friendship without any further 
delay. 

" Unhappy I certainly am ; your friendship, madam, I decline ! 
Pray how darQ you address me in this manner ? I insist upon 
leaving your house now, this very moment, unless it is an Asylum, 
and then " 

" Asylum ! this is no Asylum, let me assure you, Lady Vixen 
Armytage, but a private mansion,, and my residence " (she said 
this with the dignity of a duchess), "and to which you, through 
the magnanimity of my respected friend, the Countess Brayville, 
have been relegated." 

But Vixie stamped her foot. 

" I tell you I will not remain under your roof another hour I " 

" Poor thing ! poor deluded sheep of Satan, and child of 
Benightedness I " said Mrs. Sneakwoithy, with provoking pathos, 
to Vixie who was in a fury. 

" Aby, my friend, will you bolt the front door? — and see to her 
Ladyship's luggage," she added, addressing Mr. Lickspittle. 

" Let me go at once, do you hear," cried Lady Vixie, and 
she bounded forward to the door, setting up a piercing scream. 

" Yes, IVe *ad a hawful time of it, along of 'er Leddyship," 
interposed her travelling companion, whose name was Higgins. 

After a brisk skirmish, poor Vixie, tired and worsted, was led, 
or rather dragged, by Mrs. Sneakworthy through a door to the 
right, into a gloomy, comfortless apartment, where breakfast was 
laid on a long, narrow centre-table. 

" The dear Countess informed me you were very muddled, so 
all your Ladyship's temper counts for nothing with me," remarked 
Mrs. Sneakworthy complacently: "here, Higgins, take Lady 
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Vixen Armytage's cloak and hat round to No. 23, and return 
when I ring for you ; meanwhile you can get your own breakfast, 
after which you will convey Miss Hoax to her Bible Class, and 
Mrs. Bunker to the dentist" 

" Very well, mum," and this " Jack," or rather " Jill "-of-all- 
trades betook her rubicund face and repulsive person to a more 
remote region of the Elysian pastures I 

Lady Vixie held an animated and exhaustive discussion with 
the Maitresse de la Maisofiy who was quite prepared for resistance 
on her part, being pretty well accustomed to her novices kicking 
over the traces, merely contenting herself by reiterating various 
platitudes, and sundry insinuations of angelic superiority over 
the weaknesses of her sex. 

Lady Vixen sat like a wild gazelle, which the hunters have 
tracked, and enclosed in a home quarry, helpless, wounded, but 
at bay. 

" Indeed, if you cant and rave over me from morning till night, 
Mrs. Sneakworthy," said Lady Vixie rudely, " I should no more 
heed you than I would a dressed-up door-post ; you shock me 
completely, and I consider you a most vulgar and repulsive 
woman, so pray don't waste your breath, or vapid arguments 
upon me ! " 

And her beautiful eyes scintillated wrath ; they were already 
recovering from the effects of the last dose of hateful Nepenthe. 

" Well, I will not any longer attempt to wrestle with one who 
so little resembles the dear, sweet, amiable (?) Countess." (By 
which allegory she alluded to Lady Brayville.) 

" I think I shall go mad ! " cried Vixie in the petulance of a 
great despair. '' Are you human, madam, or a fiend ? Can you 
by any legal authority detain me here, involuntarily? If so, show 
it me, and I yield." 

'^ My authority is the practical one of bolts and bars, and a 
watch-dog. Lady Vixen -^imy tage. The Countess, your aunt, has 
consigned you to my keeping as a dipsomaniac, and here you 
stay till she cares to have you back again. Now, as I feel con- 
siderably shattered by a violence I should not have looked for 
in one of your order, if you have finished breakfast, I will con- 
duct you to your apartment" 

" And I shall be only too thankful to be alone once more," 
thought poor Vixie, whose throat and lips were fever-parched ; 
but S her life depended on it, she could not have touched that 
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thick coffee, nor tasted the bread-and-scrape, or poached egg, 
that looked equally uninviting, and as if it had been literally 
peppered with smuts pour expiks^ as the French would say. 

Then she entered a room, which was neither more nor less than a 
big defenceless attic, barely furnished, and with a "don't care" look 
about everything, so different to Vixie's heretofore luxurious sur- 
roundings, her personal tastes having been at her own expense 
gratified when in the Brayville minage. She sank hopelessly down 
on a chair covered with a blue and red flowered chintz, distracting 
to behold ; but all things were alike to her now, and she wept, 
sobbing at intervals as if her heart would break. Higgins presendy 
entered the room, without even rapping at the door, saying : — 

" Get up, your Leddyship ; the dinner will soon be on table, and 
you are to come down — the mistress says so ; and I advise you 
to shet up that 'ere bellowing, we *as no fine leddies 'ere ! " 

Poor Vixie ! in wildest dreams, she had never arrived at this 
acm^ of humiliation, viz., to be addressed in this outrageous 
fashion, and treated as an equal, or rather an inferior, by such a 
gross, low-bom creature, whose long red upper lip covered a 
mouth that was completely toothless, but for two great tusks 
protruding at each side, giving her a hippopotamus look, rather 
alarming. Of course this peculiarity was beyond her control, 
but wherefore do strong-minded middle-aged females in that class 
of life invariably assume a hirsute appendage strongly suggestive 
of adding a daily shave to their other enviable accomplishments ? 

Lady Vixen shuddered visibly, but prepared through fear to 
obey this woman's injunctions. Shortly descending the staircase, 
she was met by Mr. Lickspittle, who had evidently washed his 
hands, and perhaps his face, since their last meeting, and was 
sporting a fiaring red tie. 

" Pray let me condect your ladyship to the drawing-room ! " 

There was a flippant gallantry about the manner of the 
man singularly distasteful to the fastidious Lady Vixen, who 
had been accustomed to such men as Eustace all her life 
hitherto ! 

For form's sake, ^the apartment they entered might be called 
a drawing-room, but it might with equal truth be called a 
bam, barrack, or even a wash-house. It was, in fact, a long corri- 
dor, with seats at intervals, an ottoman at one end, and a table 
in the middle. Three narrow French windows opened out on 
a damp lawn, confined on all sides by a tdl holly hedge, en- 
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sing some beds with second and third year geraniums, stalky 
I run to wood. A pier-glass stood over the mantelpiece in 
said drawing-room, its border being carefully protected by 
jn fly-papernicked out into artistic designs. There were two 
ures occupying a place of honour on the bare walls of 
apartment. On the right hand Mrs. Sneakworthy, taken 
ler premise jeunesse (if she ever had any). It was a fancy 
v[Q^ as far as likeness went, resembling her about as much as 
se does a cabbage. On the left hand hung a pictorial 
igement purporting to be Mr. Sneakworthy, if that somewhat 
personage ever existed in the flesh. Both the frames of 

" family portraits'* were encased in yellow gauze, also on 
mt of the flies. Several books were laid at even distances 
e centre-table, and were presentation volumes from gushing 
rateful friends, who had, (let us imagine joyfully) exchanged 
lysian fields for an Asylum, or the wide, wide world. Then 
was an album, the clubbed subscription of other gushing 
jrateful devotees to their "most worthy benefactress;" a 
vase likewise, the chaste memento of her many virtues. 
>rt, Vixie perceived that Mrs. Sneakworthy had a very laud- 
nethod of levying tribute from her numerous clientlle ; for 
3, sugar-basins, urns, and salvers, not to speak of bread- 
s and a toast-rack, were each and all similarly inscribed as 
>nate offerings from admiring and indebted individuals. 
I, Mrs. Sneakworthy would have made a very creditable 
r of the Society for the Propagation of Christian Knowledge, 
:er still, an excellent tout for the North American Indian 
ition (Limited) for Supplying the Chippawayan Indians 
)othpicks and Crutches ! 

er was duly announced, Mr. Abraham Lickspittle doing 
ours at one end, Higgins at the other acting as locum 
)r Mrs. Sneakworthy, who, it was delicately hinted, had 

indisposed after the trying events of the morning, 
iching heart and throbbing temples testified to her share 
position only too plainly, 
lickspittle delivered a touching grace, doing his " holy, 

*' Dropping the too rough H, in Hell and Heaven, 
To spread the Word by which himself had thriven ! " 

solemn text or two, he resumed the grace as follows, 
* speech being literally addressed to the table-cloth : — 

N 
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*' And now let as thank 'Im from whom all blessings flow, and 
from irtMHn these h'onr creature comforts are derived, for the life 
of h'our bdoTed benc£u±nessy who, as 'is 'oly h'instrument, supplies 
ns with this 'appy 'ofme, laige 'ospitality, h'and h'other things h'our 
'arts can wish for, with the lavish generosity of 'er h'own purse, 
'ealth, life, m ixtffrv / '^ 

Graphic and doqnent, but finished at last, an exordium at 
which Vixie, with her keoi sense of the ridiculous, could have 
laughed outright, were it not for its accompanying parody in the 
barely laid table, soiled doth, utter absence of table napkins, 
and disreputable, flacdd, half-starved-looking beings who peopled 
the board, and eyed her firom time to time with hungry defiance, 
as who should say, *' Here's another one come to eat ! " 

Ndther prose nor rhyme can adequately convey Vixie's 
impression of this unheard-of life, whose threshold she was only 
crossing. Suffice it to say, her violated fedings and heart-break- 
ing remorse were great enough to make her inwardly vow never 
again, by taking either opiates or stimulants, to give her enemies 
a handle whereby to treat her as they would the beasts that 
perish. The whole of Elysium Fort was in keeping with the 
portion we have described. After dinner was despatched (for no 
other term can apply to this d la " Wackford Squeers " meal), 
Vixie was escorted by the ubiquitous Higgins into the sanctum 
sanctorum of Mrs. Sneakworthy to complete her purgatory of the 
morning. Vixie described this room to herself as the lair of the 
leopardess, for there was a circumventive wiliness about the tread 
and bearing of the woman that she could only assimilate to that 
of the genus pari I 

Mrs. Sneakworthy was one of those people who studied No. 1. 
She was redining fiill length on a comfortable sofa, and had a 
ddicate repast served on a table by her side. The room was 
better furnished than any Vixie had yet seen, and besides silhouettes 
and pastoral bits upon the walls, contained an aquarium, and two 
small fern stands, a conspicuous object being a fine parrot caged 
in the middle of the floor, on a small settee arranged for the pur- 
pose. A door led from this apartment to Mrs. SneakworUi/s 
bed-chamber. 

Vain were all Vixie's appeals either for justice or mercy. 
How could she, poor girl ! assume the law into her own hands? 
for it was of course illegal thus to detain her at Elysium Fort 
against her will ; but where ignorance exists, " 'tis folly to be 
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dse/' as Sam Weller would say ; in other words, there ia no 
Dr it. 

y health necessitates rest, and is a great drawback to my 
1 energy," volunteered Mrs. Sneakworthy (Vixie, in the 
i^hile, wishing both her health, and her energies at the bot- 
' the sea). " You dare not write a single letter without 
iction and perusal ; neither are you permitted to go out 
aded, or receive a visitor except in mine, or my representa- 
)resence. You are also bound to give up all moneys into 
:ping. These are the rules and regulations of Elysium, 
u Tnll find them posted up in your bedroom. I may add, 
e affectionately invited by me to adhere to them most 

e the ladylike creature helped herself to a pinch of snuff, 
ntinued : 

len I am prostrated by illness, as to-day, my assistant, the 
ble and pious Mr. Lickspittle, carries out my labours of 
id reformation. I hope your Ladyship has been in the 
f attending church regularly : here you will have the privi- 
going to three services, and, by kind permission of the 
my ladies eat their egg-sandwiches in the vestry. We are 
luman enough to dine at all on a Sunday, and thereby 
le our domestics from religious observances " (the saving 
chers' meat being also a consideration, she might have 
if she dared). " My much respected friend, the Countess 
le " (whom she had never seen in her life, but whose ambas- 
Mr. Briggs, had acted up to her instructions rather too 
ly), — "yes, the Countess Brayville intimated that you 
f a stubborn and unregenerate disposition, so I hope to 
:ate you with my doctrines, being myself one of the elect. 
Iter of the chosen. Mr. Lickspittle has also been called 
:e, and is a singular vessel of mercy, so you are safe 
' Supreme Refuge of Sinners/ for so a pretematurally 
young friend, who has long since departed to her rest, 
)nt to call my Home." Here Mrs. Sneakworthy raised 
ites of her eyes skywards, adding, " I pray the good 
egtm in you may advance to the honour and glory of 
ho sent me 1" " What a wicked, blasphemous old lady 1 " 
t the wonder-stricken Vixie to herself, but Mrs. Sneak- 
continued her long oration quite unmovedly, conclud- 
by saying, — 

N 2 
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" I am myself a gentlewoman by birth, breeding, and educa- 
tion." 

(Oh ! Mrs. S., when you used actually to make mud-pies and 
munch saveloys up a back slum in London, having transmigrated, 
by dint of imagination and a successful appeal to the pockets and 
weaknesses of mankind in general, to your present " green-bay- 
tree" state of prosperity.) 

After thus announcing herself as " genteel," Mrs. Sneakworthy 
aphorized that her beloved husband deprecated her philanthropy- 

"You will wear yourself to a skeleton, Mrs. S., if you per- 
severe in doing that whicli your hand findeth to do with all your 
might ! '* 

In truth, Mrs. Sneakworthy was a very thorough-going person 
indeed, and would have made a first-class pickpocket. 

" Your husband was right about the skeleton part of it, at all 
events," suggested Vixie, viciously. 

"Yes, indeed," coincided Mrs. Sneakworthy, ignoring the 
sarcasm, " I look forward to my reward ! " 

"And I heartily hope you may get it," murmured Vixie, 
meaning a very different one to what the egotist herself referred. 

" I offer myself daily as a holocaust to my fellow-creatures, and 
the work of their regeneration, so I shall doubtless, white-robed, 
with a palm-branch in one hand and a hymn-book in the other, 
join the noble army of martyrs, and sing psalms and spiritual 
songs in the New Jerusalem," added Mrs. Sneakworthy, with grave 
grandiloquence, to which Vixie subscribed a secret hope of 
securing immunity from the " red rose and p^e robes " of mar- 
tyrdom, if thereby she should avoid the climax of psalm-singing, 
as illustrated by Mrs. Sneakworthy, and her sisterhood of the elect 

Lady Vixen, after this peroration, received her release from the 
presence of the invalid, who deserved a headache after her loqua- 
city, and immediately succeeded a wishy-washy tea, preluded by 
another long grace, offered up by the devout Mr. Lickspittle, and 
which reminded Vixie of similar meals she had read of in books of 
the " Shirley" and " Vilette " type, as taking place in seminaries 
for young ladies. 

They retired to the drawing-room, where Mr. Lickspittle sang 
to them, his voice resembling that of a tom-cat mewling on a 
tin-kettle, his vocabulary being completely minus of the letter 
H. He was what our friend Warren would have termed a " Lypo- 
grammatist*' Hence we can imagine him doing admirable justice 
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to a song entitled "A 'ouse upon a 'ill/' and "'ome, sweet 
'ome." 

Lady Vixen found her fellow-sufTering inmates of Elysium more 
or less cowed into a mulish resignation, and after prayers vica- 
riously offered by the very useful Mr. Lickspittle, who was 
an admirable man-worm in Mrs. Sneakworth/s establishment, 
poor Vixie laid her aching head on a hard pillow, with an earnest 
appeal to the God who never leaves nor forsakes his erring 
children, when in the spirit of true penance they lift their hearts 
to him. Vixie had yet some cleansing fires to undergo ere, piuified 
in spirit, she could clasp to her bosom the cruel cross of her 
blighted earthly love, comprehending the divine self-abnegation 
embodied in the simple words, " My Father, not my will, but 
thine be done I " 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

** Notes of sorrow out of tune are worse 
Than priests and fanes that lie I " 

Cymbeline, 

QuEENiE would have succumbed^ under a similar weight of 
sorrow to that which Vixie was called to endure. But the latter's 
sanguine temperament and hardihood of will battled bravely 
against the daily discomforts of existence at Elysium Fort 
Vixie was only biding an opportune moment, either by escape 
or menace, to outwit her puissant jailers. Her natural shrewd- 
n ess showed up the entire scheme of benevolence and whole 
s ystem of morality as a profound sham, and she placed no more 
faith in Mr. Abraham Lickspittle's ostentatious piety than she 
did in Mrs. Sneakworth/s abstinence from stimulants. E,g,^ she 
having obtained favour at the hand of the powers that be, owing 
to her charming address, which Vixie could nowhere, and by no 
means quite obliterate, and which, added to a musical voice, is 
an excellent thing in woman, found herself frequently invited 
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to the " Lair of the Leopardess," namely, Mrs. Sneakworth/s 
private sittmg room. 

The parrot being, after his kind, a very good mimic of men 
and manners, unconsciously revealed the real secret of his 
mistress's periodical attacks of inertia and presumable ill-health, 
as well as the frequent retirements to her bedroom, from which 
Vixie had noticed she came forth with a changed aspect ; ^e 
having hitherto attributed many of these sinister symptoms to 
Mrs. Sneakworth/s disgusting habit of taking snuff, and eating 
as much butter at one meal as supplied the ordinary break&st* 
table for a week. These, at all events, had been Vixie's previous 
pendUings by the way ; but one day, having occasion to seek Mrs. 
Sneakworthy in a hurry, on entering the outer sanctum more 
noiselessly than was her wont, she saw reflected in the mantel- 
piece mirror the amusing and edifying tableau of that exemplary 
lady squatted down on her shins, lifting from behind her bed 
valance a black bottle, uncorking it furtively, and applying it to 
her lips ; the parrot distinctly and accurately imitating the sound 
and action of the uncorking process. After a good pull Mrs. 
Sneakworthy replaced the blaclc bottle under the bed. This most 
complete comedy, being enacted before Vixie's very eyes, proved 
a great deal too much for her risible faculties, and immediately 
disclosed her whereabouts to the greatly taken aback, and con- 
siderably angered, Mrs. Sneakworthy. 

Vixie was not surprised at what she saw, any further deception 
at Elysium Fort being only in keeping with the "spacious 
pleasure grounds, croquet lawn," and other imaginary luxuries 
of a well-regulated and Christian Home, as set forth so glibly 
in Mrs. Sneakworth/s crisply worded prospectus. It was a 
regular " Dotheboys' Hall," but the layer on layer lamin» of 
falsehoods were, by this singular discovery of Vixie's, removed, 
scale-like, from her vision. 

" Concealment was no more," and Vixie took precious care to 
let Mrs. Sneakworthy see that she appreciated that klairdsse?nent ; 
but as she refrained, through highbred scorn, from any f\irther 
reference to the revolting topic of this sub-rosa annexation of 
stimulants on the part of her " Benefactress," that lady made no 
more secret of taking copious doses of sal volatile, red lavender, 
chloric ether, and chloral before Lady Vixen, reserving her 
tipples of whisky and gin for the arcanum of the bed. 

Vixie was honest-hearted enough to perceive how nearly she» 
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alas 1 had annihilated the traditions of her order by taking opiates 
and stimulants, as a subterfuge for the misery she now determined, 
with God's help, to endure to the bitter end of life, if need be. 

One evening, after she had submissively enough subscribed to 
the daily routine of vegetation at Elysium Fort for precisely one 
month, casting about in vain for a means of deliverance from 
such durance vile, a favourable opportunity presented itself. 
Mr. Lickspittle, with the singular obtuseness and unlimited 
vanity of the unalloyed snob, had conceived a great admiration 
for Lady Vixen, whose reciprocity of feeling he never for a 
moment doubted, having the inimitable courage to consider such 
obtrusive attention as his a positive compliment, instead of a 
gross insult, to its recipient. 

Unlike Sir Henry, Eustace, and men of a nobler stamp, this small 
ape of humanity was pugnacious as he was unprepossessing. Conse- 
quently, after victimizing the unfortunate Vixie with all the rkpertoire 
of trivial and blundering attentions, he was on the eve of a proposal, 
having a very pleasant vision of her reputed wealth as a back- 
ground to his devotion, when an auspicious incident removed her 
ladyship for ever from his gaze. One evening she, with the 
lassitude of a do-nothing life, was sauntering up and down the 
avenue, in the cool of a sultry July sunset, thinking, oh ! how 
sadly, of the days that were dead, and remembering what Dante 
makes Francesca moan forth so bitterly, — 

•" nessun magghr dolore. 



Che ricordarsi del tempo jelice 
Nella tniseria I " 

Then she recalled the expression of that " Purisima " in the 
Barcelona Cathedral, and Eustace's manly grace, handsome 
features, and protective manner offered such a perfect contrast to 
her present utter desolation and imprisonment that, forcibly over- 
come by memories of the past, she burst into tears. 

Mr. Lickspittle was shambling along by her side (such being 
the precise method of his peregrination at all times) ; he found a 
natural fascination in the fawnlike flittings of her ladyship, as she 
meandered to and fro, a wild exotic in the Wilderness of Deporta- 
tion. Tears — the tears of his ladylove — proved too much entirely 
for the susceptibilities of the enamoured Abraham Lickspittle, 
Esquire, who, penetrated with sympathetic sublimation, actually 
put his arm round her waist ! 



184 The Shackles of an Old Love. 

She sprang from him like a tigress, made a bound, and rushed 
into the house and up to her room, inwardly vowing she would 
no longer remain under the same roof with the impertinent litde 
coxcomb who had subjected her to so crowning an outrage. 
Tea, supper, prayers, Higgins's threats and thumpings at her door, 
were of no avail Thank goodness, she had found a key to fit it ; 
and her only reply was, — 

*' I have a bad headache, and do not wish to be disturbed 
to-night/' 

Mrs. Sneakworthy's persistent presence was practically impos- 
sible, that lady being confined to her room with an attack of 
illness, inseparable from the large dose of chlorodyne she had 
taken that morning, and she also was feigning to her unsuspicious 
victims downstairs the infallible excuse of a headache. Dear 
me ! what would women, lovers, novel writers, ancf unclubbable 
people do without that most convenient lie, a headache ? 

Vixie's mind wrought up to a fever-pitch of exasperation, it 
did not take long to decide what she should do — escape, of 
course, but how ? when ? and where ? She had not the faintest 
idea of the country round about, but the name of the station 
she knew; it was an unimportant one lying between Stamford and 
Uppingham. If she could only manage to conceal herself for 
the few hours between her nocturnal departure from the house 
and that of the earliest train to London next morning she was 
safe. When every one had gone to bed, she — pretty well up by 
this month's tedious intuition to the ways and customs of the 
Elysian household, and taking due advantage of Higgins's pro- 
found snores — loud enough of themselves to distract an army — 
knew exactly what to do. So, boots in hand, she crept noiselessly 
down the stairs, which her giant fears made creak with fright, and 
reaching the lobby in safety, found no difficulty in squeezing her 
slender body through and between the bottom panes of the back 
dining-room window, thence dropping carefully down into an 
area, and up an inclined bank, where she landed herself bodily 
into a laurel bush, which served her for a moment's lying-in-wait 
to recover breath. A little more finesse and thief-like vigilance 
got her to the end of the avenue ; she climbed over the privet 
hedge with feline agility. Many and many a time had she joined 
Marguerite and Rubi in blackberrying and birds'-nesting scrambles, 
over hedge, and dyke, and tangled brake, so her expertness and 
dexterity were not extraordinary even to herself. But money! 
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whatever should she do for money ? In her hurry and confusion 

this necessary evil had completely escaped her memory. Also 

the supreme fact that she could readily be traced to the stalion. 

Both these contingencies appealing to her in one and the same 

moment, made her determine to make for the market town, and 

there part with her watch, or some of her minor trinkets. Though 

she had never heard of a pawnbroker's shop save through books, 

she made up her mind that the exigencies of the case warranted 

her entering one ; so the poor little feet tramped along the dusty 

road for miles. At length she met some labourers going to work 

at daybreak on the line, and by virtue of her winning manners, 

before alluded to, and the aristocratic bearing that is irresistible 

to every grade, from the noble to the clown, she not only obtained 

the necessary information about trains, &c., but shelter in a 

cottage till it was time to seek a mont-de-piitL There were only 

two in the place, so she had no difficulty in finding one of them, 

or parting with her beautiful watch and chain, though the man 

stared hard at the pale face and fragile figure, tirie d quatres kpiip- 

gleSy before he determined to trust this fair, but unusual customer. 

She then proceeded at once to a wardrobe shop, where the said 

Jew directed her, and bought some ordinary attire, in which she 

YoQ^tdi extraordinary ; and with her own dress underneath, and a 

waterproof wherewith to cloak, not her sins, but imperfections, 

she marched forth panoplied to face the world. With a bitter 

smile she turned away from the tiny mirror over the mantel-shelf 

in the back parlour of that sign of the three golden balls of 

Lombardy, and wondered what Eustace would say could he only 

see her now. However, she pursued her way to London, to sue 

in formd pauperis an explanation at the hands of Lady Brayville 

of her most cruel and unintelligible conduct. The air of a 

summer heaven fanning her pale cheeks seemed reviving, and 

freedom was a good and blessed thing, she thought, while placing 

her foot on the step of a third-class carriage (the train, being 

an express, had no second) ; and though, with the prescience of 

authorship, we know poor Vixie will not quite yet be able to sing 

the psalm of ended trials, we leave her for a short time to her 

fate, and the pleasant journey through those meadow-lands of 

Old England, to watch over the fortunes of her rival, Queenie, 

amid the feathery palm-trees of the Imperial East ! 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

"To say, 'What matters it at the end? 
I did no more, while my heart was wann. 
Than does that image, my pale-faced friend. ' 

" Where is the use of the lip*s red charm. 
The heaven of hair, the pride of the brow. 
And the blood that blues the inside arm, — 

'* Unless we tnm, as the soul knows how» 
The earthly gift to an end divine ? 
A lady of clay is as good, I trow." 

Tke Statue and th^ Bust. 

^^ Here, Motee, run along and find my bracesi or Nunky-Punky 
will give Motee put-put ! " 

At these ominous words, signifying ^^a whipping," pronounced 
in Warren's sternest bass, away pattered the littie child downstairs, 
to the infinite peril of its little head ; and Queenie would have 
been in a rare fright had she seen the busy feet running for very 
life, or witnessed the faU at the bottom of the steps ; but children 
and cats have nine lives, and Warren boimced after his tiny niece 
to redeem all injuries with the proverbial kiss. 

" No put-put ! unkil ? " pleaded a trembling, tearful lip. 

"No, no, never mind tht put-put; I'll carry you into mumsey 
now." 

By this interlude it will be seen that Warren was quite initiated 
into the orthodox brogue of infancy. 

" Pearl," familiarly called " Motee," was now two years old, 
prematurely precocious, and the most fascinating little puss in 
creation, fully appreciated by every one, except her father and 
baby-brother ; the former not quite forgiving her for being a girl, 
the latter, with cradle jealousy, grudging any person or thing a 
glance or touch from Queenie. 

Warren, hoisting the child mid-air, popped his still boyish- 
looking face into the Motee-Mahal nursery. 

" Here, Queenie, take your treasure ; she's only been toppling 
down stairs head foremost, after eating a pot of pomatum and 
no end of pins in my bedroom ; and I've taught her, by dint of 
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lolly-pops, my buttered toast and strong tea, to say> ^ The governor 
be blowed ! ' She takes after me and the family — is quick at her 
Catechism, I mean ; but IVe to give her the finishing stroke*to- 
morrow, — eb, Motee? — Hang it all ! has she deposited my braces 
here?" 

Really, Warren, you are the plague of my life ! " cried Regina, 
and ruin the^ child. She will cry to leave you, I know — and just 
look at her frock, clean an hour ago ! Here, Pearl, come to 
mamma and have its face washed ! " She was busy giving a bath 
to her youngest bom, a hazel-eyed babe, the counterpart of her- 
self, and three months old, since whose birth Sir Henry had 
become reconciled to being a family man. The infant was chris- 
tened '' Norian," a traditional name of the Radclyfifes, and had 
the additional honour of being admitted within the pale of Holy 
Romanism ; Queenie permitting this because her opposition was 
useless, Sir Henry having her in perfect training ever since that 
unfortunate wedding-day, when she as well as the runaway horses 
had attempted to Hck over the traces 1 Besides, she was glad 
to see him conform to any religion at all ; and now that a son and 
heir was bom to him, he became regular in attendance at Mass» 
much to the astonishment of priest and people. '' By way of an 
example to the boy 1 " explained Sir Henry with excusable pride, 
as if it mattered a pin to the infant representative of all the Rad- 
clyffes, what example, save that of perpetual suction, was at 
present propounded ! But Queenie in her heart was grateful for 
even this weak essence of satisfaction in the many bitters of her 
daily cup. Certainly her crosses were petty ones, for Sir Henry 
dearly loved her, and was not intentionally unkind ; though he had 
a queer way of manifesting his preference, being hot-tempered, 
proud, and thoughtless at times of her too sensitive feelings ; but 
it is assuredly the meaner trials that make up the sum of life's 
disagreeables. Regina had been in an excellent school for self- 
discipline, both at Sir Henr/s and de Mowbray's hands. Spirited, 
spoiled, and petulant as a girl, the penance of those few days 
succeeding her marriage, and the discovery she then made about 
the reality of her affection for Eustace, added to that after-meet- 
ing with him, and now this two years' residence, (more or less) 
under the same roof, had taught her the untold anguish of marry- 
ing one man, when a first and holiest love belonged to another, 
and that other, too, such a man as Eustace ! It was well that 
Queenie's perfection of wifehood enjoined silence between them 
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on their former passages, or they could never have been able to 
withhold the torrent of passion, that mutual regrets, and mutual 
everything else, would have surged upon the flood-gates of two 
hearts so completely akin to each other, and so mutually fitted 
for the dUices d^ amour I Queenie's innate fears had foreseen all 
this better than she could have expressed it, and, to her extreme 
horror, she found that unless she was in a continuous state of 
moral recollection, his image still held too much of grace for her 
to live near him and be at peace ; and this unhinted dread, more- 
over, made them frequently appear cold to themselves, and others. 
It was almost impossible for any woman thrown in daily inter- 
course with Eustace to avoid loving him. And then there was 
always that soupfon of stolen sweets, and forbidden fruit hovering 
about every look and tone, suggestive in themselves without the 
interior knowledge each had by instinct, of the other's pulse. 
Still, " when thoughts too danger-sweet were stirring," Queenie ever 
adopted the stem strength that nature, or force of will, confers 
upon a favoured few. As to Eustace, his love for her was simple 
idolatry, and the impossible indulgence of passion only gave his 
hankering greater zest. Certainly he was the enemy of his own 
and Vixie's bliss, " for good she was and true," and her love would 
have been satisfactory ; but, alas 1 men seldom care for faith in 
women — ^nay, often love the faithless best ; so Vixie's failing was 
that of her unfortunate predecessor, Elaine, which the maid 
herself excuses with such a pretty quaintness, — " Seeing it is no 
more his fault not to love me, than it is mine to love him, of 
all men, who seems to me the greatest ! " 

Besides, Queenie had the peculiar grace of helplessness, so all- 
appealing to the strength of manhood, which had formed the basis 
of her attraction in Sir Henry's eyes ; for it was unlike him to run 
after any belle, and it is a penalty that beauty often pays, and why 
belles generally make unsuccessful matches, namely, sensible men 
avoiding, leave them to the tender mercies of butterfly admirers, 
dubbing them flirts and coquettes, just because Nature has by a 
throat of pearl, or crown of golden hair, separated them from less 
fevoured sisters. We have given Regina's baby a chance to 
get cold in the bath; but it was necessary to dilate on the 
relationship time had developed between Sir Henry, Eustace, 
and Queenie. 

The two men were still stanch friends, and had completed 
another trip, including Warren's company, into the interior of 
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Cashmere ; and the latter, with his love of fun, and " to take a 
rise out of Queenie " (as he called it), was wont to chaff Eustace 
very unmercifully about a dusk-browed, sleepy-eyed Cashmerean 
Venus whom the trio had come across at Serrinuggur, and who, 
it appears, had set her cap at the handsome A.D.C. A Christmas 
party was pending at the Motee Mahal to celebrate Queenie's 
twenty-first birthday. Warren entered the house about tiffin time, 
full of schemes for fireworks, moonlight boating, and so forth. 
His Anastasia, accompanied by Lord and Lady Alfred, were to 
spend a fortnight with General Vansittart. Warren and the 
Japanese Snowdrop were still an engaged couple, though they 
had had ruptures innumerable, and she was once on the eve of 
jilting him for a " curry-and-rice " Nabob, who fell in love with 
her sallow skin, and deeply, darkly, wonderfully blue propensi- 
ties. But Warren wrote her a characteristic note — only these 
words : — 

" Anastasia, remember you are mine, and I am yours, and we 
are caches ! " 

Which abrupt and eloquent reminder was a mittimus for the 
poor Nabob. Still it was absurd and contradictory of him, at 
twenty-five, to dream of marrying a woman turned thirty-five ; 
and Miss Marjoribanks actually owned to thirty ! 

Queenie looked sunny and smiling, in a perfectly-fitting black 
silk dress, seated at the head of her father's luncheon-table, on 
the same day as we have already introduced her, giving her 
youngest bom a ducking. Eustace had filled out to man- 
hood's crown since last we saw him. Sir Henry, too, was grim, 
but gainly. The General, and little playful Pearl seated next 
each other, representing respectively blooming May and white 
December. Warren gay as usual, only slightly subdued in the 
presence of his Colonel. 

" It's devilish lucky we've had such a long stay at Lucknow 1" 
quoth Sir Henry ; " I see they're knocking about the 6th horribly, 
Eustace,^now off to Sealkote, third or fourth station since they 
landed. Deuced shame !" 

" Yes," replied Eustace, — " all interest, I fancy ; but now, I sup- 
pose, you are safe to have no change, being first on the list for 
England, you lucky dogs ! " 

" Don't see it, my dear fellow," remarked Sir Henry. " We've 
had our full spell of it (the Mutiny), from beginning to end inclu- 
sive. I for one will be quite glad to see Dover Cliffs, or the 
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" Needles " again ; and do not know whether I shall go by the 
P. and O., or take the command in a troop-ship !" 

'' We have a little more than a year to work out," said Eustace, 
^'but the General here has housed me in clover, so I have no 
reason to grumble about the hardships of India." 

" Not at all, only too glad to have you on my Staffi de Mow- 
bray/' said the old gentleman courteously, beaming his honest 
smile on that goodly group, and patting tiie gilded head of his 
grandchild, who just then created a diversion in favour of chok- 
ing over a monstrous piece of sponge-cake, Warren had stuffed 
partly down her throat, and partly down the waist of her low- 
necked little frock. 

"Naughty, greedy Motee ! Leave the table," said Sir Henry 
with well-feigned anger and disgust. 

" Gub — ^ner — ^be — ^blowed I " screamed the baby treble, who 
had successfully gorged the sponge-cake, and simultaneously 
remembered what Warren had that morning taught her. 

Here even Sir Henry, with wonderful good-humour, laughed out- 
right, and Queenie dared not divulge the fact of her audacious 
brother being the means of inculcating what Motee was presumed 
to have picked up, as kittens do crumbs. 

" Just shows how careful you ought to be before that little imp ! " 
remarked the Colonel gravely. " She has a natural capacity, like 
all her sex, for saying what she shouldn't." 

Here Warren nearly followed Motee's example of choking, 
and changed the subject to — ^fireworks ! — ^hem ! — ^and the festive 
gathering to be held in honour of their last Christmas en famille 
in India. 

Queenie, her husband, and Warren were all bound for England 
with the regiment in March, a period which Eustace anticipated 
with blank dismay. 

That evening he and Regina sat in the balcony of the hidden 
staircase, watdiing the moon set behind clouds, and noting 
the quiet thud of the Goomtee's wave. The English mail had 
come in that day, and the following speech of Eustace's will 
show how cleverly poor Vixie had managed the stratagem of 
conveying a part of her worldly goods to Eustace, Mr. Bellairs 
having acted " like a brick" in that and other matters connected 
with the heiress ; but more of this anon. 

" Congratulate me, Regina; my man of business writes that an 
old college chum has departed this life, leaving me the pleasant 
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addition of six hundred a year to my unpleasantly small income, 
and my moderately good Staff pay. The rum thing is, Hum- 
phreys, my lawyer, cannot give me the name of the fellow who 
has left me this money, as the executor told him strict secrecy 
was enjoined as a proviso of the legacy. I can't, for the life of 
me, remember any ' &g ' I saved from a licking, or got out of a 
row at Eton, for I was always in the thick of them myself. How- 
ever, I am glad of the tin, so I give him benedidte, whoever he 
may have been, and pax vobiscum as well ; but it is a strange 
thing, is it not?" 

"Yes, very," replied Regina, "and I do congratulate you 
most sincerely. Some kind, courteous, but forgotten deed of 
your young days, no doubt." And her eyes rested so tenderly on his 
beautiful features, while the stinted moonhght chequered his hair 
and moustache with its mellow gleam, casting a dimmer, chaster 
aureole around " the copper colour, heaping heavily over her pale 
brow, spirit-pure." 

" I often wonder," she added pensively, " why it is that you 
never now speak of your cousin. Vixen Armytage. Surely you 
still correspond with her, Eustace ? " 

" God bless me, no ! " he replied bitterly enough. " Oh ! Regina, 
ask me nothing ; it is all over, and has been for eighteen months 
and more, between Vixie and myself." 

" Why ? " She almost whispered the word, but gave him a 
searching glance beneath those silk-swept lashes, that seemed to 
penetrate to his very soul. 

He quitted her side, and, leaning across the balcony, appeared 
as if he were counting the silver ripples on the river, but to her 
he answered never a word. 

Then she knew all, — guessed it, and sat quite still, and silent 
too, a dead weight at her heart, a glorious pity in her eyes, for 
poor Vixie ! 

After a long silence — it. seemed to both of them an age — ^he 
said, " Forgive me, Regina." 

Here several clouds chased each other along the Via lovtea of 
that winter starshine. 

" Where is she, Eustace, and how is she bearing it ? " asked 
the deeply sympathetic Queenie, a woman all over, so tender, so 
beseeching, and so true. 

" God alone knows where she is, and how she fares," replied 
Eustace moumftilly ; " she was always a headstrong little spirit, 
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and my half-love v/ould have availed her nothing, which is my 
one consoling memory, for I confess I am often uneasy about 
her. Will you go and see her for my sake, Regina, when you 
return to England — ^that is, if she is in town ? I will give you a 
note to her ; but let me inform you she is prepared to hate you, 
so perhaps it is better left alone. Who can tell but what she 
is already married, for I set her free ? Humphreys, who abhors 
Lady Bra)^ille, can write me nothing definite of Vixie's move- 
ments, only that the Brayvilles are in Spain, and she is not with 
them. Altogether I am glad to have broken the ice with you on 
this painfiil subject, for I want to ask your advice, my Queen. 
I have never written since I got those few lines the poor child 
wrote — so crushed in spirit she seemed, the paper was blotted 
with her tears — announcing Rubi's death. I must confess to 
you I had returned her a ring, as a token I could not love her, 
Regina." 

" Write then, Eustace. Can you not, at all events, write now, and 
say that you will love her ? Do write ! " she pressed with gentle, 
generous enthusiasm, bidding him by a gesture return to her side. 

He came back. 

" No, Regina, never ! — You are dead to me, and so is she ! 
Some day, perhaps, when I have burned up the last flame of my 
manhood, and you are either a star in heaven, or a wrinkled 
dame upon earth, I may think of changing my mind. I am 
only like the famous Duke Ferdinand of Florence, who fell in 
love with the bride of Riccardi, but they contented themselves 
by glancing once a day at each other, when it was his custom 
to ride through the square where her jealous husband had 
incarcerated her. She pressed her nose to the window-pane, 
making that one daily vision of the Duke a feast of love which 
lasted them both for years ! At length Luca Delia Robbia 
carved her bust in marble, and John of Douay his statue in 
stone, in order to immortalize that glorious look of love when 
youth, and even life itself, had perished, and when their bones 
were mouldering into dust side by side in the crypt of the chapel 
hard by. I like that legend well, Regina, and have often walked 
through that square in Florence as a wondering boy, and 
looked up, first at the empty niche, then at the equestrian statue 
of the grand old Duke ! You see, child, they dreamed their 
dream without speaking, kissing, or writing ; or indeed anything 
in the world less ethereal than a smile, a glance, a sigh I" 
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" What a curious love tale ! " said Regina musingly. " So 
you are going to remain a bachelor always ! " 

" Yes, you know Sir Henry is perpetually telling me not to be 
such an ass as to marry, and have a family," he added with a 
quiet laugh. " But whatever is to become of me when you go 
to England, I do not like to think. I feel quite happy even to 
be near you, and seem to hope for nothing, or rather I dread 
anything more tangible than a momentary pressure of your hand ; 
— but the fragrance of your lips, your hair, your glorious rapture- 
yielding beauty ! Oh, my souFs heaven, my sweet Regina ! " 

" Hush ! " said Queenie ; but she trembled, and rose up from 
her chair. His hand had all but touched hers — it could not be ! 

" Good night, Eustace ! " she faltered forth abruptly, — " the 
air is cold, I cannot stand it any longer ; and I always go to 
look at my sleeping children ; and indeed it is a little conceit of 
mine to say my night prayers by their side, and think their 
white-winged guardian angels listen too ! " 

" Good night, my lost love, Regina, good night ! " 

He was pale as death. 

And she passed out of sight like a radiant spectre crossing the 
moon ! 



CHAPTER XXV. 

** It cannot be, but he was murdered here I " 

King Henry VI., Part II. 

At length it came— the 27 th of December — Queenie's fite'ddcy. 
The long range of offices, where Baboos did kutcherry, were 
converted into ball-rooms, and the whole of Lucknow society, 
military and civil, as well as recruits from outlying stations, were 
to muster in full force within those hospitable barriers of the 
Motee Mahal, and assist at dancing and fireworks ; but boating 
was relinquished in favour of flirtations in curtained alcoves 
and moonlit balconies. The scent of Bengalese roses, winter 
jessamine, and orange-blossoms perfumed the air, laden with 

o 
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the sweet martial music of a band, who played in perfect time 
and tune to the " muse of the many twinkling feet" Queenie 
smothered her face with caressing tenderness in a fragrant 
bouquet of suggestive whiteness, a birthday thought from 
Eustace, who, seeing her do so, was mad enough to wish he 
were the flowers. Moreover, she held in her hand two cherub 
faces on ivory, those of her babes enshrined in emeralds, Sir 
Henry^s gift on that auspicious morning. He objected to having 
Motee's likeness taken \ but Eustace, to whom he confided the 
secret of this surprise for his wife, pressed him to let the 
bewitching little face be painted by the really gifted native 
artist, knowing how dearly Regina would prize it 

Queenie looked superb that evening in a parure of loot 
emeralds, which, with velvet and Venetian point, supplemented 
her " Imperial moulded form " in a green and glittering splen- 
dour, such as the Spanish Velasquez would have liked to trans- 
mit to posterity. Warren gave a greedy glance towards the 
emeralds, stating, with his irrepressible impudence, that he should 
like to carry them straight to "his uncle's," to see him safe 
through the Sonepore meeting, which he anticipated with no little 
dread, as Wamba had broken down too late to save his stakes, 
and another " clinker " had turned out a regular " cur " in a dark 
trial with a clever compeer of a friendly stable. Furthermore, 
some unpleasant rumours regarding his love of the turf had 
reached Lady Alfred's ears, and that prim and Old World per- 
sonage had expressed her disapproval of the spoilt bojr's predi- 
lections in terms of lengthened but forcible effusion. 

" A Methodist meeting would have been better worth the old 
woman's gab — all wasted upon me, my dear fellow ! " he ex- 
patiated afterwards to Anastasia ; " reminded me of a sixpenny 
tea-and-tartlet oration at Rosherville, or a penny clap-trap on the 
Psalms of David at a country fair ! " 

So much for Lady Alfred's elocution ! The young man's 
racing proclivities, and rather prononck dare-devil^, were duly 
rechauffes for Lord Alfred's private ear, but the old courtier 
merely shrugged his spare shoulders sjonpathetically, and 
replied, — 

" Ah ! my Lady, demmed young dog is he ? Well, I was 
more or less that way myself, once upon a time ! " 

" For shame ! Alfred," said his spouse, poising her head with 
buckram dignity mid-air; "you never were a blackleg or a 
gambler ! " 
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Neither is he, you dear foolish old poppet ! only a young 
k, and I'm a demmed antique one, thaf s the difference/' added 
would-be "Beau Brummel," with a veritable sigh at the wretched 
ikles which forbade him leaving the glass, and straightway 
etting what manner of man he was ; and nothing now-a-days 
sed him better than to ape, or exaggerate the follies of his 
-vanished adolescence. But Lady Alfred pondered the 
ig scapegrace's wildnesses in her inmost heart, and deter- 
id more than ever she would try to persuade Anastasia into 
Nvsxg him over for the Nabob, who was eating his curry bdt 
happy state of suspense meanwhile. 

ieenie was in healthful spirits that evening, and Eustace, who, 
y through indolence, and partly from associations, never 
ed now, was thrice proud to be chosen to open the ball with 
and Queenie felt the hot flush come and go in her cheek 
o her heart as they whirled round to the voluptuous strains 
le " Guards' Valse," and that " // bdcio " of Arditi. This 
he first time she had valsed since her marriage, as Sir Henry 
previously objected to it; but now, with that pertinacity 
iar to him, he had desired her to do so. 
hear that little viper, Mrs. Christopher Cleveland, has dared 
uple Regina's sacred name with yours, de Mowbray, and I 
to prove to her that 1 am too large-hearted, and she too 
id to the traditions of wifehood, to violate les convenances by 
than friendship for you, which I cordially share with her- 
So go ahead, my boy I Women of that type are fiends and 
res!" 
Eustace sighed audibly; conscience pricked him. He 
ns reproche outwardly, the soul of chivalry ; but inwardly he 
[le did not merit the magnanimity of his rival ; and by this 
will be seen that Sir Henry was inconsistent in all things, 
love ! Queenie acquiesced more fully than she dared 
vledge in the diabolical attributes of Mrs. Christopher, 
th that strong arm of her early love to protect her. she glided 
iward in the dance, that was to her a moment's foretaste of 
;e, and to him a prismatic glory too brightly delicious to last, 
e you tired, Regina ? " he whispered. 
;ver could be 1 " she replied, also in a whisper ; and what 
le rich red fragrance of her lips, and " the spirit deeply 
g in the dark of hazel eyes " too near his own, he grew 
i^ith rapture and repression of feeling, and gave in. 

o 2 
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" Let us wait a minute, Queenie, here ! " 

He had never once called her Queenie since the old days ; but 
something in the expression of his face, which she had failed to 
notice there before, made her in mercy to him let. the lapsus 
lingucB pass unnoticed. 

Another turn, and their ideal paradise was exchanged for the 
Babel of ball-room gossip, only to be recalled by either in dreams, 
or as a death-bed reverie ! Regina seated herself by Sir Henry's 
side, quitting Eustace quite abruptly, as if she felt it was good 
for her to be with her natural protector at such a time, and under 
the immediate memory of that last lingering look of his speaking 
eyes. 

" By Jove, how gloriously you do valse, Regina ! I wish I 
were a younger man for your sake ! '* said Sir Henry. 

" You are not a bit too old, Henry ; but own the truth, now, 
you would think it infra dig. to dance a round dance," laughed 
Queenie ; " but I shall adopt the initiative, and force you, nolens 
volens^ to stumble through the coming quadrille with me." 

" For mercy's sake spare me ! " he said ; but the severe mouth 
relaxed into a smile as he contemplated the peerless woman 
whose throat and bosom were a sculptor's model, and her every 
movement graceful as a Borghese bronze ! 

" Oh yes, come at once, sposo mio^^ and she stooped over the 
broad shoulders of her soldier husband, till her face, garnet red 
with the flush of unwonted exercise and powerful emotion, was 
reflected like a rose in the steel-blue mirror of his very eyes. 
Sir Henry felt himself all at once powerless to resist her Danae- 
like persuasions, and they scrambled through the hackneyed 
figures of a quadrille together, or rather she did the scrambling, 
and he walked a stately measure at her bidding ; Wanen 
meantime digging ruthless spurs into tarlatan trains, and talking 
illusive nonsense to as many fair and fresh Blowzelindas as he 
could contrive to capture with those field-officer weapons, 
wielded to the peril of hearts and petticoats in every British 
ball-room. 

" Never mind, Anastasia," screamed he apologetically to that 
damsel, " youVe got the genuine article, my dear, these other 
faeries the spurs and the padding. What a confounded nuisance 
it is, to be sure, just because the Governor happens to be a 
General, and in his own house too, to be buttoned up in these 
hanged coatees ! I told Eustace to write MufH by mistake in 
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Regulation Book. What a lark it would have been ! The 
ernor would have cut up furious, and Sir Henry savage as an 
iropophagus. Now just observe how demmed comfortably 
1 Alfred simpers away in his evening clothes ! Zounds ! Fll 
snd to have a fit, I think, and go and swop upstairs by way 
jcovering from it." 

Don't be half so ridiculous, Warren, as to do any such thing," 
)nstrated the Japanese Snowdrop. " I fell in love with you 
use you looked such a pretty, ingenuous youth in that very 
)rm. 

Doubtless," said he, complacently ; " all serene, thea You 
me open if I do happen to burst, that's all, and tell the 
at the * inkwich,* as poor Joe would say. And look here, 
off now to torture myself by pirouetting with that girl in 
1 muslin, trimmed a la stay laces and candle-ends." 
jrass and water-lilies, you silly, blind-as-a-beetle boy !" 
iVell, with grass and water-lilies. I shall hop corrected ; and 
, when I pipe all hands for the cotillon^ you and I lead off 
the looking-glass figure." 

/'ery well," replied Anastasia, linking her hand into a tall 
Ty man's elbow, and stepping off with him into a polka. 
Lce danced no more that evening, but was supremely pre- 
)ied with temporary visions of bliss — that of a planet in 
^lion. Alas ! that there should ever be an aphelion common 
estial and terrestrial bodies both, and that aphelion not far 
om him ; — a few short months, and the illimitable ocean 
[ be figurative of the fate that even now divided those two 
wedded for ever by a spiritual affinity it was impossible to 
J ! Eustace obtained a few sweet words, and a pleasant 
iering walk with Queenie to the riverside, in order to in- 
ate the fireworks. 

romise, Regina, that you will never, never forget me, even 
you go to England, and we shall meet no more, perhaps, 
rth. A nice life you will lead with that prudish invalid 
of your husband's ; and she is sure to hate the children ; 
ose ancient parties do," he added jealously, knowing her 
point was worship of those two flower-like lives crossing 
ngled pathway of her own. 

es, I fancy existence at Radclyffe Towers will not be in a 
f roses, but I can never forget you. Eustace, do you know, 
y think if my life had been all smooth sailing, namely, if 
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God had granted me the great gift of realizing what your near 
love was like," (there was a positive halo in the sad smile 
with which she greeted his downdropt eyes, and responded to 
the trembling pressure of his gloved hand upon hers) ; — " yes, 
Eustace, I feel that passion — the full possession of an ecstatic 
love — would have killed me with its mere completeness, as the 
vision of the Archangel Rubi, crowned in heaven, did the am- 
bitious Liris ! " 

She looked so transcendently pure, standing there all in the 
misty moonshine, clothed in the garment of her stainless woman- 
hood, that Eustace felt afraid to regard her with other transports 
than those of deepest, most respectful adoration. After a mutual 
pause, in which they were supposed to be buried in the gorgeous 
evolutions of a rocket that was piercing the sky with its tongue 
of flame, he turned towards her very tenderly, and said in a low 
voice of suppressed passion, — 

"Regina, most men love only for a littie while, possession 
signif5dng satiety, subjugation, indifference. Alas ! child, I should 
never have loved you in this unhallowed manner, and therefore 
I am inclined to agree with you, that the fulfilment of a dream 
such as ours would mean simple annihilation for us both, like 
soldiers in the Crimea died off from the baleful perfume of a 
wondrous flower ; so, perhaps, it is best for me, and best for you, 
that fate has parted us. Should I, then, have purchased the 
pleasure of your precious lips at the sacrifice of your fair young 
life ? Repeat that once more to me, Regina ! " 

" I dare not," whispered Queenie ; and, to change the subject, 
she added gently, " I fear we are getting far too sentimental 
to-night, and sentiment between you and I is as dangerous as 
fireworks would be to Motee j and I can picture to myself how 
she would like Warren to uplift her into the fiery centre of that 
St Catherine's wheel ! " 

"Yes," murmured Eustace, dreamily, "cruel circumstances 
compel me to look at you with uplifted hands and eyes, as I 
would the lost Pleiad, and my love must be content with 
scribbling its superscription on the cold surface of a sepulchre. 
See, I am positively poetical ! but must at once descend from 
the sublime to the ridiculous, by taking that absurdly realistic 
Lady Alfred in to supper. The General fights shy of her appetite, 
which is anything but a romantic one." 

And Eustace therewith performed an A.D.C.'s duties to such 
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:tion that her lad3rship, platitudinizing over salmon cutlets 
Mayonnaise^ and champagne d la Sphinx^ spoke of him 
'ards to General Vansittart as '* the quintessence of a man 
ing by his order in bearing, politeness, all things ! " 
'd Alfred, according to his wont, was poking his seamed 
jad, " nose of eagUj* and bleared, expressionless eyes, right 
le saucy orbs of Mrs. Christopher, giving vent to sentiments 
csimile of which he had uttered into every female ear for 
century. 

I cotillon was a success, even Sir Henry forsaking his 
choly severe aspect, and pocketing exclusiveness pro tern. ; 
g poor Queenie blush with pleasure, and feel, oh I so proud 
n. Why that accomplished, upright man should be a 
let and a misanthrope — not even able to appreciate the 
of a woman like her, is a puzzle in problematical keeping 
le squaring of a circle, or the measurement of an ocean. 
i-by a time would surely come when that lovely spirit 
nd those large languid, liquid eyes would appeal to him with 
'c not of earth, and all his soi-disant hauteur and worldli- 
ould be swamped up in the shadow that had deepened on 
ening land of his hereafter ! But be that as it may, for 
le night Sir Henry sacrificed personality to the exigencies 
teness ; the dear old General, too, entering heartily into 
irth and mtlte of forfeits, being compelled in fulfilment 
', to run the gauntlet of a bevy of fair dames all ready 
illing for a kiss under the mistletoe ; Warren pretending 
under it whenever a pretty face came in contact with his 
'eating a constant confusion in consequence, 
e will feel pretty stiffish for hunting to-morrow, after all 
ilaver," said Sir Henry, as he lighted himself with a 
: to bed. "The meet is at the Alumbagh, and scent 
1 these cold misty mornings. Don't forget to turn out, 

, Colonel, I've not danced myself foot-sore like Master 

here, who will take it out in sleep till further orders. 

ou gallop off the effects of to-night's dissipation ? " he 

ed to Regina. " I remember the last time we drew that 

you and the Galloway bid farewell to earth in a black 

shall never forget your face of fright, and how very 

shared your predicament in coming to the rescue." 

2collect it onlv too well," echoed Queenie ; " and what 
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if^J^/tne the OtntrzVs body servant, and to whom R^;ina had 
tmi (tf all drawn his attention two years ago ! All gates were 
UWttipiiy Mmtinclled, and every mortal, male and female, 
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European and Native, forbidden on peril of their lives to make 
a sortie from the battlements beyond the gateway. Mounted 
orderlies were despatched to cantonments to spread the alarm, 
and endeavour to ferret out the motive and meaning of such 
a hideous murder, which for bare ferocity could only be 
equalled in the annals of Cawnpore and other tragedies of 
too recent date, in the blackest pages of India's chronicles 
of crime. 

Alas ! the fact remained the same, whether the murderer 
turned up or not — a brave, lion-hearted officer holding a high 
commission in Her Majesty's service had been most bar- 
barously murdered ; a man who was conspicuous for fearless 
pluck and promptitude of action in the dire panic of the 
Mutiny, and whose genial grace of manner, never-failing 
hospitality, and exemplary Christian life had gained him friends 
and partisans everywhere, whose public and private fame was 
spotless, whose enemies must necessarily have been few and 
far between; and yet here was he, on that morning of the 28th 
December, 18 — , lying a mutilated corpse upon his bed ! 

** His hair upreared, his nostrils stretched with struggling ! " 

His white hair sticking to the sheets, all damped and dabbed 
with blood ! " Staring full ghastly as a murdered man ! " 
Murdered — foully murdered ! But by whom ? 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

"It is a damned, and a bloody work, 
The graceless action of a heavy hand, 
If that it be the work of any hand ? " 

Shakespeare's King John. 

Sir Henry, with that concentrative energy characteristic of 
him, was equally decisive in action ; so after the first awful shock 
that seized him he forgot Queenie's very existence in the 
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necessity of at once " buckling on his armour," and proceeding to 
a rigid and inquisitorial investigation of the terrible crime, which 
had darkened the sleeping hours of that night, or rather early 
morning, for the festivities were not closed till two a.m. The 
task of awakening poor Regina to consciousness, and remo\nng 
her at once from the harrowing scene of that death chamber, 
devolved upon Eustace, who fulfilled his painful task tenderly, 
and with deep sympathy for the sublime terror depicted in her 
eyes as she opened them at first on the outer world with a 
realization of what had taken place. 

" Oh I good Eustace, can it be true ? " she asked in a hoarse 
whisper, pointing with white fingers to the bed, and tottering 
as she tried to stand alone. 

" Too true, — don't look there^ but come with me ! " 

And with firm but gentle force he led her from the dead, and 
soothed her with silent, protective presence of mind, which he 
possessed to an unwonted degree ; and when he had made her 
tranquil enough to lie down in the Oriel Room, he said, — 

" Now, Regina, I will get into harness, and see what I can do 
towards fathoming this grievous mystery ; in the meantime, 
promise me to keep calm, and I will send Lady Alfred to you." 

" No, no,— do not leave me, Eustace, I am so afraid ! see 
how I tremble 1 oh ! do not leave me alone a minute ! " she 
wailed forth with a moan, as if of pain. 

What was he to do ? 

" Alas I dear, I must leave you. I feel as if each moment of 
inaction were a century of remorse. He was my gallant friend. 
It is my duty to assist in seeking his cruel murderer. Believe 
me, I feel for you, my poor child, more than words can tell ! " 

And he placed his hand all reverently and caressingly upon 
the long unbraided hair which fell in gold-brown showers about 
her, and laid her head back on a pillow, arranging his military 
cloak carefully over the poor shivering limbs, with the touching 
forethought of a deep and holy love. 

" Where is Henry, and has any one awakened Warren ? " she 
asked, holding his hand tightly in her own, as if to press out 
the nightmare vision of that upstairs room. 

" Your husband is doing his duty for your sake, Regina, and 
I will send Warren here as soon as I can, and little Motee at 
once. Keep up, darling I " (he whispered this word almost under 
his breath ; ) " and now let me go." 
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" Very well, as you will," murmured the quivering lips, as she 
relinquished his hand, while her tearless and dilated eyes looked 
afar off, as if in agonized abstraction. 

Eustace found difficulty in arousing Warren, and breaking the 
awful truth to one of his excitable temperament was also risky, 
the poor young fellow being beside himself with indignant sorrow 
and bewilderment that any hand should have snatched away a 
harmless life, so full of days, and removed by rank and birth 
from the pettifogging intrigues of office — upright, honest, honour- 
able ! In fact, he roamed about from room to room, in a state 
bordering on insanity. Towards evening, however, he grew 
calmer, and was persuaded by Anastasia into taking a long and 
heavy slumber, in order to drown temporarily his anguish. Lady 
Alfred sat with Queenie, and Eustace looked in whenever he 
could. At first it was impossible to fix a definite suspicion upon 
Ali Houssein (the kitmutgar) ; the man, through native cunning, 
cast himself with such respectful horror into the situation, evmcing 
an earnest desire to aid in assembling the servants, and express- 
ing his own sentiments about the affair in terms of unmeasured 
wrath against the culprit I Nevertheless, Eustace kept his eye 
upon him, and directed Bunnoo Khan, the khansamah, or 
butler, who had been twenty years in the General's service, to do 
the same. 

Sir Henry returned in the afternoon with the civil powers, and 
organized an inspection of the indoor and outdoor officials of 
the Motee Mahal. Each servant was put through his facings 
separately, and closely questioned as to the hour of his or her 
departure to native hut or charpoy. At length, some one 
suggested that they should be subjected in a body to the Bit 
Trial, which is a peculiar ordeal of the East, wherein the super- 
stitious place considerable faith, namely, each domestic was 
given a few grains of rice to chew, and the one who is unable to 
do so is supposed to be the criminal, being incapable, through a 
craven fear, to summon sufficient saliva to masticate the grains 
of bS,t or rice. Strange to state, Ali Houssein was, in this case, 
the only one who was unequal to the chewing process, and it 
also transpired that this very kitmutgar was the last one seen on 
the General's side of the premises, having been told off to collect 
the silver into the canteen from the supper-tables before going 
upstairs to place the General's night-lamp and small alarum 
timepiece, according to custom, by his bedside. 
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It appears that Queenie, about six o'clock in the morning, was 
aroused by the crying of her children, and, fearing to break Sir 
Henry's rest by ringing a hand-bell to order the ayahs* to bring 
them into her room, she threw a dressing-gown about her, and 
proceeded to the nursery, whence, after they were quieted, and 
both asleep once more, she was returning to her husband's side, 
but upon passing through the bath-room was wonder-stricken to 
obser\'e the door leading to the secret staircase ajar, and imagined 
it must have been some of Warren's nonsense of the previous 
night ; but partly through sheer surprise, and partly from that 
presentiment of ill with which most people anticipate a fatal 
discovery, she went up the first few steps, and, to her profound 
horror, saw gouts of blood on every one till they reached the 
balcony, where there was quite a little pool of clotted blood in 
one corner, that nearest the glass door leading to her father's 
room. She followed the fatal footprints. What she saw there 
we already know. Then, powerless to utter another word, save 
" Murder ! murder 1 '' twice over, she fell prone upon the floor — 

** Flooded with a dark, in the silence of a swoon ! " 

and never resumed her senses till she found herself raised to a 
chair by Eustace, whose simple touch had magnetized her back 
to life. 

To return to the kitmutgar, the man really appeared, as I said 
before, so affected by his master's death, that he could not, upon 
the predilections of Eustace and Regina, or even as an immediate 
result of the B&t Ordeal, be subjected to individual suspicions, 
as Europeans seldom prefer a serious charge upon the prejudices 
of Paganism; but an incident occurred the following morning 
which enabled them to accuse him justifiably of the crime. The 
Commissioner, namely. Head Magistrate of Lucknow, and the 
officer commanding the local police, recommended that, failing 
the personal examination, it would be well to institute a severe 
search for any instruments — knife, dagger, or such-like — missing 
from their places, whereby a clue could be caught of the " wild 
savag'ry " that mutilated the poor victim's tongue and inflicted 
two or three inch wounds about the body of the corpse. This 
idea was carried out, and resulted in the fact that a long carver 
was missing from the canteen, where it will be remembered that 
the keys fitting into those secret doors were likewise kept. 
Hence there was no further drawback to taking up Ali Houssein 
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on suspicion, and as the responsible party in charge of that 
very canteen. He and another man, presumed to be an accom- 
plice, were accordingly incarcerated in the civil prison of Luck- 
now to await their trial for murder in due course ; meanwhile, 
the surgeon's opinion was conclusive relative to a carving-knife 
being the possible weapon used for infliction of the injuries. 
Moreover, the knife itself was not forthcoming. 

The funeral of General Vansittart was fixed for the sixth day, 
namely, Saturday ; and on Thursday Colonel Forsyth, of the 
police, rode up to the Motee Mahal, and, after a conference with 
Sir Henry, Eustace, and Warren, it was agreed to subject the 
prisoners to a new system, only then introduced into India — to 
wit, that a private detective should, nominally as an offender, be 
confined along with the accused men, on the principle of setting 
a thief to catch a thief; furthermore, the detective was to make 
confidants of his fellow-captives, and confess to them crimes of 
which he himself had been guilty (in imagination), and thus draw 
out corresponding confidences from them. This plan had 
worked well in the " Newgates " of the East, native gentry being, 
as a fraternity, boastful and loquacious about villainies practised 
on the hated Feringhee; so there would appear nothing out of 
the way in the admission of a cold-blooded murder itself, if 
necessary to the springes of the snare that was to be sprung by 
this secret emissary of the police. 

Saturday came, and the funeral, a gorgeous military pageant, 
was distinguished by the great and unostentatious grief of the 
GeneraVs family, staff, and friends, who mixed heartfelt lamenta- 
tions with the turf upon his grave, and the boom-boom of the 
minute guns, the solemnity of reversed arms, and funereal music 
of the " Dead March in Saul." His well-known charger, arrayed 
in the trappings of his military state, walked with drooping head, 
and seemed sagaciously conscious of his beloved master's death. 
The gun-carriage, which bore the remains, was surmounted with 
a crimson velvet cushion, containing all the deceased General's 
decorations and orders; in short, nothing was wanting in the 
demeanour of officers or men to convey the deep sympathy 
which was everywhere mingled with a feeling of horror at the 
manner in which that brave life had been taken from their 
midst Regina was too ill and downcast to leave the palace for 
weeks, and even the child, Motee, missed the grand old face, 
who smiled down on her at dinner-time, filling her little mouth 
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wjth honneS'houches at intervals. It was a sad household now ; 
and as yet no connecting link in the dread chain of mystery 
encircling the circumstances of the cruel murder. Warren 
walked about like the restless shadow of his former restless self. 
Sir Henry's distractions were hunting and regimental routine ; 
but he was still unremitting in calling daily upon Colonel Forsyth 
to elicit any information anent the detective scheme, which 
seemed as yet a failure. Eustace did his utmost to soothe the 
smitten soul of Regina, and, as executor, managed to eke out 
the three remaining months of their stay in India, detained from 
week to week by " urgent private affairs," as his Colonel officially 
put it ; but, truth to tell, Eustace's regimental duties had always 
been a " regular do ; " for, since the latter end of the Mutiny, he 
had not done two months' consecutive service with the 6th 
Hussars. At length, one day, about the end of January, Colonel 
Forsyth rode up, while they were all at late breakfast at the 
Motee Mahal, and claimed " a word with Sir Henry Radclyffe," 
looking gravely important the while. 

" Sir Henry, we have him — he has confessed at last ; and I 
may add that hanging will be too good for such a monster ! The 
General's inhuman murder is only the fag end of a series of 
treacherous and wholesale butcheries, of which this man has 
been the perpetrator ! How, or by what means our lamented 
friend could have managed to get such a notorious character into 
his household at all, beats my comprehension. Perhaps you 
would be interested to hear the particulars from beginning to 
end. Colonel ? " 

" Yes, pray be seated," replied Sir Henry, with solemn courtesy, 
" I will call Captain de Mowbray to hear the narrative, but it will 
be advisable to exclude young Vansittart from a repetition of the 
painful story. He has been much cut up, poor fellow, ever since 
the affair, and we have all been vowing a * worship of revenge ' 
to succeed the identity of the murderer ! " 

Accordingly Eustace and Sir Henry returned together, and 
Colonel Forsyth said his say as follows : — 

" Zuliph Khan, our police auxiliary, acted as spy, day and 
night, in the same cell, with only a half-way partition between 
him and Ali Houssein. (You will remember we discharged the 
second man almost immediately on proving he had left the palace 
before daybreak.) I enjoined Zuliph Khan to offer arr&k and 
strong tobacco, and under the influence of mutual convivialities 
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the kitmutgar's tongue was loosened, and he gave a lucid and 
minute account of the crime. Judge Coterill will be telegraphed 
from Calcutta, and sentence passed as soon as practicable. The 
sooner the better. By making a public example of the rascal 
we shall take the native bull of justice by the horns. This Ali 
Houssein, I must tell you, premised that General Vansittart * h?d 
insulted his beard, spat in his brother's face, and trod on his 
grandfather's grave ' (you know the allegorical nonsense in which 
niggers indulge), by ordering his own father to be blown off a 
gun for instigating a bazaar mutiny at Pindee, in which several 
sepoys and hasildars joined, and which might have become a 
serious rising had not our gallant friend nipped it in the bud. 
This all happened about two and a half years ago, since which 
Ali Houssein has set himself determinedly for vengeance. Like 
most hill-tribe fanatics, murder comes as natural to him as 
mother's milk, and the wretch will meet death merely as kismet. 
In order to prosecute a family prophecy, the lot having fallen 
upon his head, he, in the capacity of a khansamah during the 
Mutiny, murdered Commissioner Melville, his wife, and three 
daughters, as well as poor Mrs. Ballantyne at Allighur ; the latter 
he thugged first, and flung her under a sofa till the husband, who 
was passing through the verandah, had gone out of sight, when 
he dragged her forth and battered her to death, in which state 
she was discovered towards night. Some of the details of his 
atrocities are too horrid for repetition ! But the man is evidently 
a homicidal maniac, and describes himself as waiting with eager 
excitement from month to month, in order to wheedle round 
General Vansittart's generous nature and then murder him. He 
speaks of nearly getting his dismissal at the hands of the " Moo 
Sahib," and intended fully to include you as a victim. Captain de 
Mowbray, only the lateness of the festivities had stolen the 
march of daybreak upon him ; that, and the difficulty of forcing 
a trap-door at the back of the General's bed actually saved your 
life, in all human seeming. He says the poor old gentleman 
struggled desperately, and with a vital strength surprising in one 
of his advanced years. He himself retreated by the balcony, being 
afraid of losing time by a second attempt at the doorway, for he 
heard Lady Radclyffe's infant crying \ he complains of want of 
nous in leaving imfastened the door of the gooselkhana. The 
knife he threw into the Goomtee, by that very bath-room window, 
as a final precaution to jumping out of it himself. Then, after 
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washing his hands, and changing his blood-stained choga, he 
returned to the house almost immediately after the alarm had 
reached the domestic portion of the inmates. This, I believe, 
is in substance everything he has confessed." 

" Quite enough, too," exclaimed both his hearers with horror 
and disgust 

" I had begun to fear that we should never bring it home to 
the scoundrel," added Eustace. " Although I have often asked the 
General to discharge that man, he, with good-natured persistence, 
refused to do so without sufficient excuse — so short-sighted are we 
poor mortals as a rule ! " 

" Thank God ! we shall be avenged, that is one thing," said 
Sir Henry, with stem enthusiasm. 

Colonel Forsyth took his departure, promising to arrange all 
preliminaries for the trial without delay. A fortnight afterwards 
the miserable fiend fulfilled the utmost sentence of the law by 
hanging from a peepul-tree till the loiltures made a meal of him. 
He died a dogged traitor and barbarian, as he had lived, and 
implicated in his confessions several spotted characters, black as 
himself, who, since the Mutiny, had roamed at large in hill fast- 
nesses, but who were now successfully tracked, captured, and 
brought to book, no less than five wretched criminals being 
executed as a holocaust to the manes of English men, women, and 
children, who shared the limbus of General Vansittart's martyrdom. 

At length stem Justice stayed her hand, and Lucknow and its 
precincts were restored to the tranquillity which so frightfiil a 
tragedy had necessarily disturbed. 

Eustace induced Queenie to take long rides and drives, in 
order to avoid the continual moping over her children, which 
had become habitual to her. And I am sorry to say that Sir 
Henry, not appreciating her extreme melancholy., neglected her 
more than ever. 

Preparations for their joumey to England succeeded these 
disastrous events, and the last month almost flew with Eustace. 
Sir Henry had decided to travel overland on account of Regina 
and the children, Warren arranging to get leave and accompany 
them vid, Marseilles. Eustace was to join his regiment as soon 
as General Vansittart's successor should appoint a permanent 
A.D.C., Captain the Honourable de Mowbray having been offered, 
but courteously declining, the post, as he could not bear the idea 
of staying on at Lucknow after Queenie's departure. 
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The last week arrived, then the last evening, and Eustace had 
gradually " grown gaunt, as it were the skeleton of himself," with 
the hidden struggle of his fettered passions ; much as Saints 
Dominic and Francis of Assisi, and other men not saints, have 
done in this unsatisfactory world. 

Queenie's favourite balcony on the second floor had now become 
a hateful " In Memoriam " of her affliction, so it, and the five 
secret passages were closed up. Consequently, it was in the 
verandah of the Oriel Chamber that they sat side by side for the 
last time, realizing the significance of those two simple words in 
their painful perfection only too well. 

" Regina, I shall not see you off to-morrow ; I feel I should be 
unmanned, perhaps ! " 

Queenie, pretematurally marblesque in the straight folds and 
heavy crape of mourning, looked a shade paler than ever to-night, 
and tears were gathering fast beneath the veinbd lids as he spoke 
thus of their parting, perchance for all time. She hardly dared 
to own the stem fact to her wifely and loyal bosom, but it was, 
nevertheless, too true that Eustace had smoothed away Sir 
Henry's hardness and indifference with consummate tact. The 
kind, strong arm, the handsome, high-bred face, had never failed 
her in the hour of need. His influence had mastered her in fitful 
moments, for Queenie had her darker moods, and each had 
refined the other's thought ; Eustace manifesting that extreme 
selflessness so unusual in a man, especially in one whom fair 
women had done their best to spoil. In short, Queenie had got 
to depend upon Eustace for strength, and Sir Henry, always 
difficile, disdainful, and headstrong, appeared more than ever so 
in her present unnerved state, for she had not yet completely 
shaken off the shock of her father's death. Her faith, too, in 
!iim was so implicit that it knew not what unfaith meant, and his 
mental suffering multiplied in proportion to his perception of that 
^ery faith. His eager manhood quailed before the modest mystery 
3f her ingenuous trustfulness. After all Queenie was but a woman, 
md he but human, therefore his whole soul became an exodus 
)f passion towards that lovely priestess of an earthly shrine ! 

** Shall I write to you, Eustace — do you wish it ? " she asked 
?ver so softly, seated there by his side. . Sir Henry was dining at 
he Artillery mess, as the last detachment of his own regiment 
lad marched to Calcutta the day before. 

** Write I " he repeated, abstractedly. " Bless my soul ! I was 
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the foeman's ground, and wrap my colours round my breast on 
the blood-red battle-field !" 

" Hush, Eustace, do not be so very wicked ! Besides, you 
remind me of what I beheld in that witch's awful cabin ! I 
would to Heaven I could ever forget it, or look at Norian without 
thinking of the sunny babe I saw laughing and crowing by his 
sister's side, also in that terrible vision. Let me see, the third 
child was asleep." (She added this after a slight pause, and as it 
to herself.) 

" Pray forget that stupid episode, Regina ; it is morbid to dwell 
on such memories against my better judgment on your behalf; 
and now, my rare, pale Queen, good night 1 I may perhaps write 
you a few words of farewell, but shall speak to you no more 
before you go. You may look up to my bedroom window as 
you get into the gharrie, if you like, darling — forgive me for thus 
calling you for the last time. Sir Henry and Warren will miss 
me, and think I have gone on to the station. Moreover, all 
men hate parting scenes, and we three have known and cared for 
each other too well to be otherwise than pals. So I shall skip 
the word * Good-bye,' in mercy to all parties ! Sir Henry has 
deep feelings, though he hides them well — too effectually some- 
times for your peace, my child. Think often of me, Regina ! " 
There was a world of anguish in his tone. 

" Oh ! Eustace, must I go now ? Is it indeed so late ? Well, a 
year will soon pass, and you have promised me to come home 
with your regiment." 

" A soldier's life is too full of petty tyranny and puerile vexa- 
tion to anticipate any definite future, my Regina ; but I shall 
meantime watch, Indian fashion, each day that divides us on the 
tablets of my fondest recollection, and look forward hopefully 
to meeting you again : and now fare-thee-well ! my more than 
life ! " 

Their eyes met in one long, yearning look, and hers drooped 
with the crimson flush on their lids of great and agonized 
emotion 1 

** And in their dark, liquid moisture swam, 
Like the dim orb of the eclipsed moon ! " 

This was their parting ! 

No kiss, no word, no touch of hand ! Only that one long 
hungry misery of the meeting eyes / 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

•* And Peter Bell, when he had been 
With fresh-imparted hell-fire warmed, 
Grew serious ; — from his dress, and mien, 

*Twas very plainly to be seen 

Peter was quite reformed ! 

** His eyes turned up, his mouth turned down. 
His accent caught a nasal twang. 
He oiled his hair ; there might be heard 
The grace of God in every word 
That Peter said or sang ! 

Peter Bell the Third. 

\Vk must take a retrospect, and look at Willie Renfrewshire as 
he sat in his bachelor rooms at " Oaklands," late one October 
evening of the same year in which General Vansittart was so 
brutally murdered. We left Lady Vixen the previous August 
travelling on the London and Midland Railway, after her well- 
managed escape from the so-called Elysium in Rutlandshire. 
Willie Renfrewshire was poring over a ponderous pathological 
tome, and smoking meanwhile with quiet appreciation of Wills's 
bird's-eye. Suddenly he thought he heard a pebble thrown up 
at the window leading to the garden, and drew aside the heavy 
crimson curtains ; for his snuggery was luxuriously furnished, with 
an eye to substantial comfort, and warm and rapid colouring, 
x^rsus the high art which, with its cold neutral tint, availeth all 
things now-a-days. Peering out of the window, he perceived a 
shrouded and crouching figure as of a woman. She appeared in 
the semi-darkness to have a shawl right over her head. He 
thought at first it was a patient who had eluded the vigilance of 
her nurse, and made way to this window. He accordingly 
advanced to unfasten the sash, which opened on to the shrubbery. 
The figure came straight up to him : he recognized not the face, 
but the voice— oh, merciful Heaven ! could it indeed be I-ady 
Vixen Armytage? St Catherine of Genoa affirms that she 
" understood how the souls of the faithful are placed in Purga- 
tory to get rid of all the rust and sin that in this life was left 
unpurged,^ and under these peculiar conditions poor Lady Vixie 
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had apparently anticipated the Purgatorial process, and cleansed 
out '' the last faint earthly stain ; '' for less lifelike, and more 
ghostly, she could hardly look — a timid, trembling wreck of the 
brilliant brunette of the Pedralles cloister ; and yet something 
about the closely-clinging serge of her dress recalled to Willie 
that first eventful meeting — nearly three years ago. 

'' Mr. Renfrewshire, pray admit me, I have something impor- 
tant to tell you ! " 

" Certainly, certainly," he cried with eager cordiality ; " but I 
am greatly siurprised to see you at this hour of evening, and in 
such a sony plight ; you look half dead, I^y Vixen ! " 

'^ Don't mention it, I feel half dead, I can tell you. Dear Mr. 
Renfrewshire, listen to what I have to say, and then you must 
befriend me, for that is the reason I have placed myself under 
your protection." 

" Then come in, and sit down quietly," he said, in that calm, 
masterful tone he was wont to assume to the sick. He closed the 
windows and curtains at once, led her to an easy-chair, and 
came over near her, standing with his back to the fireplace, a 
favourite attitude with him when agitated ; and her depressed — 
not to say shabby — state had deeply affected him, the more so as 
he felt it would take a good deal to kotow one of such natural 
high spirits and temperament as Lady Vixen Armytage. Then 
he said, ** First of all, permit me to offer you some refresh- 
ment ; I dare say Mrs. Carew has not gone to bed yet." 

" No, no, I feel faint and ill, but I must tell you about myself 
at once : I cannot wait ; my heart is bursting ! Oh, Mr. Renfrew- 
shire, no words can paint my sufferings since last we met ! " 

" Let me see," interrupted Willie ; " two years ago you paid 
us a visit in Bedford Square. I was inquiring the other day, 
and Neila says it is months since she has heard from you, so 
she was getting a little anxious on your account. We were all 
very grieved to hear of little Rubi's death, but that, too, was 
some time ago ! Now just tell me anything, and everything 
you like. It may comfort you, dear Lady Vixen, and I need 
not assure you that your confidence will be held sacred by 
me, and I will willingly aid you to the utmost of my ability." 

Then she poured forth to him the harrowing history of her 
love for Eustace, including their compact about the ring, its 
return, and all her misery; all her weakness since, as well as 
Lady BrayviJle's cruel treatment, and the wrongs she had 



2 1 4 The Shackles of an Old Love. 

experienced, monetary and otherwise, at her hands. She ended 
by alluding to the silence that had subsisted between her and 
Eustace, now for eighteen months and more. At this crisis 
of her narrative Renfrewshire, for the first time, spoke. 

"I cannot but think Captain de Mowbray has treated you 
in a very dishonourable manner; such conduct I should not 
have expected in a man I so thoroughly admired — indeed 
deemed the beau ideal of a hero, either in romance or war." 

" Oh no ! " cried Lady Vixen, deprecatingly ; " dear, noble 
Eustace was in no way to blame; he has never wronged me 
by word or deed, only I loved him too well, and he could 
not forget that other woman sufficiently to give me all his 
heart ; but he was too honest and truthful to act a lie, and 
marry me under a false aspect ; that was all ! " And she 
sighed ever so sadly, as the bare remembrance of her rival 
crossed her mind 

" Hem !" said Willie. " All I can say is, you and he must have 
very high-flown and uncomfortable theories about love, faith, 
honour, and the rest of it." And he in his turn sighed deeply. " I 
am not fortunate enough, or idle enough, to entertain any experi- 
mental views on the subject, but I am glad you made a lucky hit, 
and escaped from that horrid place. This wholesale woman-farming 
and traffic in souls should be put a stop to ; it interferes with our 
legitimate and professional efforts to check the poor victims sub- 
ject to the cruel vice of alcohol, in your order of society. Pro- 
mise me. Lady Vixie, that you will take no more hateful narcotics. 
They are sure to kill you in the long run." 

" No, I quite made up my mind, from the example set me by 
Mrs. Sneakworthy at Elysium Fort, that I should not care to 
arrive at her stage of degradation," replied Lady Vixen earnestly. 
" I shall never be mean enough to seek any more false respites 
from pain ; though, if possible, my tortures have augmented, not 
decreased, since I left Rutlandshire, seven or eight weeks ago. 
To resume my adventures. When I reached London, I hastily 
re-dressed myself in my own wardrobe, at the waiting-room of 
St. Pancras Station, and drove in a hansom straight to Hill Street, 
Berkeley Square, where you can realize the tempestuous interview 
I had with Augusta, Lady Bray ville ! I vowed I would drive forth- 
with to Mr. Bellairs, but she persuaded me to go up to my own 
room and take a rest, and really became altered in manner, and 
spoke so very reasonably, that I was completely hoodwinked— did 
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not know what to make of it, in fact. I was worn out with my 
long joui?iey and want of sleep the night before, therefore dis- 
posed to act upon her suggestion j she promising me the carriage 
early next day, in order to enable me to seek my trustee. I 
inquired for dear Marguerite, but was informed she was out driv- 
ing with Lady Chesapeake, and was to dine with her. A lie, no 
doubt. I had some food brought to my bedroom, and, overcome 
with anxiety and fatigue, retired shortly, and slept till a late hour 
next morning. When I awoke, whom should I see bending over 
me but a perfect stranger, dressed in a habit something like nuns 
wear. This person addressed me as follows : — 

" * Dear Lady Brayville sent me up here ; you are extremely ill, 
Lady Vixen Annytage, and I have come to see what I can do for 
you.' 

" I rose up in the bed, furious with rage at this second plot of 
the enemy, and shrieked out, — 

" * How dare you say I am ill, you story-teller I You are 
another parasite of Lady Bray ville's, I presume, who seems to have 
as many ugly insects like yourself buzzing about her, as any blue- 
bottle fly. So just you leave my room, before I rise up and turn 
you out 1 ' 

" What did she do but coolly lock the door before my face, 
and pocketed the key ere I had time to offer a remonstrance, or 
even see what she was about. Then out of a closet stepped a 
second woman guised like herself. I screamed until I was hoarse, 
calling for Marguerite, the police — every one I could think of to 
help me, for I felt mad with wrath and terror. But it was of no 
avail What did these two demons do, but as soon as I was 
dressed, drag me forcibly down the stairs. I certainly hoped, 
and half fancied by their mysterious manner, they were about to 
bring me here to * Oaklands,' knowing how you would act in the 
matter, even if Augusta did try to make me out insane. I con- 
fided this to the wretches, mentioning you by name, and they 
pretended they were driving me here ; and as I had only taken 
the journey once before, I was easily deceived in the distance, 
though * Holy House,' where they did take me, is not more than 
a mile off, as it happens. When we drove into a large gate- 
way, I was still under the delusion that it was your back entrance, 
when lo and behold, standing at an open porch, I saw a great 
fat woman, arrayed also d la sceur de charitk^ and a man stood by 
her side cassocked like a priest. My cries they never heeded, 
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but dragged me along, passage after passage, until they lodged me 
in a remote room, that bore a resemblance to a prison cell. Here 
the * Lady Superior,' as the stout woman called herself, harangued 
me in much these words, spluttered forth in a foreign guttural : — 

" * Here you air. Lady Vixen Armytage, a vicked sinner, and 
a shild of Satan, and a drinking vomans ; you have come here to 
vork out your salvation, and be informed of your devil's deeds.' 

" A promising beginning for poor me ! Then the man garbed as 
a priest took up his parable. He had such a sensuous face, and 
reminded me of that neat, but not gaudy individual, of whom 
to speak is euphemism. He vociferated with a strong nasal 
twang, and was oiled and scented to a pitch of pharisaical per- 
fection. I gave him my sentiments pretty freely, which he did 
not seem to relish, for he said in a tone of indignation, — 

" * Ver veil, take her, my dear sisters, to you know vare ! ' 

" * You know vare ' 1 discovered was a miserable second-floor 
bedroom, where those nineteenth-century savages stripped me, 
notwithstanding my screams and protestations against their 
indelicate handling ; they took my purse, earrings, my very crucifix 
off my bosom (the beautiful gold crucifix my Eustace gave me) ; 
then they placed me in a strait-jacket, knocked my head about, 
and thumped me when I struggled for freedom, and finally 
ended by tying me with narrow flannel listings (which grazed my 
skin and checked the circulation, swelling my limbs enormously), 
to a straw paillasse, where I remained for two whole days ; every 
now and then the Superior (Madame Zurick by name) approach- 
ing me with a large prayer-book, from which she read extracts at 
intervals, the other two sisters giving me a little gruel, bread-and- 
water, or weak tea, and standing by turns at the doorway, mock- 
ing my feeble moans and prayers for freedom, by coarse laughter 
or pious ribaldry. The door of the room had been unhinged, 
and I was every now and then subjected to the further insult of 
Monsieur Zurick — i la priest — passing to and fro the passages, 
scowling upon me as he did so. In short, Mr. Renfrewshire, I 
refrain from giving you too minute a recital of my anguish. 
Suffice it to say, I gradually learnt I was in a species of reforma- 
tory, called by courtesy a * Temperance Home,' and in a few 
days I was allowed to resume a black serge dress of my own ; 
though the watch-pocket was wrested off" because Lady Superior 
indulged in a watch-pocket, and I was considered too inferior a 
being to imitate the humblest atom of her personal adornment 
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This and every petty humiliation was heaped upon me, added to 
which I was forced to wear a cap and apron, and supposed to 
work like a servant in scrubbing floors, dressmaking, and the 
laundry, and this from eight in the morning till eight at night. 
All the windows were frosted, so the poor inmates of that Pande- 
moniun never gazed on the world of trees and houses, their 
only means of breathing the outdoor air of heaven being the 
twenty minutes' daily tramp, without either bonnet or gloves, in 
a ground which served for drying the linen as well. But not a 
stitch of work did they get out of me ; the consequence is, I was 
put upon a continuous regimen of bread and water. More 
hypocritical cant or unvarnished tyranny I have never witnessed 
in the course of my travels. The Superior was a self-created 
Abbess of an Anglican order of Protestantism, and her husband 
nominated himself a priest of the same unique persuasion. 
They called this Home of theirs * Holy House ; ' and he, with 
further bad taste — not to say blasphemy — insisted upon being 
styled * the Master,' after his great and glorious Prototype, and 
vowed and declared he was the successor of the Saints, and trod 
in the very footprints of our blessfed Saviour — in short, he made 
himself a Christ ; and this you will scarcely credit, but it is 
perfectly true. * Holy House ' was in reality a den where newly- 
released prisoners, caught by Bible readers at the doors of gaols, 
and immoral characters haunting night refuges, the streets, and 
parks, were huddled together in indecent confusion, and made to 
work for their own support, and the emolument of Monsieur and 
Madame, being forced to pray so many hours a day when not at 
work, in order to expedite their religious reformation, as well as 
pay for their individual sustenance. Fancy Lady Brayville 
daring, or having the power, to put me in such a place ! The food 
we had was vile, whereas the master and his wife fared sumptu- 
ously every day ; the language was obscene and disgusting, and a 
woman sat over us at all our meals, reading random passages out 
of an elaborately bound book ; it would have been better if she 
had superintended the cleaning of the tablecloth, or improvised 
a few more spoons, for the mise en table was filthy and degrading 
to a degree ! At length they placed me, for insubordination, 
into a kind of cupboard, where I had to sleep on the bare boards, 
and was fed on bread and water for forty-eight hours. After this 
I determined to bide my opportunity and effect my escape, even 
if I did so at the peril of my life. You must know we were all 
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locked in, so it was difficult for me to achieve this ; but to-night, 
although I was personally and closely watched, I took advantage 
of * the Master ' preaching an extempore sermon to about two 
hundred hungry and miserable captives, and while he was rant- 
ing vigorously in a chapel fitted up for him, addressing his hearers 
as ' Sisters in sin,' and allotting them all individual places in the 
fire and brimstone of the lower regions, and himself an exalted 
position on a pinnacle of peculiar glory, and while the Superior 
was poking about the poor creatures — including myself — with a 
long stick from time to time, to keep our attention up to the 
mark, I managed to crawl between my row of worshippers and 
the wall, and being thin in body and armed with the courage of 
a great despair, I toppled myself over the upper part of a window; 
I threw my cap and apron into a comer of the cupboard where 
I had been confined, so that Lady Superior might see it, when 
she was bestowing a similar malediction on some other poor soul 
in my shoes. A bonnet I had never seen since I had been in 
the place, so after climbing a very high wall with the alacrity of a 
hunted animal, I threw my shawl across my head and made 
direct for this house ; finding my whereabouts, and inquiring of 
a passer-by the way. Oh, if Eustace, my beloved Eustace, had 
only been near and seen my suffering, I am sure he would have 
murdered Lady Brayville, and Monsieur Zurick would have had 
a taste of his horsewhip as well ! Oh, my darling, my own best 
and only love, would to God you were here ! " 

Then, perfectly exhausted with her painful narration, poor 
Lady Vixen covered her face with her hands, and gave way to a 
positive agony of grief, weeping long and ceaselessly, till Renfi*ew- 
shire grew alarmed about her ; but he administered a restorative, 
and brought some refreshments, insisting upon her taking a few 
mouthfuls, and feeding her as he would a child, until she looked 
up with a heartful smile of thanks, glistening through her falling 
tears. Willie was by nature deeply sympathetic with human 
suflfering in any shape ; but to a practical man the episode of 
Lady Vixie*s love passages appeared a strange and romantic 
muddle. Eustace's faith unfaithful kept him falsely true to 
another, and she had sacrificed to an insane bigotry the ideal 
dream of her whole life's happiness. However, he would not 
hear of her speaking another syllable that night, but led her 
himself along the corridor in the asylum portion of "Oak- 
lands" and consigned her carefully to the matron — a gentle. 
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ladylike-looking person — ^who conducted her to the pretty suite 
of rooms belonging to Perduta, where, after a drowsy "Te 
Deum " to her Maker, the fragile limbs, faded eyes, and fainting 
heart of Vixie subsided into a deep and dreamless sleep. 

The next morning she had her breakfast comfortably brought 
to her in the natty boudoir, which, with a bath and bedroom, 
completed the suite of apartments sacred to the fair Italian 
foundling. Pictures, flowers, needlework, the utmost refinement 
of elegance was visible about everything, even to the dwarf tables 
and girandole shelves filled with rare and neatly-bound books ; 
among them Madame de Stael, Chateaubriand, and several 
Italian works of a theological character, besides the English 
poets and art literature of the period. 

" Hereby evidently hangs a tale," said Vixie, with significant 
sadness, as she looked round the delicate drapery of blue and 
white, and remarked that even the dkjeHner service, from which 
she sipped her chocolate and took her buttered toast, was 
designed to match the pale turquoise tint of the Myosotis flowers 
which papered the walls of the dainty little chamber. 

" He must surely love Perduta," she whispered once more to 
herself. 

About eleven o'clock she heard a knock at the door, and Dr. 
Renfrewshire made his appearance. 

" I hope you have slept off" a little of your sorrow and per- 
turbation, dear Lady Vixen," said he, by way of courteous 
salutation. 

" Yes, thank you," she replied. " What lovely rooms these 
are, and so aesthetically arranged ! " 

" Yes, Perduta has faultless taste, poor child ! and worked all 
that modern point on the mantelpiece, and round these little 
tables, as well as the tapestry curtain of that book-shelf. It is a 
lucky thing she is at present staying with my people down at 
Brighton, or I might have had some difficulty in putting you up 
in such an impromptu manner." 

" That reminds me you and I must have a regular business 
talk," said Vixie, " and arrange my future plans. I hope that all 
your family are well. Neila's last letter, about three months ago, 
said your father was ailing, I think." 

"Yes, my father^s health has broken down completely for 
several months. His heart, I fear ! Mrs. Neale is quite well ; it 
would take a twice-over sickness to touch her tough constitution. 
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Neila, too, is flourishing, and as great a slave as ever to the 
eccentric old lady \ and Perduta, who is now one of ourselves, for 
we have never gained any clue to her birth, parentage, or past 
life " 

"Oh yes — and Perduta," said Vixie anxiously, "has she 
recovered? How stupid of me to forget to ask after her 
before ! " 

" Partially she has recovered," answered Renfrewshire, while a 
transient flush passed over his face, and a deep interest lighted 
up his serious eyes. " I have still hopes of her some day. 
In the meantime my father never seems so happy as when she is 
playing to him the divine music of the old masters, or treading 
noiselessly about his study, arranging the bees — ' beam-like 
ephemera ' — moths, butterflies, beetles, and all those impedimenta 
of entomology with which he surrounds himself" 

" Sit down now, Mr. Renfrewshire, and I will tell you how 
you can befriend me." 

"y^p suis h vous^ Madame^^ and he took his seat by her side on 
a couch. " In the first place I must give you a tonic, Lady Vixen, 
to bring a little of the old bloom back into your cheeks. It is 
rather fortunate that this happens to be one of my free mornings. 
Mondays, Wednesdays, and Thursdays, I see patients in Bedford 
Square — not all mental cases, for I have the honour to inform you 
that my practice has become an eminently successful one; so 
what with consultations, my sick childi:en here, and patients in 
town, I am obliged to keep a pair of horses for my sole use, and 
have relinquished my rides, except as a luxury when time admits 
of them" 

" Indeed ! I am glad to hear this. I always thought you must 
be professionally clever," said Vixie, with a feeble attempt at the 
sunny smile of olden days. 

" And now, what I purpose," said Renfrewshire, " is that you 
should put on your hat and cloak, and take a drive with me, and 
tell me all you have to say in the carriage. I fancy this fresh 
morning air will do you good. Lady Vixen." 

" Alas ! you forget the Superior. Our Lady of ' Holy House ' 
has my bonnet ; but I think I had better buy one, and drive to 
Mr. Bellairs." 

" No, I can telegraph for him to come and meet you here 
instead," said Willie. 

" Oh ! thank you, that will be best, perhaps ; you see that vile 
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woman, Lady Brayville, must have cajoled dear old uncle to draw 
my money, and pretended she had my consent to do so. I have 
now the complete control of roy fifteen hundred a year, as I came 
of age last June, so you see Augusta dare not tamper with me any 
longer ; and I can Ixing an action against her and the people at 
* Holy House,' for illegal detention. Certainly, both the Zu- 
ricks and Mrs. Sneakworthy are determined to have pathetic and 
appropriate names for their villanous retreats, but it is a case of 
' Lasdate ogni speranza, voi ch^ entrate f ' to poor flies entrapped 
into the webs of these speculative spiders. And why every 
principle of goodness should be perverted to evil, and every moral 
inspiration caricatured by the * baaing vanities ' of these veritable 
wolves in black sheep's clothing, I know not. Moreover, the 
self-elect seem as illiterate as they are tyrannical, and can hardly 
spell their own names. I read an entry in a day-book of Mrs. 
Sneakworthy's, in which extras was spelled * hextries,' and the 
servant alluded to as ^ Hemmar^ her Christian name being 
simply * Emma.' Cetait un peu tropfort n^est-cepas, mon amiV^ 

" Yes," acquiesced Willie, " I fear a great many of these charla- 
tans will find themselves in the wrong box when they reach that 
world beyond the Atlas. Better put the whole matter of recover- 
ing your wardrobe, and instituting your rights, into the hands of 
Mr. Bellairs, who has the reputation of being a thoroughgoing 
business man. And be very candid with him, dear Lady Vixen, 
as you have with me, and all will shortly be well with you. 
I am glad you have made such strict resolves about opiates and 
stimulants. Believe me, they are the ruin of our age, and I, 
as a medical man, am astonished to know the amount of cham- 
pagne even young ladies can consume at balls, and two-thirds of 
my patients here have lost their reason from the same cause. 
I do not wish to appear didactic, but to one of your high soul, 
feminine grace, and superior culture, I feel nothing that I can 
urge in professional confidence will be misconstrued by you into 
impertinent interference." 

" Assuredly not, dear Mr. Renfrewshire, for doctor I have not 
yet learned to call you. I deeply appreciate all you would tell 
me, and I will, with God's help, tread the thorny path of self- 
denial in every way till He, in His own good time, wipes away 
tears from my eyes, and assuages the lonesome anguish of my 
heart ! " And Lady Vixie's voice trembled with genuine emo- 
tion. 
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" I feel for you intensely," he said gently ; " but if you are de- 
termined to behave like a proud Princess Elizabeth, and treat 
your lover with mediaeval exigence, I can advise you no further. 
Why do you not chalk out for yourself constant and healthful occupa- 
tion of mind and body ? and in a treadmill of narrow duties you will 
gradually expiate your penance of pain and love-sickness. Then, 
perhaps, you might come across some one else, who will illustrate 
anew the poetic idylls you have merged in the grand shipwreck 
of your first voyage on the unstable waters of a man's faith?" 

" Never ! " exclaimed I^dy Vixen, ardently; " neither time nor 
all eternity can efface the image of Eustace from its ever-living 
sanctuary in my heart ! I learned to love him as soon as I could 
speak." 

" Alas, it is sad ! " said he ; " does he not even write to you ?" 

" Never," she replied ; " I know not whether he is dead or 
alive ! " 

" What a horrid woman *my Queen' must be ! — a regular speci- 
men of an Anglo-Indian dame, I suppose, fast and unladylike. My 
father attended Miss Radclyffe for years, and says there is some 
mysterious story connected with her brother, Sir Henry, which 
has converted him into a self-exile and wanderer, like Childe 
Harold, or Byron himself; but I believe he is a very distinguished 
soldier, V.C., and all that. I was at Radclyffe Towers some 
weeks since, paying a visit to the old lady, who is a valetudi- 
narian, my father being too ill now to attend her. She told 
me her brother, and his wife and family, are expected in England 
next May." 

" Indeed ! Eustace lives with them in Lucknow, and has a staff 
appointment — is aide-de-camp, I think, to Lady Radclyffe's father. 
Now, I particularly want to add ;£^6oo a year to his income. I 
can easily spare it, but he must never know whence it comes, or 
he will be perfectly furious. Whatever I am to do with the 
remaining nine hundred a year I cannot think ! " 

" Do as I told you," replied Renfrewshire. " Live, and work, 
and be happy in a quiet old-maidish manner — if you will have it 
so," he added with a smile. " But come now into my own house 
and sit down, while I telegraph to Mr. Bellairs. I will give you 
to day's paper to look over." 

Accordingly they adjourned to his portion of the building, and 
just above the chimney-piece, in his apartment, which served as 
a reception-room and sanctum in one, she observed a beautifully- 
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finished water-colour, painted by one of our first living artists, 
a chef d^cBuvre^ of pre-Raphaelite precision, representing Perduta 
walking in the grounds of " Oaklands." Her back was to a 
thick tangle of foliage and flowers; her head stood out in 
bold relief against a dark green sunshade. The anxious violet 
eyes were closed, drooping down, and " 'Neath long soft lashes, 
laid asleep, they seemed all too thoughtful for her years ! " as if 
the mournful and terrible secret of her young life had sealed the 
lids everlastingly. The artist had caught her prayerful expres- 
sion, and placed the golden hair as an aureole about the dead- 
white face. 

It was a perfect picture ! And Vixie said so, with a side glance 
at Renfirewshire, who turned his face away as if in contempla- 
tion of a pamphlet on the table. 

" Poor man, he has a hapless love as well as me ! " she 
thought to herself and sighed. 



CHAPTER XXVIIL 

" Fair as the first that fell of womankind ; 
When on that dread, yet lovely serpent smiling, 



Soft as the memory of a buried love, 

Pure as the prayer which childhood wafts above, 

Was she, the daughter of that Chieftain rude. " 

The Bride of Abydos. 

The interview with Mr. Bellairs was a long and satisfactory one. 
He quite entered into Lady Vixen's outraged feelings, and cor- 
roborated her pre-suppositions relative to Lord Brayville signing 
a cheque on her account, believing it to be with her sanction, 
having been himself deceived by Lady Bra)rville, who positively 
went so far as to read him a letter, purporting to be from Vixie, 
in which she asked for fifty pounds to be forwarded without 
delay, as she was staying with some friends in the country, and 
wanted the money in order to accompany them on the continent. 
Of course the Earl was a complete tool in the hands of his 
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clever and designing wife. However, Mr. Bellairs advised that 
Lady Vixen, tor her uncle's sake, should take no legal steps in the 
matter, and he would secure her rights in the future, and deliver 
no moneys, nor cheques, except personally, or under her imme- 
diate signature. Willie Renfrewshire felt himself somewhat 
awkwardly situated, but undertook to have an interview with 
Lady Brayville, and treat her to his opinion of her conduct 
towards an orphan niece. 

" Why, she was most insulting, and quite confirmed my 
private estimate of her character,'* said he, when Vixie cross- 
questioned him on his return from Hill Street, Berkeley Square ; 
" she wanted me to make overtures to you, but I repudiated 
any advances, and told her you were of age, and responsible for 
your own actions, and I, for my part, should advise you to steer 
clear of so dangerous a relative. It was a delicate task for me 
to perform, and only my friendship for you and de Mowbray, 
dear Lady Vixen, made me sit it out, to the bitter end. She even 
insinuated that, being an heiress, I had a view to your wealth 
and title. I treated her with righteous contempt, and trod on the 
toes of all her arguments. So what you had really better do 
is to remain in this house till the old folks return from Brighton, 
and then take up your abode in Bedford Square. You see it 
places me in a predicament, your being titled, and well off 
(though it is very mad of you to give up that ^600 a year), 
2iXi^ pretty; I, a miserable bachelor: people will put two and two 
together, and tell no end of crams about us, — bitter of digestion 
to you perhaps ! " 

*! Oh, I do not mind," laughed Vixie, " I shall end my life in 
the * deep shade of convent walls,' or become a Mrs. Jellyby, 
and interest myself in the grisettes of Borri-boolah-gha ! In 
the meantime you and Mr. Bellairs must find me a nice cottage 
not far from here, where * I can win my way to heaven, by 
scourge, and fast, and sleepless tears,' or treadmill work such as 
you suggested. But for the present I will remain here ; only pray let 
me have my meals separately with Mrs. Carew ; I am deeply in- 
terested in her, poor thing ! She is a lady by parentage, and 
speaks in touching terms of your great kindness to her. It 
appears she made a runaway match with a son of General 
Carew, who was a Lieutenant in the Navy, and this young 
scapegrace died in foreign service, leaving her penniless." 

" Yes," said Willie, " that is quite true ; and I heard of her 
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through an artist to whom she was sitting as a historic model, 
and thought perhaps this might be a home over her head, till 
she found something more suitable ; but when I observed her 
methodical ways, and the tact with which she studied my 
patients, all ladies by birth, and the taste she exhibited in 
choosing their costumes, I oflfered her three hundred a year, as 
my matron and housekeeper ; that is all the good turn I have 
done myself and her. As I am so uncertain in my hours, owing 
to sudden calls and telegrams, I think it would be more com- 
fortable for you to make a companion of her, and then I can 
leave my poor bachelor manage and join you at dinner any 
evening I am disengaged. And pray make yourself quite at 
home at *Oaklands,' Lady Vixen; one of the carriages shall 
always be at your disposal." 

" How very good you are ! " cried Vixie, gratefully ; " I gladly 
accept your hospitable offer, until such times as the cottage 
home turns up." 

" By the bye, I forgot to mention that I managed to get a 
glimpse of Lady Marguerite de Mowbray on the staircase. She 
was denied to me, when I boldly asked to see her in the draw- 
ing-room j and I was given a hint that any former mild attentions 
in that quarter had been peculiarly repugnant to the high-bred 
feelings of the Countess, h^r mother. Inter alia^ told in pretty 
plain English that * such fruit was hung too high for any mouth 
to gape for save an EarPs ! ' Not quite in such poetic phrase, 
however. The dear girl blushed with delight at seeing my 
old phiz again, and I squeezed her hand very pleasantly behind 
a bird-cage, and very nearly kissed her, forgetting she was no 
longer the school-girl of the Barcelona Carnival ; but she took 
all my gauchetie in good part, and has grown into a dazzling 
daughter of Eve, quite beyond my recognition. She seems 
greatly attached to you, and spoke of you with tears streaming 
down her cheeks, so I rendered my cambric sacred for ever, in my 
own eyes, by wiping them away. She admired the silken mono- 
gram in the corner of the handkerchief; and when I told her it 
was Perduta's work, womanlike, she fixed me with her eyes of 
spherM brown, and asked me at once if Perduta was pretty. 
In short, the bitters of my treatment at Lady Brayville's hands 
were cancelled by the sweets of your cousin's condescension. 
She says her mother has forbidden her ever to speak to you 
again ; but she intends to write, at all events, if she cannot coerce 

Q 
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the meek Piniche into bringing her here to pay you a visit, 
which she is going to try for next Sunday afternoon, when 
Lady Brayville, arrayed figuratively in the 'bells and pome- 
granates ' of orthodox Christianity, shall be sitting at the feet of 
some fashionable Gamaliel in a church hard by. I was to give 
you her dear love, and no end of kisses, in imagination, and 
tell you they are going to winter in Spain ; and now I think I 
have mentioned everything connected with my visit to Hill 
Street, Berkeley Square. The footman must have thought I 
lingered a precious long while on the landing of the stairs, and 
doubtless took a peep sideways up the banisters, to assure him- 
self I was not prowling about in * gum shoes,' purloining china 
plates off the walls, gold fish out of globes, or cajoling the poll- 
parrot to forsake his cage ! " 

So it was all definitely settled that Lady Vixen should take up 
her abode temporarily at " Oaklands ; " and she also arranged 
that matter about the legacy to Eustace, Mr. Bellairs producing 
the " precfse lie " as to whence it came, after a great many head- 
shakings, and one serious consultation with Dr. Renfrewshire to 
find out if she was in her right mind upon the subject. 

" Love, I^ove, the guilty cherub Love," explained Willie em- 
phatically. 

And the old man's weasel eyes and crab-apple cheeks 
literally warmed with a little human feeling, as he remembered 
the day when his own waistcoat throbbed with affection for a 
saucy bride, who had lain freezing in her coflUn for a period ot 
thirty-three years ! — and left him childless and alone in the 
world ! 

What's says Longfellow ? — 

" No one is so accursed by fate, 
No one so utterly desolate, *' 

but at some time or other. of their life a heart has responded to 
their own. But nevertheless Mr. Bellairs, strong in his fifty-five 
summers of sound sense, could hardly realize the romantic folly 
of Lady Vixen Arm)rtage sacrificing ^600 sterling per annum to 
a man who had virtually, if not verbally, refused to marry her. 

Marguerite successfully overcame the feeble remonstrances of 
Mam'selle Piniche, who almost worshipped her ci-devant very 
naughty pupil, and the cousins had a scenic confJEibulation, ex- 
changing mutual tears and sympathies. Vixie bestowed a necklet 
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of seed-pearls upon the &ir young girl as a parting gift, and 
sent Don Guzman, by way of a keepsake, a sachet of her own 
embroidering. 

" Ah, Marguerite dear, I quite forgot to tell you," said Lady 
Vixen, as the cousins sat at afternoon tea in Perduta's cosy 
boudoirettey where Willie, with kind contrivance, had managed to 
leave them alone together, while he pranced up and down garden- 
walks with Mam'selle Piniche, who diverted him with a few 
lugubrious and highly-coloured reminiscences of poor Rubi, — 
" I quite forgot to teU you, — child," spoke Lady Vixen, " that I 
have heard three times altogether from Don Guzman ; but the 
last letter came in June, just before my hideous transportation to 
Elysium, in which he entreated me to accept him, saying he had 
fought well in the Carlist campaign, and was now elevated to a 
high post about the person of the young king, to whom he alluded 
in terms of loyal homage and knightly admiration ! He spoke 
pathetically of that ball-room incident, when he proposed to me in 
these words: — 'Lady Vixen Arm^tage, I do love you miich as God!* 
The poor fellow assured me he still did so, and had lived, loved, and 
battled for my sake. In fact the letter was a very manly, straight- 
forward one, entering into his money matters even, and informing 
me that, with the help of an English tutor, he had been enabled 
to master the intricacies of its grammar — also on my account. 
The epistle concluded with a florid appeal to my feelings ; but it 
is time to confide to you, dear Marguerite, that I can never marry 
now. I loved my cousin Eustace, as perhaps you may have 
guessed. He unhappily cannot care for me as a husband ought, 
for he met a girl in India who stole his affections, so I am going 
to live and die an old maid in consequence. Promise me, dar- 
ling, you will explain all this candidly and delicately to poor Don 
Guzman. Moreover, mind you do it definitely, as I wish to be 
harassed by no more heart-rending missives from him. I am soul- 
sick of the very name of love, and feel very^ very old zndfaniey so 
IDon Guzman had better seek out one of his own Valencian 
Seiioritas, to smoke her cigarettes into his good-looking face, and 
eat her garlic by his side ! I am making sure all this time that 
you will meet him." 

" Oh yes, that is a dead certainty,^ replied Marguerite, " for 
Tve are going straight to Madrid. Oh, how I wish you were to 
"be with us, Vixie ! The Mother is mad with vexation, and has 
placed me in Coventry a whole fortnight because I have refused 

Q 2 
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to many that gouty Lord Middlesex, whom they christen " '34," 
on account of his partiality for a vintage of that date. He is a 
bear, and I hate him ! Fancy having an ugly, elderly man, 
with a strawberry nose, to slobber over me. I*d as soon elope 
with my chimney-sweep ! I say, is Mr. Renfrewshire kpris with 
that lovely Italian whose picture hangs over his chimney-piece, 
and who embroiders and hem-stitches his handkerchiefs ? " 

" Nonsense, she is a poor insane girl ! " 

" He is very nice — a darling in fact," said Lady Marguerite, 
with a blush and a sigh. " Mother says she will shut me up on 
bread and water if I disgrace my order by marrying a commoner. 
Mon Dieu de Faradis ! I think she will be a lucky girl who gets 
Willie Renfrewshire." 

" He is too old for you. Marguerite ; and, to tell the truth, I 
really do think he is head and ears in love with la povera Per- 
duta, who is about your own age, and it is a hopeless case. I 
pity him, poor fellow ! for I feel sure she will never recover." 

" I would give anything to see that girl ! " ejaculated Mar- 
guerite. " Oh, here they come, sweet William, and my sour 
Duenna. He has got tired of his tite-d-tite. Now good-bye, 
darling Vixie ! I shall come next Sunday, and every Sunday till 
we leave, which will be in three weeks." 

" We shall be charmed to see you. I hope you include me in 
the * darling ' part of your sentence," said Renfrewshire, gazing 
admiringly at the merry young lady. 

Then spoke up the practical Piniche, " II faut que nous disions 
adieu k Tinstant ; vraiment, nous sommes en retard du diner. 
Au revoir, chbre Ladi Vixen ! " 

"Me voici, Mam'selle ! " 

And Marguerite, with a radiant flush, and prolonged lingering 
of her pretty hand in Renfrewshire's, left them with a beaming 
smile, and turned back to waft a parting kiss to Vixie, doubdess 
meaning its spirituality to extend to Willie. 

And in three weeks she and her mother went off to Spain, 
without her wish about seeing Perduta being gratified ; for the 
Professor and his family did not return to Bedford Square till 
close upon Christmas, when the old gentleman had become visi- 
bly weaker, and, with the fractiousness of approaching dissolution, 
he refused to lay himself up, or be treated as an invalid, but 
would on no account part with his prothgk ; so it was arranged 
that Willie and Lady Vixen should spend Christmas in Bedford 
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Square. On New Year's Eve the Professor came down to din- 
ner more cheerful, and apparently stronger than usual, and Per- 
duta, who had learned a good many Scotch national airs to please 
him, played them one by one, as the year waned into midnight ; 
and just as her fingers rested, with wonderful cadence, on the 
sweet notes of that very song, the old gentleman laid his head 
back, and with a quiet sigh passed away to the " Land o' the 

Leal!" 

* • • • • * 

They were all grieved to part with the eccentric but warm- 
hearted entomologist ; and Mrs. Neale's demonstrations, though 
somewhat after the loud type of our barbarian forefathers, were 
sincere, and she insisted upon muffling all the furniture, including 
chandeliers, in brown holland mitigations of woe, with blots of 
black about them in the shape of bows, herself wearing a tower- 
ing crape turban, with three hearse-like plumes, suggestive of the 
fatal helmet in the " Castle of Otranto." 

On the day of the funeral the will was read, wherein Willie 
was, as a matter of course, his father's principal heir, the house 
and furniture in Bedford Square being left absolutely to Neila, 
a fair legacy to Mrs. Neale, and a similar bequest to the friend- 
less Perduta. This latter generous prescience on the part of the 
dead man greatly chagrined Mrs. Neale, who was extremely 
jealous to think " a chit of yesterday, picked up in a creel^ should 
share and share alike with a personage of her standing in society, 
who had belaboured herself for the old man's comfort during the 
heat and burden of the day." In fact the grumbling ploughmen 
of Holy Writ were nothing to the incensed innuendoes of the very 
indignant Mrs. Neale ; but a will is a will, and she had to accept 
her " penny," allegorically speaking, and pocket her disappoint- 
ment, and the unfortunate Perduta bore meekly the brunt of all 
her bitter invectives, which were happily out of earshot of the 
dead and buried entomologist. 

Lady Vixen made herself singularly sympathetic in the house 
of mourning, and had obtained an influence over the old lady 
in her obtusest moods, which enabled Willie to prolong his stay 
in Bedford Square till his father's affairs were wound up. At 
Lady Day Vixie moved into a bijou residence, not far from 
"Oaklands," which the energetic Mr. Bellairs had for some 
time " spotted " and at last secured for his fair client. It was 
a novel occupation to furnish the pretty little house, which 
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she very quaintly called " Mon Mari," both Perduta and Neila 
helping her with interior decorations, and giving hints about 
the charming garden, which was in summer an Eden of roses, 
clematis, honeysuckle, dialetris, and ferns, and even now, in 
spring, carpeted with " Toll tulips," hyacinths, purple, white, and 
blue, and the wand-like narcissus, 

** Which lifted up 
As a Maenad, its moonlight coloured cup " 

to the tender April sky. One day, late in the month, Willie, 
who had returned to " Oaklands," drove Perduta (she having 
become strangely triste since her Maestro' s death), to spend the 
day with Neila in Bedford Square. 

" Now you two girls can have some music while I see my 
patients ; and you, Neila, are to come back with us, and dine, and 
pass the night at ' Mon Mari.' Lady Vixen deputed me to ask 
you." 

And he looked intently a minute at the pale, passionless face of 
Perduta, his whole heart yearning in that gaze. Oh ! if he could 
only cure her, gladly would he give long years of life to do it ; 
so fondly and so madly did he love this silent phantom, who 
had crept towards him as a painter's dream, or a monkish vision. 

" Dear me, I quite forgot to tell you," said Neila, " a gentle- 
man is waiting to see you ; he has been here for half an hour, and 
says his business is very urgent, but he did not give James his 
card. He asked how far ' Oaklands ' was, and would have 
driven there at once, only 'buttons' informed him you were 
due here every minute." 

" Oh, all right," and Willie walked without further ceremony 
into his consulting-room, to be confronted by a tall gentleman, 
who had a highly distinguished and decidedly military air, but 
whose face wore an expression of deepest anxiety. Before 
Willie had time to speak, the stranger advanced, saying, — 

" Dr. Renfrewshire, I presume ? " 

" Precisely," acquiesced Willie. 

" I am Sir Henry Radclyffe ; my sister speaks of you as clever, 
and my only son is dangerously ill. I wish you to proceed 
with me immediately to Radclyffe Towers, and hold a con- 
sultation. We have only a few days since arrived from India. 
Teething and the food en voyage will, I fear, cost me the life I 
valued most in the world." 
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" Indeed, I am grieved to hear it," replied Renfrewshire 
courteously, " and will see what I can do for you, Sir Henry ; 
but I have another precarious case on my hands, and fear to- 
day it is impossible to- 



No, no, you must not demur, but come now on the spot, 
doctor ; pray do not allow a question of fees to deter you. I 
mean, money is of no consequence where the life of my son 
and heir is at stake." 

" It has nothing to do with that My father and I were 
not in the habit of receiving fees at all from Miss Radclyffe," 
said Willie with considerable hauteur. He did not quite care 
for the baronet's patronizing manner. ''But I will read over 
my correspondence, if you kindly wait a few minutes, and see if 
I cannot accompany you by the three o'clock train." Upon 
which compromise the elder man brightened proportionately, and 
condescended to seat himself, while the preoccupied physician 
perused letter after letter, tearing up some, docketing some, and 
answering others, Perduta's splendid playing sounding as a faint 
perfume of melody in the distance ; and if any one had watched 
Sir Henry's countenance, they would have noticed a strange, 
quick, and dreadful metamorphosis. His stem features flushed, his 
eyelids dilated, and his lips trembled. At last he could stand the 
tension of a horrible suspense no longer, but sprang up in his 
chair, as if he had suddenly become asphyxiated with morbid fears. 

"Sir — Dr. Renfrewshire — lookup — speak ! Who is that playing 
the piano, or do my ears deceive me, and am I going mad ? 
It is Murielle's very touch ! " 

By this time he fell back as if stunned, and Willie called out 
to tell Perduta to stop playing ; but she, poor girl, merely catch- 
ing the sound of his voice (and being alone, for Neila had gone 
downstairs on some household matter), fancied he wanted her, 
and with unconscious simplicity opened the consulting-room door, 
and stood before him. 

This was the signal for Sir Henry to start up once more as if 
he had been shot Then he fell back, glaring wildly, as though 
he faced an apparition. And the child Perduta, with one 
piercing scream and the word ^^ Father V uttered distinctly 
and in English, fell senseless at his feet 

Here was a pretty situation 1 Willie rang the bell violently for 
Neila, and lifting the lifeless burden very carefully, handed it 
over to his sister. 



232 The Shackles of an Old Love, 

" Stay here, Neila, Perduta has spoken ! Be very careful 
Pray do not agitate yourself, Sir Henry Radclyffe, and please take 
this draught " (pouring a few drops from a phial into a glass and 
holding it to his lips). 

It was an awful sight to see the beads of perspiration on the 
strong man's brow, and the thick and knotted veins standing 
out in agonized relief from his throbbing temples. At length 
he gasped forth these words, — 

" Great God ! it cannot be my daughter Murielle. She is 
dead, — been dead three years and more ! " 

Here Perduta struggled back to consciousness in Neila's arms, 
for Willie had given her a very strong dose of sal-volatile ; and 
passing her slim fingers across her eyes, she looked straight into 
Sir Henry's face, and said once more, in English, with a slightly 
foreign accent, — 

" Yes, yes, it is my father ! I am your child Murielle ! " And 
she pushed forward between the brother and sister, and 
impressed a long kiss upon the cold clammy brow. Then, stand- 
ing up quite collectedly, a beauteous flush on her waxlike cheek, 
she added, " I did die, and was buried, — I remember it all now 
quite well, and will tell you if you give me time." 

" Merciful Almighty ! Are you really Murielle ? — Where, then, 
is Madame your aunt ? I must be mad, and you dreaming, 
girl." 

" Pray be more tranquil, Sir Henry," said Willie anxiously, see- 
ing another deadly pallor stealing over Perduta's face, and 
dreading the consequences. " Here, Neila, take her away into 
the other room. Open all the windows, and watch her closely 
till I come, keeping on chafing her hands and feet ; and do not 
let her faint away again if you can help it, or the result may be 
fatal." And he led Perduta gently forth from her father's 
presence. 

When he returned Sir Henry had partly recovered, but seemed 
shaky still, and astonished beyond power of expression at what he 
had seen and heard. 

" What do you propose to do. Sir Henry ? I fear now I must 
remain with your daughter." 

" If she really is my daughter," interrupted Sir Henry ; " and 
I will not leave this house till my doubts are satisfied, but tele- 
graph to my wife and start by a late train." 

" Very well," replied Renfrewshire. " In the meantime pray do 
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lot excite yourself, and I dare say we shall hear all, as soon as I 
:an permit the young lady to enter into explanations." 

Then the doctor proceeded to impart the scanty particulars he 
lad himself gleaned about Perduta's antecedents, where she was 
found, and so forth, Sir Henry growing more and more sur- 
prised as his recital advanced, and saying at length, — 

" Well, it is a long and, to me, very painful story, but I did 
bave a child by a first wife, and from all that you say I should 
not be surprised that this very girl is she. The present Lady 
Radclyffe is unaware of my former marriage, and in too anxious 
1 state over her infant to be agitated by any such details until 
they can be fully verified, so I beg you will at present maintain a 
rigid silence to her on the subject of our surmises." 

But Willie heeded him not — heard him not ! He bowed his 
head upon his knees, and sat in an abstraction of self-recollec- 
tion ! 

" Murielle — Perduta — my love, my idol ! My heart's own 
treasure ! Oh, God, I thank thee she can speak ! " 

He murmured these significant words beneath his breath, then 
nerved himself sufficiently to address Sir Henry. 

" Take my advice, Sir Henry, and listen to her tale from her 
own lips. She has volunteered it. Exactly as I and my poor father 
foreboded ; it is a case of catalepsy — a complicated one, how- 
ever. A recurrence of the fainting fit would be death, so I will 
assume the liberty of seeing how she fares, and should it be safe 
to leave her, I will go with you into Devonshire to-night. Be- 
lieve me, I feel greatly for you, and will do my best for your 
little son. But, indeed, you must guard against undue excitement, 
vsrith a powerful muscular frame like yours, I am afraid of a rush 
of blood to the brain." 

"Thank you, doctor, I will remain here till you return," 
replied Sir Henry, with dignified courtesy. And Renfrewshire 
left the crestfallen man alone in his glory, and stilled his beating 
heart and fevered pulse, in order to watch over that frail blossom 
of his adulation at this critical juncture of her restoration to 
reason, and the life that others live. After that mute, senseless 
episode succeeding her intuition into the mighty secrets of the 
dead, and the shibboleth of that shadow-land beyond the tomb, 
which ** eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither hath it entered 
into the heart of man 'to conceive." And yet the wonders, the 
joys, the terrors of that other world had been revealed to this 



234 The Shackles of an Old Love. 

young girl, and ha: deep blue eyes, recovering from a glassy 
petrifaction, were no longer passive ; but penetrating seas, in 
whose depths were mirrored the mysteries of a new existence ! 
Therefore — 



Heap cassia, sandal buds, and stripes of labdanum, and aloe balls. 
Smeared with dull nard, an Indian wipes from out her hair ! " 



And she will tell a story that will steal like the faint sweetness of 
shredded perfume from the folds of a worm-eaten shroud, sickly, 
ghastly, horrid to behold ! 

Hers was clearly a case of catalepsy. Hush ! wait a minute, 
till she recovers ; then listen patiently, and she will speak ever 
so softly, with that tender lisp of foreign lands. 

Oh mercy, what will she reveal ? 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

" And so they bore her — for in Julian's land 
They never nail a dumbhead up in elm — 
Bore her, free-faced, to the free airs of heaven, 
And laid her in the vault of her own kin." 

The Golden Supper, 

And Perduta, when recovered from her death-like swoon, spoke 
quite succinctly ; Sir Henry, Neila, and Willie all sitting round 
her spell-bound ; the latter having had the good sense to transport 
Mrs. Neale from so critical a scene by packing her off, post-haste, 
in the carriage as a substitute for Neila at *' Mon Mari/* writing a 
few eager lines in pencil, by way of elucidation. 

" Dear Lady Vixen, 

"Perduta has actually recovered her reason- 
can speak. Neila cannot leave her to-day. Accept your old 
favourite in her stead, and call here to-morrow. 

" Yours sincerely 

("frantic haste), 
" Willie Renfrewshire.'' 
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'erduta's gilded hair gleamed in the sunlight of the morning, 
I she looked fair as a Peri, fresh from the gates of Paradise, 
n to Sir Henry, as she spoke, feebly enough at first : — 
^ I saw you, my dear papa, one summer day, and you gave 

a curious ring; but I cried, oh so bitterly, because you 
ised to take me to India with you, where you were going to 
It. Nobody, neither my uncle — il Padre Agostino^ I mean — nor 

aunt, la Madre Benotiiy had ever before told me I had a 
ler alive ; so when I saw you, handsome, tall, glorious, and oh ! 
kind to me, I felt sorry to be left all alone when you went 
ly. But my aunt scolded me, and told me you were proud 
i wicked. Two years passed and you never even wrote to me ; 
I only at nights I dreamed I had a father, and in the morning 
nd my pillow wet with tears. Then the fever broke out ; 
: Pladda died, then La Sorella Bknedicta^ — she was a cross 
er, I never cared for her ; — and last of all, I took the fever, 

died too ; for, oh ! I remember it well, — being hot, and then 
led, and choking. Afterwards all things became dark, though 
re were still the '* blest candles" burning in the room, and I lay 
fectly conscious in my own soul, but I felt as if all my limbs, 

my very body, was made of lead ; and I could not lift my- 

up, either hand or foot. Oh, it was a strange and awful 
ing, to be chained down, and I could not even scream, or 
n my eyes ! Then every one said prayers and litanies over 

and the Suihvenite of the dead. I heard them mention they 
Id put me on the blue habit of unafigliuoltna di Sancta Maria ^ 

I felt the pretty scented flowers creeping over me, and a 

I crucifix laid upon my breast. And after that I dreamed 

idful things. Their very remembrance makes me tremble 

Then something happened. But that I may not ever telL 

lips are sealed. If I told tt I should die,^^ (Here a shudder 
led over Perduta's frame.) " I was still heavy as lead, and 
lys choking, when one night I felt a keen cutting pain, and 
id I could open my eyes. The moon shone down upon me, 

by its light I saw several dead faces peering round me, and 
>Id man and woman, living. They bent right over me, and 
X the woman stealing my little ring from off my finger, and 
pain had been caused by a wound from a stiletto, which was 
ening in the man's hand. The blood gushed in a long red 
; river. See, here is the deep mark on my arm. Then I 
Id have screamed a great deal, but could not. They put a 
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linen rag into my mouth, and over my eyes too, but not before 
I was able to distinguish all those dead nuns, down there in the 
sullen vault, and, ah me ! the smell was damp and dreadful ; and 
bats, and horrid slimy things all crept about, and the sisters, 
some with skin upon their faces, others sitting up ; but Placida, 
poor Placida ! was lying down, not far from me ; she was quite 
black, and stared at me till I thought I should faint away with 
fright and sickness, but I felt Placida with my hand. She was 
stone dead, and very cold. Then I essayed again to scream 
and ask for food, for I was starving, but my tongue was tied. I 
could not utter a word. The old man carried me up some steps 
and along a narrow way, and then they led me blindfold into a 
little cottage, and unbandaged my eyes, and gave me food. I 
was, oh, so glad to get that food ! The woman warmed my feet and 
hands and took off my habit and a locket — a beautiful locket with 
glittering diamonds, that contained my dead mamma's picture." 

" Murielle, for God's sake, go on, child ! " interposed Sir Henry, 
speaking with deep emotion. 

" Yes, I have got it no longer ; the old woman took it, 
papa mia, and the ring ; and they put me on coarse clothes, 
and no shoes ; and I asked to be taken to the convent, but they 
could not read my writing, and I could not say one single word, 
and they would not let me speak on paper to the priest, or even 
walk out all alone, to try and find him ; but they took me across 
a hill to the Capella of Sancta Maria dei Fioru and made me 
show the picture, and point out the candelabri, to all the strangers 
who came there and gave me money, which the old man and 
woman took from me. But, in those days, how my head did 
ache, and ache ! I was always ill, and I grew very feeble, and 
forgot sometimes where I was. Then, after a long time, an 
old gentleman came and pitied me, and laid his hand upon 
my head. That was the Maestro — who is dead ! He bought 
me for six gold coins, and I travelled over to this country, 
where I have lived ever since, in this house, and with this young 
gentleman, in two beautiful rooms, where there is a large 
garden, in the country. Sometimes I have remembered what 
every one said and did. Sometimes I have wandered about 
in a listless dream. I think I have been mad ! Have I indeed 
been mad? But to-day I can speak. And a great film has 
fallen from before my eyes; and that is all 1 Kiss me, my own 
father ! " 
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Sir Henry bent forward courteously. Who could resist the 
ider pleading of the cobalt heaven of her eyes ? Her won- 
ous beauty and childlike simplicity had gained over the proud 
innerisms of Sir Henry, and he clasped her to his heart, 
ow astonished Queenie would have been could she have seen 
is demonstration ! 

" But, Murielle, my child, we must follow out the thread of 
is narrative of yours, and try and make the old woman give 
Lck the ring and locket " (here he scowled), " and corroborate 
1 you say ; for my part, I believe every word of it 1 " 

" Yes, and so do I !"said the brother and sister simultaneouslv. 
I know," added Neila eagerly, " all about the place, and could 
Lsily find the little chapel again. Willie, you and I had better 
) to Florence with Perduta, and inquire where the old man 
id woman can be found ? " 

"Certainly, we can talk it over," was her brother's prompt 
'ply ; " it will be necessary to substantiate the young lady^s 
atement by confronting it with every living proof; though no 
oubt exists in my own mind as to her identity." 

He forced himself to speak dispassionately, and with con- 
:rained politeness ; his position towards his lovely patient had 
ompletely changed during this one brief hour of tell-tale 
2velations. 

" Most emphatically ! " quoth Sir Henry ; who had regained 
is equanimity, and assumed his wonted courtly manner, very 
npressive in Neila's young eyes. Had not these people acted 
s good Samaritans to his daughter. Oh, heavens, how like 
he wife Murielle, was the child Murielle I The self-same eyes 
—he shuddered as he gazed, and turned away motioning to 
doctor Renfrewshire to retire and hold a conference with him 
n another apartment. 

It was finally arranged that Willie should journey that evening 
vith him to Devonshire; that Perduta should not* be told of 
^ady Radclyffe's existence till her own story had been established 
)eyond a doubt ; id est, — Willie and his sister were to take her 
)ver to Italy as soon as practicable, to avoid Sir Henry's 
ippearance in the matter as yet. They were to get a letter of 
ntroduction to Madame Valine du Nacre, her supposed aunt, 
ind if she recognized in Perduta her dead and buried niece, 
the evidence would be conclusive. Sir Henry's first wife was 
3. French Canadian, whom he met and married in Rome. She 
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had one sister, who afterwards became the mother abbess of a 
Floientine convent, and to whom her infant was consigned, 
she having died in giving it birth. Sir Henry had a desperate 
quarrel — ^some people said a deadly duel — ^with his only brother 
over his wife's deathbed, and left RadclyfTe Towers never to 
return till now. Lady Raddyffe, on her part, was to be told 
nothing about Sir Heniys strange adventure relative to Perduta, 
till a further dimnument of af&irs had taken place. Renfrew- 
shire thought it somewhat peculiar that he should not have 
deemed it necessary to communicate the circumstance of a 
first marriage to his second bride, but made no comment to 
him personally. Sir Henry opened a secret spring at the back 
of his signet ring, and disclosed a fece in miniature, the fac- 
simile of Perduta's. Willie started with surprise and conscious 
emotion as he looked upon the eyes, mouth, hair, and lips of 
her whose name was written upon his heart Indeed, after the 
upper crust of superciliousness had worn off on the baronet's 
side, the two men got on very well together ; Sir Henry taking 
a fancy to the off-hand way in which Renfrewshire had treated 
him about the fee. Moreover, if it should really be Murielle, he 
could not but feel grateful at the unheard-of kindness the Renfrew- 
shire family had shown his child; and no one had, as yet, 
informed him about the legacy. Certainly Sir Henry anathe- 
matized girls, as a rule. Pretty, mischievous, kittenish Pearl 
came under that category ; but this sweet vision of budding 
womanhood, dhtait une autre chose ; and Sir Henry could not 
quite forget that he had most madly loved the mother of this 
new and divine Murielle. Cold, cruel, the sweetness and the 
sting of her memory mingled with the sight of this, their off- 
spring, whose blooms were delicate as oleander buds, and her 
pulchritude "pale as a snowdrop in Cashmere." Doubtless 
Regina's proportions were of a high order of grace, and her 
love pure and edifying ; but there are moments when men cling 
with a frenzy of sensuous remembrance to the fragrant kisses of 
a thoroughly bad woman, distance and death lending them a 
false enchantment And Queenie was so good, so gentle now 
and dutiful, had never sinned as that woman had sinned ; and 
yet, oh, God 1 how he had adored that frail and faithless 
Murielle, her glorious beauty fascinating, but fatal as a basilisk, 
bewitching but to betray ! What knowledge had Sir Henry 
of Queenie's nature beyond a surface knowledge? whereas she 
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wardly felt herself far from either good or dutiful, and dire 
as her daily conflict to blot out the too dearly-loved image 
* Eustace from her heart. Meanwhile Eustace, far away in 
idia with his regiment, still in fancy, and at nightfall, '^ when 
le wood-worm picked, and the death-watch ticked," seemed to 
ive and to hold her in his very arms — mute, peerless, passionate, 
I her body and soul suppressed in his iron grasp, till he grew 
ck with love's ecstatic phantasy ; and the woman that was and 
as not Regina, passed away into vacancy betwixt him and the 
all, though he could still see her figure quite plainly — 

*' From the hair-plait's chestnut gold 
To the foot in its muslin fold.** 

.nd Eustace, stretching out to embrace her once again, would 

ake up to find it all a dream I 

• • • • • 

Sir Henry and Renfrewshire spoke on ordinary topics in the 
ain, but when they changed at Exeter to take a cross country 
ne to Teignmouth, near which RadclyfTe Towers was situate, 
ir Henry became keenly anxious over his sick child, and Ren- 
ewshire was glad when the dog-cart which the groom had brought 
)r them to the station rolled up the familiar avenue of larches 
nd laburnum to the front door of the fine semi-mediaeval man- 
ion, with its ivied buttresses, mullioned windows, and lozenge 
anes, and lawns with darkly-spreading cedars and tall graceful 
eodoras of gigantic growth. It was a splendid old place. None 
si your newly-piled rococo specimens of architecture, but a solid, 
ubstantial relic of the century succeeding feudalism ; though 
/e have no time now to enter into a minute description of the 
ncestral halls of the Radclyffes, for Regina met them with an 
gitated and tear-stained face, and seemed greatly surprised that 
;ir Henry had delayed so long in returning, though she said 
ittle, not being in the habit of questioning her lord's comings 
ind goings. 

" Norian is very ill, Henry." 

Renfrewshire, after one superficial glance at Lady RadclyfTe's 
ihapely figure as she led the way before them, followed Sir Henry 
without further parley, up the wide oak staircase leading to the 
vestem wing, and there in a large old-fashioned nursery lay the 
lying child ; his close brown curls tossing about the downy 
billows, the little heart fluttering quickly, the parched lips panting 
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for breath, and the large wonder-stricken eyes fixed in a fevered 
trance. 

Willie gave one look — it spoke volumes, and struck a deathly 
chill to the mother's bosom. Then, with that subdued whisper he 
had practised in so many death-chambers, he said, turning to 
her, — 

" Your infant is dying. Lady RadclyfFe. It is not that I come 
too late. My skill could never have saved its life. This turn in 
teething is always fatal." 

Oh, reader, if you are a mother, and have ever heard similar 
words, addressed in the awful atmosphere of doubt, when seraphs' 
wings are hovering jealously over your sweet, soft baby-treasure, 
and your own breast heaving a balance of hope and fear, then 
you can feel for Queenie's profound despair when her Norian's 
little life was measured by minutes ! 

One short hour, and all was over ! For a radiant angel, crowned 
with sunlight, and a golden brightness for the glory of his head, 
leant smilingly across the cot, and hushed the sick child to sleep 
upon his heart ! 

A father's proud head bent in anguish unutterable, and a 
mother's sobs and wailings rent the air. A tiny sister trod on 
tiptoe to gaze upon the doll that looked so like her brother, and 
lisped beneath her breath about the playthings in heaven. But 
that infant darling was at rest — eternal, never-ending rest; at 
only eight months old he had not thought it worth his while to 
learn earth's imperfect language, but kept his merry prattle for 
celestial tongues to cherish. 

"Z^ bouton qui seche dans son enveloppe passe avec tous ses 
parfumSj comme toi^ O man fils^ avec toute ton innocence, Heureux 
ceux qui meurent au berceau I lis n^ont connu que les baisers 
et Us souris (Tune mire ! " 

What tender poetic thoughts are these of Chateaubriand ? Are 
not the smiles and kisses of a mother an infant's passport into 
Paradise ? 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

'* Only one key I warned thee spare 
To use, because it opes a door, 
That's shut for thy sake and for mine, 
But, opened once, will shut no more ! 

And thou that door hast oped, and thou 

Hast gazed upon the dead, and I 
That most thy fault, rash child, deplore, 

Must needs inflict its penalty ! " 

Bhieheard. 

Miss Prunella Serafina Radclyffe was, as may be precon- 
:eived, a highly sensitive, deeply prejudiced, very bigoted lady of 
:he olden school, and she and Regina felt a nameless antipathy 
iach to the other. The elder. lady because of her jealous dread 
est a younger and fairer Queen should rule in her stead at Rad- 
:lyffe Towers, or knock over any of her Lares and Penates of 
"orty years' standing. Queenie, who had been the reigning spirit 
n the hospitable house of her father ever since she was sixteen 
i^ears of age, felt herself sat upon, so to speak, in having to play 
jecond fiddle to the unamiable old hypochondriac Their diifer- 
jnce in religion formed another fatal barrier to their friendly 
ntercourse. Miss Radclyffe, with the narrow-mindedness peculiar 
o her age and station in life, clung with singular pertinacity to 
jvery bigotry under the sun, and looked upon all outsiders of 
ler own established faith as heathens. Sir Henry treated his 
ister much as he would a " wooden image " or an angular Dutch 
loll, regarded her invalidism as a myth (which it partly was), and 
ler piety as a disagreeable odour of anything but real sanctity 
which was also rather near the mark). She, on her side, criti- 
:ized him as an apostate, nothing more or less ; and if burnings 
)f candles, swinging of censers, offerings up of intentions, and 
^oanings of spirit, could have reclaimed Sir Henry from the 
irror of his defalcations, Miss Radclyffe set the right way about 
t. In short, she wound herself up periodically as a prayer 

R 
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machine to achieve this very object, forgetting what her priest 
would have counselled her about the God who desireth not sacri- 
fice but contrition. 

" Humilttas" that simple motto so difficult even to practise 
among those relentless Oblates of St. Charles, who dedicate for- 
tune, health and time to make it their watchword, was to her 
(Miss Radclyffe) a remote impossibility, claiming as she did 
five long centuries of traditions to back up her ancestral name, 
and the crumbling bones of Cardinals and Prelates to echo 
her time-honoured dogmas in the jasper cloisters of the New 
Jerusalem. Poor old lady, she was to be pitied for her over- 
whelming pride and asperity, but this fact made it none th6 less 
hard for Queenie to live in daily contact with such a woman, 
without one single bond of union between them save the exist- 
ence of a haughty, exacting, inconsistent man. But Sir Henry 
was bowed down completely beneath the weight of his great 
bereavement. What if Queenie should bear him no more sons, 
and those lordly lands be alienated for ever fi-om the Radclyffes ? 
For he was the last male scion of his house, and the property 
strictly entailed. This thought it was which added the worm- 
wood to his cup of woe, smd he was very cold and disdainful 
even to Queenie, repressing all her loving advances when, as 
parents, they ought to have shared their mutual affliction by 
renewed and double tenderness towards each other ; but his 
heart was hard as Pharaoh's, and rebellious against that Provi- 
dence which had taken his ewe lamb, and left all the rosy boy- 
babes of the hamlet to play about unheeded, in the dirt, and be 
neglected, yet alive. Passing strange are the mysterious move- 
ments of our Maker, and to souls unregenerate like his, quite 
incomprehensible. 

Queenie gave up in despair the colossal task of comforting her 
lord, and yielded herself up to the lonely luxury of weeping and 
wailing in secret. Sir Henry at this time became brooding in his 
moods of melancholy, and many an anxious heart-ache did it 
cost Queenie to look at him, as he sat there quite listless, or 
wandered about the park for hours, forgetting and forsaking all 
his soldier habits of punctuality and discipline, astonishing Miss 
Radclyffe by his outlandish disrespect for dinner hours, and 
Gothic indifference anent the plate, napery, and retainers, alle- 
gorically necessary to the perpetuation of Radclyffe dignity. 
Regina was completely frightened when to herself she enumer- 
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:d all these changes, and furthermore noticed that her husband, 
irays so particular about dressing for dinner, and quite 2ipreux 
valier, particular and dhbonnaire to a fault, now put on any 
ire that came first to his hands, and never caredif his hat was 
ished or left alone. As to the little Pearl, she was literally 
aid to face her " ugly papa," as she called him, and tripped 
h fairy-like footsteps the other way, putting her dimpled hands 
to her mouth, and saying the word "hush 1 " ever so prettily 
en his slouching figure came along the garden terrace, or he 
le with careless reins up and down the exercising grounds out- 
e the gates, when she was perambulating with her English 
rse, dilating upon the beauties of Indian custard apples, 
mmaloes and bananas, and stuffing her rosebud mouth with 
awberries and green unripe peaches whenever she got a 
ince, for her volubility and appreciation of earth's good 
ngs kept pace with her precocity, which was simply marvel- 
s in so very small a specimen of humanity ; but board-ship 
i Warren had been to her glossaries of baby culture, and she 
s quaint and canny as any weird child of Hans Andersenic 
le. 

One very hot and sultry evening of July Regina could not 
ep after once waking, especially as Sir Henry had made her 
►re than ever anxious of late by never coming to bed till three 
four o'clock in the morning, and then his eyes had a strained 
1 bloodshot appearance, as if he had been sitting up reading 
writing, but when she questioned him he turned away his head 
isquely, with a sigh. Poor Regina, a new and terrible fear 
s creeping over her that Sir Henry was losing his reason, 
ley had left Warren at Marseilles, to take a tour through 
mce previous to joining his regiment in England some time 
August, when Sir Henry would have to resume his command, 
ing now on leave. Regina felt glad to think he would soon 
ve healthful and accustomed occupation. In the interval she 
ed not his nocturnal restlessness, and determined this time to 
jk him in his dressing-room, and see what he really did from 
dnight to cock-crow. She had fallen into a sound sleep after 
ing, and it was a Sunday night. Very pale and statuesque she 
)ked there at the casement standing, her long white muslin 
ipper folded round her still faultless shape, showing the won- 
rfid S3aiimetry of her rounded limbs, and relieving the nut- 
)wn masses of her hair, whose golden threads glimmered 
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feebly in the moonbeams. A large black silk sash confined her 
waist, and it was her nightly habit to tie back her hair, substi- 
tuting a sombre black ribbon now for the white, blue, or pink 
bands the baby Norian loved to tear down with his busy, rosy 
little fingers. Alas, if Eustace were only here to tell her how to 
manage Sir Henry in this fresh vagary of his grief! 

Gently she glided down the wide polished staircase, where 
hooped and farthingaled dames and moyen age warriors glared at 
her from the panels, and where the rich colours of stained glass 
windows lit up the pallor of her drapery into a glistening rain- 
bow sheen. She thought of the legend of their house, as she 
skimmed across those dark unearthly stains on the highly- 
burnished oak pavement of the hall, and remembered they were 
stains of blood, and how the poor Lady Alianor was still 
supposed to be searching for her missing pearl. Queenie felt 
that creeping shudder, a sense of the supernatural conveys to 
the strongest mind. Indeed, if it were not for her painful pre- 
occupation on Sir Henry's account, there is no saying but she 
might have deemed it necessary to swoon away on the spot At 
all events she felt greatly relieved when those ominous remi- 
niscences were left behind. Radclyffe Towers was a rambling 
house, up one stair and down another ; in fact the architect who 
designed it must have had a peripatetic mania, for it took one 
such a roundabout way to arrive at rooms which to all intents 
and purposes should, would, and did somehow lead into each 
other. She had to cross the eastern wing, sacred to Miss Rad- 
clyffe, and, being Sunday night, the perfume of Araby, still 
lingered along the corridors, leading directly to an oratory and 
chapel which that lady had built and fitted up for her private 
edification, and where a priest from Teignmouth officiated at 
daily Mass, and on Sundays sang Vespers and Benediction to her- 
self and household of faith, for a Protestant domestic had never 
set foot in Radclyffe Towers ; even Pearl's nurse being the 
grandchild of Sir Henry's old foster-mother, Mrs. Manningtree, 
who was aged eighty-five, and styled him still her " pretty boy." 
Queenie felt an irresistible curiosity to penetrate the mysteries of 
the old lady's terra incognita, and realize for herself what the 
interior of her place of worship resembled. She advanced 
stealthily along the passage, pausing a moment by Miss Rad- 
clyffe's bedroom door, to feel sure that she was unwatched. Then 
at the far end she drew aside the heavy damask curtains of a 
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ortiirey and stood for a second transfixed with awe-struck admira- 
on ! The chapel was in itself a gem of Italian workmanship ; 
le lower part of the walls inlaid with bas-reliefs of the lives of 
le Saints, the upper portion arabesque, but in the richest tints 
f Rome, with fourteen intaglios representing the several Stations 
f the Cross. The centre, or high altar, was a miracle of art, 
le entablatures illustrated by gilded lilies of Israel, interlaced 
ith roses and amaranths. Six small candelabra burned upon a 
icond altar to the right, where stood a statue in alabaster of 
le Mater Dolorosa. Poor Queenie, impelled by a mother's 
empathy, knelt down before that marvellous epitome of a 
[eavenly Mother's woe, and prayed for grace to be glad that she 
id yielded up her little child to the God who gave it ! Several 
ises of white roses, blue campanulas, and gentians — lovely 
Ipine gentians — mingled with mignonette, filled that oratory with 
le breath of a great fragrance. Strengthened by prayer, Regina 
imed her footsteps to the door once more, when her attention 
as arrested by an altar draped in black, exactly opposite that of 
le Seven Dolours. In the centre, lighted by two candles, was a 
ledallion, representing what seemed to her familiar features, 
low exactly like Sir Henry was that countenance ! but younger, 
andsomer, insomuch as it lacked that hard, cold look which 
ave Sir Henry's face a high-bred hauteur ^ holding one at arm's 
jngth. Above this lifelike picture was written, " In Metnoriam 
ivyan Radclyffe, atat 34. Orate pro anima sua/" This, 
len, must have been the brother, the Benjamin, of whom Miss 
.adclyffe was always speaking, and as she still stood in contem- 
lation of that beauteous fresco, trying to trace a further resem- 
lance to her husband, she distinctly heard a groan. It sounded 
3 if it came from an adjoining wall, and paralyzed Queenie 
ith fright. She made at once for the portiere, and seeing a 
oor 10 the right, with the key outside but not locked, she made 
)r that room, hoping to have a minute's rest to recover, before 
roceeding back again through the corridor, and down some 
lore steps to Sir Henry's private apartments. What a sight met 
er view ! In a tapestry-hung chamber, with a large four-poster 
ccupying its centre, and all the paraphernalia of toilet, mirror, 
Duch, and high-backed chairs, before an escritoire, with papers 
eaped all round him, sat Sir Henry, his face buried in his 
ands, his elbows leaning upon the desk, and covering a letter 
cm whence a bunch of musty, faded crimson roses had fallen 
3 the floor. She could hardly credit her senses as she stood 
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there prone before him. Neither had the frdlemmt of her roht 
de chambre in the very least disturbed his mournful reverie ! 

'' Mercy ! Henry ! what possesses you to sit here all alone at 
this hour ? " 

But he answered her only by a moan of lenewed mental agony. 

*' Oh, my darling husband ! '' she murmured, burying her head 
upon his shoulder, and kneeling there, with her arms clasped in 
dire entreaty about him, — "come, tell me this strange new 
sorrow, and I am willing to suffer an3rthing to see you once more 
a little like your old, satisfied self ! " 

Then he lifted up his head, and his eyes rested with ineffable 
grief upon the upturned face of Regina I 

" Wife, ask me nothing now ! " And he gave an angry frown 
wrathful that she should thus break in upon his hour of weakness, 
little appreciating the wealth of womanhood concentrated in 
that youthful, yearning heart. 

" No, no, Henry, you shall not repulse me ; I will maintain my 
sacred right to comfort you in all your griefs, however secret, or 
beyond my comprehension." 

Who could repel the dewy moisture of those eyes, or fling 
away the frankincense of those closely clinging lips ? 

"Poor child! Then here is your penalty," said Sir Henry 
with powerful self-control, — " I loved another woman better than 
I have ever loved you, Regina, and she was false. Moreover, 
that woman was my wife ! " 

Regina paled to her lips, and panted for breath as she lay there 
on his heart. This was very bitter after all her self-sacrifice, and 
the great languish for another she was crushing out day by day. 
To be told that he, her husband, had loved a wicked woman 
better than herself ! 

" You asked me, and I told you the truth, Regina ! " said he, 
quite wearily. 

" Ah me ! Alas ! and is it true, then ? " she asked with a sob- 
bing wail, but never raising her body, or her head again, till he 
had told her all. 

First, how he had met the beautiful Murielle Vallde du Nacre, 
who was afHanced to Vivyan, his younger and only brother. How 
he, with his soldier bearing and wild untutored passion, had sub- 
jugated her charms, and forced her to forsake his brother and 
marry him secretly. 

" Regina, I was mad, — hot with the blind impulses of youth, 
and determined to have that woman at all costs. Well^ she 
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delded ; my brother found us together once, and cursed us. 
Then I married her all in a hurry, in a little church in the 
;uburbs of Rome, and took her yachting in the Mediterranean 
ill the scandal of my supplanting Vivyan should have blown 
)ver. I arrived at my home here in Radclyffe Towers for her 
:hild to be bom. Vivyan came back too, and they met, and 
vandered together in the woods yonder, and she cast out my pic- 
ure from her locket and put his face into it instead. Here, in 
his room she died, giving birth to that infant, and here I dis- 
:overed her perfidy. On one side of that bed he stood, I on 
he other. Over her dead corpse we bandied words. In this 
)pen space before the fireplace we closed in mortal combat ! I 
eft him bleeding, senseless, and, as I thought, dead upon the 
p-Qund, and rushed off anywhere — everywhere feeling the brand 
)f Cain upon my brow ! He was not killed by my hand, but 
I cripple for life, and it was all my doing. He died that very 
,rear we were married, you and I, Regina, and in reading over 
;hese old letters I find he acted a noble part towards me through- 
out, — repelled her wicked incantations, and resisted bravely the 
temptation of her Circean attractions. Oh, God ! And here, 
night after night, I come to read my doom, my house's curse, 
and little innocent Norian's death, as the result of my own 
jealous folly in rushing upon that poor generous boy ! " 

Here his head sunk down upon her beating breast, and those two 
felt the nearest approach to mutual understanding they had yet 
known in all their three and a half years of wedded life ; for alter 
companionship in foreign lands, after burpng in one tiny grave 
their fondest earthly hopes, their spirits, heretofore impervious, 
had made them " strangers yet." Would it ever be thus ? 

Sir Henry felt greatly relieved to have revealed the secrets of 
his past life to this lovely, queenly woman, and gathered her 
quivering, trembling frame freshly and fondly to his heart 

Yes, Henry Radclyffe, not all Assyria's store of precious balm 

can purchase you one ray of sunlight if this wife of your bosom 

be taken away from you. Kiss each gold gleam of her hair, and 

treasure every footstep as it falls, with the fitful rapture of a great 

and holy fear ! 

For life is short, and — 

"Time is fleeting, 
And our hearts, though stout and brave, 
Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave ! " 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

** He drew from his bosom a kerchief. 
* Would,' he sighed, * that her face was less fair ! ' 
And, folding the kerchief, he covered 
Mnemosyne's marble eyes ! " 

Rinaldo Rin^ldi, 

Now that the ice was once broken, Sir Henry found it easy 
enough to speak of his daughter Murielle, and her probable 
resuscitation. He began about this time to appreciate the ster- 
ling worth and noble generosity of Regina's character, and wished 
he had made a confidante of her before. Late in those July 
evenings, when Pearl with folded limbs held commune with the 
angels in childhood's holy sleep, husband and wife wandered in 
and out the pleasure grounds and roseries of Radclyffe Towers, 
very nearly all-in-all to each other ; for Sir Henry, temporarily 
subdued by the reaction of his pent-up agony of remorse and 
recent bereavement, seemed to cling to this seductive woman, 
who was so self-forgetful, and soothed him with kindest words 
and softest kisses, treating the hapless warrior as she would a 
fractious child. Queenie ever afterwards associated the quiet 
odour of summer flowers with the memory of those golden days. 

She bade him bury for ever the Mnemosyne of that former too 
voluptuous dream of passion which had cost him sin and suffer- 
ing unutterable, and told him that his brother Vivyan had passed 
to a world where family feuds were forgiven and forgotten, taking 
advantage of the vulnerable place in his armour of self-opinion- 
ativeness, in order to innoculate him with her truly feminine philo- 
sophy ; so that he loved her now with a love, exceeding far the 
ordinary love of man for woman, — ^yea, even when these " love 
their best, closest, and sweetest." 

Gradually Regina was gaining nearer glimpses of her husband's 
hidden qualities, and a day might daWn when she would fully 
realize the priceless wealth of the faithful, trusting heart, God had 
linked so irrevocably with her own. In the beginning of October 
Sir Henry proceeded to Aldershot, where his regiment was quar- 
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2d on its arrival in England, and Regina, greatly against the 
in, agreed to stay on a little longer at Radclyffe Towers, until 
plans should be more fully settled. 

VIeanwhile Willie Renfrewshire, who for reasons of his own 
5 only too glad to facilitate anything connected with Perduta's 
fare or personality, made it convenient to appoint his assistant 
im tenens at " Oaklands," and sacrificed his private practice 
a time, so as to prosecute the requisite journey to Florence, 
orapanied by his sister and Perduta, travelling by easy stages, 
the latter was still far from physically strong, and never would 
so robust as ordinary girls of her age. They made use of 
ss Radclyffe's letter of introduction to the Mother Abbess of the 
ivent of Madonna della Salute at Florence, Sir Henry hav- 
extorted the said letter from the old lady, by means of her 
sst, she herself being most unwilling to unearth any more 
steries connected with the dead-and-buried and very distaste- 
episode of the first Lady Radclyffe, who had virtually cost 
handsome, idolized brother his life, for Vivyan had never com- 
tely rallied after her demise an<i the hand-to-hand struggle 
h Sir Henry, He eventually died of decline, in priest's orders, 
we mentioned before, in Italy. It was quite true, the whole of 
t wondrous tale the young girl had told about being buried 
'e. Mother Abbess received them with frigid politeness, and 
ited their mission with stem incredulity, but was rooted to the 
>t with the excitement of surprise and the extremity of horror 
en Perduta walked calmly into her presence arisen from the 
id! _ 

* It is my niece, without a doubt," ejaculated Madre Benoni 
e Valine du Nacre), and- to make certainty sure, she pointed 
; a peculiarity of Perduta's hands, which was a hereditary dis- 
ction of the Radclyffe family — to wit, a space between the 
rd and little finger, not wide enough to constitute a defect, but 
ficiently so to denote a difference to ordinary people's hands, 
rduta's being very pretty shell-palmed little digits of semi- 
nsparent delicacy, in keeping with the rest of her alabaster- 
id skin, delicate almost to fragility ; and no wonder, after her 
)ematural experiences and atmospheric changes from the dark- 
is of sepulture, to the fresh airs of an Italian heaven ! More- 
ir, a mole upon her left ankle was also confirmed by her aunt 
further evidence of her identity with the Murielle Radclyffe, 
: and her sisterhood had interred with simple obsequies in a 
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vault across the Campagna, belonging to their confraternity. It 
was a difficult matter to find the old man and woman from whom 
the Professor had purchased his protkgke^ for they had decamped 
bodily from the precincts of the Capella di Sancta Maria dei 
Fiori, At length, by means of Government and police authorities, 
Renfrewshire, after many fruitless endeavours, actually tracked 
the female (the old man, her husband, having died in the 
interval), to a small podkre in the neighbouring hamlet of the 
Val d'Amo, and by means of bribes and threats exacted a 
distinct confirmation of the story Perduta had related. It 
appeared that the worthy (?) couple enacted the rdle of custodians 
to the burial-ground of the religious of Delia Salute Convent 
There, between the chinks of an iron grating, the man and woman, 
wandering ghoul-like nigh the vault in question, saw some gems 
glittering in the moonlight, and by means oif a skeleton key 
penetrated to the prison house of Death, where their cupidity 
was further aroused by discovering them to be valuable diamonds. 
Then something preternatural about the physiognomy of the 
supposed corpse, which had only been deposited there a few 
days, deterred them from grabbing at the costly ornament till 
the old man should have ascertained whether blood issued from 
the body, by inflicting a stiletto wound. In the meantime the 
miserable old hag, his wife, was unable to resist the minor 
temptation of the ring. They fancied it would be safer to 
transport the girl to their own dwelling in order to possess them- 
selves of the diamonds. Accordingly they did so, the wife 
returning next day with the blue cerement, and artistically 
changing the dispositon of the decomposing bodies, and care- 
fully manipulating the internal economy of the chamel house to 
avoid this particular corpse being missed, by placing the blue 
habit upon another lay figure of death, in the self-same place 
where Perduta reclined the night before. Then the old lady 
placidly retired, gready gratified with the success of her loath- 
some and inhuman task ; these crass peasants of the Tuscan 
Campagna being mere combinations (so to speak), not sensitive 
creations of flesh and blood rendered by intellectual culture 
superior to the beasts that perish. Mother Abbess had been 
opposed to those precious stones being buried with the child, 
but Father Agostino, from some romantic fancy, would have 
it so. The old people disposed of the diamonds, locket, and 
ring complete, to a Jewish inhabitant of that low quarter of 
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orence lying to the back of the Church of San Gaetano, and 
e girl herself proved a very useless speculation in the way of 
*m labour, or pecuniary profit, for she was weak, half-witted, and 
mute. The old woman turned green with fright and astonish- 
snt to recognize in the elegantly attired and perfectly intelligent 
)ung lady before her, the corpse she had so deliberately 
Lindered. To the goldsmith's, Renfrewshire and his party pro- 
eded, keeping the woman closely in sight, a custode of the 
>lice walking before and behind her. The diamonds had been 
Id over and over again, and very likely were at present adorning 
e remunerative throat of La Diva^ or some equally fair 
ntatrice of Italian Opera; but the gold framework of the 
cket was there en eindence^ as well as the damaged miniature of 
e handsome youthful face Queenie had admired in the fresco 
edallion of Miss Radclyffe's oratory. The ring had been 
:)rked into Etruscan mountings of Roman cameos, its virgin- 
>ld proving valuable for adulteration. Thus piece by piece 
^re put together the details of that extraordinary and Boccaccio- 
:e tragedy of Perduta's burial alive. 

Late in October they returned to England, where Sir Henry 
id the gratification of embracing the lovely daughter Death had 
merously given up out of his grim, ungainly, and all-too-greedy 
asp. 

Madame Valine du Nacre did her very best to persuade the 
)ung Murielle to enter a noviciate, using every inducement in 
^r power, and bringing fascinations and entreaties to bear upon 
e point ; but her niece was immovable, having a painfully 
vid impression of La Madre Benoni's previous tyranny, and 
ishing nothing further than to prolong her stay among the 
nglish friends, who had been her good angels of deliverance 
Dm Heaven knows what horrid sequel at the unscrupulous hands 
' the Italian Hecate. 

Willie Renfrewshire felt himself very awkwardly situated with 
gard to " Murielle," as we must call her in propria persond^ 
lOugh her intimes preferred the more familiar and pathetic name 
" " Perduta." Alas ! she now treated the doctor with singular 
serve, and seemed to be deeply moved as if by pain, blushing 
• the roots of her hair when he addressed her in any particular 
anner, or was for a moment left alone in her presence. She 
so appeared to dislike very much any allusion to the period of 
^r mental aberration, and it was with many a heart-pang that 
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Willie dismantled the pretty rooms she had occupied so long at 
*' Oaklands," and laid aside the books marked with his 
marginal comments, and inscribed on the fly-leaf in his hand- 
writing ^*^Ala Perdutm^^ or ^^Fanduliina mi'a"as the case might be ; 
but he, nevertheless, nerved himself to blot out the remembrance 
of the two past years ; and by some more auspicious means wm 
the exquisite exodc to bloom in the wilderness of his lonesome 
heart 

Sir Henry was greatly impressed with the grand generosity of 
the Professor in leaving a l^acy to his supposed friendless 
protkgke^ but found it impossible to make Renfrewshire reclaim it 
as his own, though Mrs. Neale would have taken no second 
asking to do so. She continued to persecute Perduta when 
alone, being far too afraid to attempt such a thing in the presence 
of her nephew. Had Renfrewshire been advised of the fact that 
it was Mrs. Neale, and no one else, who had originated the very 
marked avoidance and unusual reserve of Perduta, he would 
have felt inclined to spiflicate that vengeful old party on the spot 
Perhaps, however, the gentle reticence of a modest, trembling 
dawn of love might have had something to do with it as well. 
Mrs. Neale, who was a fair friend but a bitter enemy, took upon 
herself to inform the highly sensitive girl, that "she firmly believed 
it was all through her setting her cap at Woollie, and bam- 
boozling the Professor with yon sackbut, harp, psaltery, and 
piannay kind o' music, forby her finikin way with the beetles," 
that she had got him to will her the money ; summing up with 
asserting that " since she had found her tongue it was an unco 
lang one, making belief youVe a real bor-m leddy, and the like ;" 
for of course the legend of Perduta's miraculous rescue from the 
grave had permeated to that lady's ear, who believed as much of 
it as suited her own purpose, though the young girl did her 
utmost to ingratiate her foe, offering to give up the legacy even, 
but Willie would not hear of her doing so ; therefore for this, 
and other reasons, love matters progressed very unfavourably 
with him, who had imagined it would be easy sailing enough 
to land his craft in fair weather, after she had battled successfully 
with the wild waves of insanity, and come forth a new creation 
from the limbus of speculative controversy ; but it was only to 
verify the course of true love never running smooth. And as 
if to complicate matters, Miss Radclyffe rigidly refused to recog- 
nize the daughter of the woman whom she firankly termed a 
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ezebel " inside the precincts of Radclyffe Towers ; and though 
Henry could have forced her volition by openly asserting his 
hority in his own mansion, she had ruled the roost so long, 
i, moreover, it was now literally a question of a year, more or 
5, to wait, as the internal complaint trom which she suffered 
5 a fatal one ; besides, his military career estranged him from 
^ but a nominal home in England, therefore Sir Henry 
cided that his daughter Murielle should continue to reside 
der the hospitable roof where she was appreciated, he, of 
jrse, being unaware of Mrs. Neale's existence ; and had he the 
;tinguished honour of that lady's acquaintance, one glance of 
commanding eye would master the irascible but world-fearing 
d time-serving Scotchwoman, who about this period wielded 
niliarly the weapon ^^ of a ver-ry dear-r sister-r^ who wanted 
^-r to live V the lang toon of Kirkauldee** and who had always 
Lved for the boon of her charming companionship ; Mrs. Neale 
ving taken some years, at all events, to arrive at this conclusion, 
d then only divulging it by way of a trump-card, to prove to 
jila, and whomsoever else it might concern, what a precious 
roods and chattels " she was ; Willie heartily wishing she would 
rry her threat into execution and decamp to bully her sister in 
3 far North, in place of the two weak women, whom she had 
ntrol over in Bedford Square. 

Queenie was most anxious to make the acquaintance of her 
ip-daughter, and surprised to hear the glowing terms in which 
r Henry spoke of a girl incumbrance ! she feeling inwardly 
mnded at the way he avoided the ver}' sight of her enchanting 
tie Pearl ; but she took upon herself to write a pretty letter to 
urielle, which was duly read in the conclave of a morning visit 
" Mon Mari," during which Willie, Neila, and Vixen herself 
ncurred in thinking I^dy Radclyffe could not be half so black 
their imagination had painted her. 

" I can tell you, for my part," spoke up Willie, " though I only 
w her once, and that at a disadvantage — by the deathbed of her 
fant — she struck me as a really handsome woman, and quite 
fferent to the kind of person, — frivolous and dowdy — I had 
lagined Lady Radclyffe to be." 

" Thank you," said Vixie, smiling ; " my cousin Eustace is 
>t likely to have wasted his devoirs upon even an Anglo-Indian 
quette, if she had not happened to be irreproachable in exterior ; 
It you men are always fools where a pretty face is concerned. 
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That reminds me I have heard from my sparkling cousin Marguerite. 
How time passes ! they have been nearly a year in Spain. My 
Lady Brayville finds it suits her pocket and indolent apathy to 
wander about those lazy Spanish cities, and be made much of as 
an English Countess ! When Marguerite wrote they were in 
Madrid once more. In short, I will read you part of what she 
says," and Lady Vixen produced the letter from her pocket, com- 
mencing at these words, — 

" And now, my loving cousin, I must tell you a dead secret ; in 
fact, I only wait your sanction to become the happiest woman in 
Spain. Don Guzman we have met continuously, both at SeviUe 
and here ; he invariably gets leave to be wherever mother takes 
it into her head to migrate, and has become handsome to a 
degree. His eyes are heavens ! his honest admiration most 
gratifying, and his uniform (the King's own Staff, my dear) — ^non- 
pareil ! You can't think how all the ladies court him, but he is 
the most loyal and generous-hearted fellow I have ever met, and 
will not marry me, till you give your consent. Then, dearest 
Vixie, I am willing and anxious to trust all my future to this young 
Spaniard. We will take a honeymoon trip to England, and look 
you up in your old-maidish felicity at *Mon Mari.' (What a 
name, to be sure !) Answer quickly. He is standing by my side, 
the darlings and objects to what I say about his eyes ; but it is 
quite true. Dear me, how could you ever have snubbed him ! 
Well, now good-bye, I'm off to the Prado with my gallant 
caballero ; who often roars with laughter, now he undastands 
English so well, about the episode of * the garters,' which old 
Mrs. Neale took for * Bracelets of the Virgin.' How poor 
Rubi and I did chaff him in those days ; now I simply and only 
adore him ! I shall be married in white satin, and wear your 
seed-pearls and some very old Spanish lace of his mother's. Such 
a courtly old dame, who has taken a great fancy to me ! Good- 
bye once more ! Answer as soon as you can. 

" Your ever loving 

" Marguerite." 

" Well, I declare ! " exclaimed Neila. 

*' So do I declare ! " remarked Renfrewshire ; " I look upon 
Lady Marguerite as a regular flirt. Why, I thought she cared 
for me, and me only ! " 

Here he pretended to heave a sigh, looking to see how Perduta 
took it 
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Silly boy, old enough to be her father ! " said Neila, with 
plicity. 

What do you think, Miss Murielle Radclyffe ? " 

I think," said she, Altering and blushing, — '' I think it is a 

ter of opinion." 

he spoke very quaintly and prettily, with that foreign lisp of 
3, and looked an incarnation of maiden primness and purity, 
grey cashmere trimmed with chinchilla, hat and gloves to 
:ch — all grey, except a pale blue bow to relieve the whiteness 
der throat The frequent colour, passing and coming as an 
nescent crimson-rose shadow over her pretematurally pale 
^, gave it a touch of earth, which its extreme spirituality had 
viously excluded. Thus her features, faultless in themselves, 
I lacked animation ; therefore, to all her friends, she appeared 
lave grown prettier than ever since her restoration to health. 

Reirfrewshire she was wholly and solely irresistible. He 
letimes tried to fancy it might be love — new, innocent, self- 
iscious love — that had imparted to her manner so peculiar a 
:raint ; but, not being a vain man, he did not take the flattering 
:tion personally, and was correspondingly unhappy, though 

could as yet have seen no one else she cared for better ; and 
> thought, somehow, tortured him as much as any other, 
ogether, he made up his mind to wait a little longer, and then 
ifide his secret to Neila, and ask her to help him to compass 

conquest of this " Lily of the Annunciation," as Lady Vixen 
ays called her. 

That particular morning Renfrewshire, his sister, and Perduta 
k a hurried leave, for Lady Vixen's neatly-appointed brougham 
ve up to the door, to take her for some Regent Street 
pping. 

\.fter leaving Madame White's, where she was persuaded to 
est in a bewitching Parisian ^^^^2^, assured that it became her 
perfection by the sylph-like satellites of that fascinating but 
rava^ant emporium, she walked back to her carriage, and was 
cceding to the Circus, when a block took place. Then Vixie 
ollected she had to purchase the ''last new thing in silk 
:kings" at Swears and Wells'. On entering the shop she 
ceived a lady and child inside a hansom ; the horse had taken 
ht, and the wheel become locked in a cart. The small child 
iped from the middle of the vehicle, to be caught by a passer- 
before she fell to the ground ; which caused the lady a tre- 
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mendous fright, and she likewise got out on to the pavement. 
Seeing the startled face, and noticing a certain distinguished air 
about mother and child, who appeared somehow to be un- 
accustomed to a Tendon crowd, Lady Vixen advanced to oflfer 
her assistance, for the little girl was by this time clutching 
tightly at her mother's gown, and crying vigorously, being terrified 
at the powerful oaths exchanged between cabby and the waggoner. 

" Here, madame," said Vixie, addressing the lady, " better 
come into my brougham, and we will get out of this horrid con- 
course of people ! " 

" Dear me," exclaimed the stranger, " how rudely people do 
hustle and congregate round one in London ! Pray do not let 
me inconvenience you ; we can easily walk down this street, and 
try and find another cab." 

" No — no ; . me not go in no more those tings, mumsey ! " 
screamed the baby treble. 

" Hush, Pearl ; you are a very naughty child ! " 

Upon which the infant phenomenon sprang from her mother's 
side, rushed past the footman, who was holding open the door 
of Lady Vixen's brougham, and seated herself, without further 
delay, inside it. 

" You see, your little girl has very sensibly decided for you," 
laughed Vixie, greatly amused at the incident, and very prononde 
action of the spoiled little puss. 

" Very well, then," echoed Regina (for it was she), " I will 
gladly take advantage of your kind offer, for I am quite upset 
by this contretemps,^^ 

And the footman, having paid off, at Regina's request, the 
hansom cabman, (left him still fighting it out with his foe, whom 
he persisted had taken the wrong side of the King's causeway, 
and should be made to pay for his carelessness), the two ladies 
drove off in the direction of Pall Mall. 

" This is very good of you," said Regina, afler she had appeased 
Pearl, who imagined she had lost a favourite doll, with one leg 
and no arms, in the scuffie, but which was found in a miniature 
pocket of her diminutive pelisse. 

" Oh, not at all ! " replied Vixie ; " these hansoms are so 
dangerous with children. Don't you think so ? " 

" Yes, indeed ; why they are called * Patent Safeties ' I cannot 
think ; but I prefer them to the other kind of cabs. We are 
staying at a hotel in Brook Street." 
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" Well, permit me to drive you there,*' said Lady Vixen, 
itching the check-string, and noticing for the first time the 
^autiful and interesting countenance of her new acquaintance, 
id the heavy crape of her dress. 

" Perhaps she is a young widow ! " thought she. 

Little Pearl was elegantly arrayed in white merino and swans- 
Dwn, with a wide black sash, and a soupfon of black ribbon 
>und her flaxen hair, flaxen as a German dolFs wig. 

After an exchange of commonplace, relative to cabs, and the 
rawbacks of London shopping, without a gentleman (as if any 
lale specimen could have the patience to wade through the 
byrinthine intricacies of Marshall and Snellgrove's, or Howell 
id James's, to say nothing of the Co-operative Stores, unless 
t was labouring under the temporary insanity of love !), at 
ngth they reached the hotel, and Regina politely renewed her 
•ateful thanks to the kind-hearted lady, who had come so 
oportunely to her rescue. 

" Pray come here adain," said little Pearl, patronizingly, " and 
)u will see * Cabbage ! ' Perhaps he has brought me some nice 
ws-boos I " 

"* Cabbage' is the name she has chosen to call her uncle," 
cplained Regina ; " and I am afraid you will think I have got 
y daughter in indifferent training ; but she was born in India, 
id her delicacy has made me spoil her, I fear, especially since 

have lost her baby brother. If I knew whom I have the 
leasure of addressing, I need only repeat my little girl's desire 
> renew the acquaintance ! " 

Regina, though thoroughbred in manner, and sufficiently un- 
Dproachable when she chose. Sir Henry having made her steer 
ear of the " helter-skelter " friendships of the East, saw with 
nate perception that she was speaking to one of her own status 

society. 

Lady Vixie hereupon produced her card. 

" Gracious Heaven ! " exclaimed Queenie, turning very pale. 
Can it be ? Is it indeed Vixen Army tage I have met ? My 
inie is Regina Radclyffe 1 " 

" Mon Dieu I are you * My Queen,' against whom I have 
ways been prejudiced, and whom I thought only to look at 
as to hate ? And you seem so nice, too ! Please let me come 
I and have a chat about my cousin Eustace ! " 

Here Queenie, on her side, became as red as she had before 

s 
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been white ; but they had an interesting half-hour's interchange 
of ideas about the man they both cared for so well ; and Regina 
very delicately hinted that she had pressed Eustace to renew 
his suit for Lady Vixen's hand, but did not like to insinuate how 
unsuccessful she had been ; though the other, with the awful 
prescience of a deep and hidden love, noted the reticence, and 
drew her own conclusions therefrom. 

" Yes, yes ; I loved him, * and my true love had no return ;' 
but, unlike Elaine, dear Lady Radclyffe, I have found it impossible 
to die when and where I wanted 1 " 

" Alas ! we have all to struggle, fulfil, and endure," said 
Regina, plaintively, " ere we can reap the reward of our destiny I 
But Captain de Mowbray will be home in eight or nine months, 
at latest, and then I hope all will be well between you ! " 

" Impossible, my Queen 1 I have called my peaceful little 
home ' Mon Mari,' and shall never marry now. You and Pearl 
must drive out there and pay me a visit. It lies Richmond way. 
Come on Tuesday. What a delicious, original child it is, to be 
sure ! — like her papa, I suppose ; although it is such a stupid 
fashion to trace in these divine little plasms of their Maker, 
likenesses to the full-grown models, who have become battered, 
and bruised, and bronzed by the strifes and heart-aches of a hard, 
censorious world. N^importe^ I am always bitter when I become 
philosophical, so I will say adieu. I am overjoyed to have made 
your personal acquaintance; and in such a strange way, tool 
It has been a pleasure to me to hear good news of Eustace. 
You are sure you left him well ? " 

" Yes," responded Queenie with a sigh, remembering how ill 
he looked at their anguished parting. "My brother Warren 
corresponds with him, and will tell you his latest news. I am 
going to-morrow to Bedford Square, to be introduced to my 
step-daughter, Miss Radclyffe. Sir Henry himself returns from 
Aldershot to-night, and, as our stay in London will extend over 
a week or more, you must allow me to present my husband to 
you, Lady Vixen ! " 

" Decidedly ; shall be charmed to know so distinguished a 
soldier ! " 

And the two ladies, after a few more cordialities, parted, 
mutually pleased with each other. 

" What a sweet face, and perfect figure ! How graceful she 
is ! such good form too ! anything but a fiirt to look at, and to 
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alk to. TtenSy I have half forgiven you, * My Queen,' for all 
he soul-pangs you have cost me ! " whispered Vixie to herself 
s she whirled along the newly-laid. asphalte to her suburban 
Lome. 

" Very stylish, to be sure ; and most pleasing manners. Why 
»n earth could he not have married her, I wonder? But 
he has a sad, faded look. I noticed it when her face was 
a repose. Oh, Eustace! my poor darling, why did I ever 
ver cross your path and hers ? " mentally soliloquized 
Jueenie, as she advanced to the door to admit Warren, who 
^as propounding Motee's opinion of the length and breadth 
f his affection by poising her, somewhat precariously, over his 
^ft shoulder, while she, at his request, extended her dear little 
imbs in figurative measurement of the said truly '^cupboard 
5ve,'' with both her baby-hands cramming one chocolate bon-bon 
fter another down the red lane of her throat ! 



CHAPTER XXXII. 



'* For after all, the best thing one can do 
When it is raining, is to let it rain ! " 

Tales of a Wayside Inn* 

lnd a dinner-party was given in Bedford Square to inaugurate 
le introduction of the Radclyffe family to the newly-discovered 
lember of their house, at which Warren was likewise present, 
nd over which Mrs. Neale presided with a very lofty headpiece 
3sembling tiers of wedding-cake ; but it, and a gown of maroon 
atin, with " lang mittens," and a pair of high-heeled shoes that 
light have been coeval with Queen Anne, gave her toilet 
Lipreme satisfaction in her own eyes ; Willie having with con- 
iderable difficulty schooled her before dinner to steer clear of 
ny controversies relative to church, state, or legacies with Sir 
lenry Radclyffe, and, truth to say, he was heartily glad when that 
rolonged meal came to a conclusion, and the gentlemen were 
lix. alone to the discussion of their crusty old port, without any 
irther dinomment than that of Mrs. Neale's ankles, as she took 

s 2 
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up her gown to curtsey in solemn state to Sir Henry as a 
"Warrior Guest" before she took her lead with the ladies up the 
staircase, at which impromptu of military enthusiasm Warren 
was rude enough to laugh most elaborately. In short, a letter 
written a few days after to Eustace will fully illustrate his senti- 
ments about the Renfrewshires in particular, and English people 
and places in general, so we take the liberty to transcribe it 

verbatim : — 

"North Camp, Aldershot. 
" Dear old Fellow,— 

" Sugared if I remember if I wrote last or you did. At all 
events it doesn't matter ; will be all the same a hundred years 
hence, I suppose. I'm sure you were sorry to hear of Queenie's 
jolly little boy going off the hooks. The Colonel cut up rough 
over it, and I don't wonder, for even I took to that youngster, 
though Motee's a pet ; frolicsome as a flea, and predatory as a 
cockroach where eatables are concerned. I think I told you all 
about the finale with Anastasia, when I happened to drop in 
accidentally at that Calcutta fancy-dress hop at Government 
House, and caught 

"My lady of Crete, 
Whose toilet was far from complete ; " 

in fact spotted her, by Jove ! flirting hot and strong with Sir 
Thomas Gosshawks. I then and there shook her ofl* bodily, 
like a pair of Jungeers after bathing, so she may sink into a 
parchmenty Nabob's wife, or a blue-spectacled Miss Blimber, for 
aught I care. And, my dear fellow, I've fallen head and ears in 
iove with a dear, sweet, small fair-haired girl, called Neila Ren- 
frewshire, a sister of the man, whose father (a regular old 
antiquarian), fished up Sir Henry Radclyfle's first wife's daughter 
out of a coffin in Alexandria, or some such Antipodes. Fancy 
the Colonel keeping close as wax to Queenie all about his 
former splicing ! Of course, she bears it in a complacent devil- 
may-care kind of way, instead of boxing his ears, as any sensible 
woman would do, if she got such a chance : but really I won't 
be hard upon my brother-in-law, for he behaved like a brick, — 
paid up 2,000 rupees worth of debt for me before I left Lucknow, 
and is not half a bad sort, when he doesn't come the command- 
ing-officer dodge a leetle too much. Fancy my nearly smashing 
those two Parleyvoos over the Grand Prix course at Paris, 
when they spoke disparagingly of our English gentleman jocks 
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naking a horse's journey beforehand! I was nearly floored, 
hough, — caught by 2l gendarme I Such a spree ! But I hooked 
t, and left him my coat to bring before the proper authorities, 
between ourselves, I don't half care for England, after the jolly 
[Bohemian life of the Tropics. By the same token, have you 
nvested in that Bu Du of the languishing eyes and flower-like 
)osom, whom you caressed so glibly at Serrinugger, when Sir 
^enry and I were pegging into the Juty Passad's pillaf and 
zabobsj and who gave you the phileter for your hookah, and 
iprinkled you with rose-water baptisms, and afforded you practical 
Uustrations of the verb * to love ' ? Lady Vixen Armytage is a 
.'cry fair specimen of a likeable woman, and she and Queenie 
ire great nuts on each other. The Renfrewshires are very jolly — 
SJeila and her brother, I mean. The latter is a * mad doctor,' 
3ut quite the gentleman, and good company. He seems spooney 
3n Queenie's grown-up daughter, who is as pretty as any china 
3f Dresden or Sevres, but too delicate and gimcracky for my 
:aste. Neila is not over-handsome, but seems to appreciate me^ 
ivhich is half the battle when you go in for a girl. See if I don't 
marry her, that's all ! I met the dear little ducksey at the Stores 
yesterday, where I was being victimized by Queenie, who invested 
in everything under the sun, from a broom-stick to a button-hook, 
a.nd kept me scudding up and down steps, and adding up most 
impossible accounts of infinitesimally small coins, such as farthings^ 
which I did all wrong, until she got into a wax, and choused the 
man into doing it himself, calling me a * Jackanapes,' or some- 
thing to that effipct. But what cared I, for up comes the dear 
little Renfrewshire in tow of an awful Madge-Wildfire-Mala- 
prop-Mrs.-Brown-of-the-Paris-Exhibition kind of woman, who 
makes me burst with laughter, and who materially interfered 
with the digestion of Sir Henry's dinner the other evening, by 
giving his conventionalities a turn the wrong side up the 
middle. Well, I delight in the old party, for I like curiosities 
in petticoats as well as literature, so I bolted from Queenie like 
a lamplighter, and did the polite to the old card, persuading her 
into buying six pounds of tallows, to save the cook's perquisites 
of dripping, and no end of Windsor soap as lardy as ghee^ and 
smelling like tobacco. While she was squabbling over three 
farthings with the chap behind the counter, I hooked it with 
the dear little . Neila into the goody department, after which I 
pretended I had seen the old lady go downstairs towards the 
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entrance, and thus I secured a good half-hour's perambulation 
up and down the pavement with the poor flustered little Puritan, 
who was apparently in an awful funk of her aunt Presently it 
began to rain, and I realized the delightful and novel sensation 
of sharing a British gingham, with a pretty British face beneath 
it, and wished it had rained for ever. Worse luck, the con- 
founded old aunt came out, fussing and fuming, and ranting 
and raving, furious as the * last of the Mohicans,' and swept up 
my dainty demoiselle before I had the foggiest idea of what had 
happened to her or the umbrella, for I was taking the law into 
my own hands anent a cadger, who was enjoying a good joke at 
the old lady's expense. Then up came Queenie with Motee, 
who had purloined an orange out of some other person's pocket, 
when my worthy sister's back was turned, and was bearing it off 
in triumph to the cab. Altogether there was the devil to pay, 
and I made up my mind that Co-operative Stores with women 
were mauvais quarts (Theures for men, when precluded from 
sharing umbrellas with fair, but nimble-footed Eves. In short, 
one woman and an umbrella is company, two women, a child, 
and a gaping crowd of street fools is very much the other thing. 
I shall follow up my first impressions with Neila, and she shall 
supersede the false Anastasia in my fond affections. But the 
old Aunt is as formidable as a battery of twelve-pounders, or 
a colony of washerwomen, and guards her treasure with the 
keenness of a she-dragon. 

" Lady Vixen Armytage asked me no end of questions about 
you. I say, old fellow, you must have been sweet in that quarter 
at sometime or other ! By Jove ! she is your cousin, by the bye. 
Well, she sends you her love, and I told her she had better 
write all her tender messages first-hand, as you were a crack- 
shot among the fair sex, which Queenie was rude enough to 
contradict, just as I had popped in a word edgeways for you, old 
boy ! However, I hope you will enjoy your trip to Central 
India, and not get clawed-up by a tiger like poor Ravenshill ! 
Ta-ta ! I'm off to perform day duty in London ; id. est, that 
golupscious Neila, and Prince's in the morning. I've discovered 
the darling skates like a Polonaise. She is teaching me the 
figure of . 8 ! Queenie chaperons her through Sir Henry's 
membership, / representing myself as my august relative, who 
cares for rinking about as much as he does for girl-babies. 
Then, after dining at * Mon Mari' with your Lady Coz, and 
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loing the Lyceum Theatre with her^ I shall take a peep at 
Evans's/ and by dint of tipping the guard a couple of bob, 
;et a smoking carriage all to myself in the ' cold meat train * vid 
Yoking, which signifies I shall have the honour of accompany- 
ng the corpsusses for to-morrow's interment in the great Necro- 
>o]iSy arriving myself for a shave, cold plunge, and turn up in 
ime for morning parade. 

" Queenie's love — at least she ought to send it, if she don't — 
or you *was' always * uncommon civil' to her. Them's my 
entiments at all events, and hoping to hear from you by return^ 

" Believe me, 

" Yours ever, 

"Warren Vansittart. 

" I've bought a splendid cob, for 50 gold mohurs, at Tatter- 
;airs, and a dog-cart from a fellow of ours, who don't know a 
ihoe from a fiddle-string, so I got it out of him a bargain. Old 
Yyndham, of the 3rd Dragoons, is dead, and has let me in for a 
:)ony, as I went shares with him in the club lottery for the 
Derby. Just like my luck ! I say, I hope you'll hit it off to be 
jack in time for the * Two Thousand.' " 

So much for Master Warren on England, horseflesh, umbrellas, 
md Co-operative Stores ! 

Lady Vixen was much struck with the good-looking and auda- 
:ious young ofhcer, who had no objection to sounding the praises 
)f Eustace until further orders ; and as for poor Neila, she lost 
ler heart at first sight to one who presented so strong a contrast 
o her diffident and colourless self. Regina's visit to town was 
L pleasant change, and she and her whilom rival Vixie got on 
;apitally, having one subject in common whereon to ring the 
:hanges, viz., Eustace, who was doing his best to take jungle 
ever in company with the king of forests in the Deccan. 
Jueenie also appreciated the gentle and coy Murielle, who, albeit 
o perfect Tipianistey had the tact to refrain from playing before 
ler papa, for fear of reminding him of the first Murielle, whose 
nemory was painful ; though why it should be so the poor girl 
lerself guessed not. Mrs. Neale was privately as unkind to her 
s ever, and declared it as her " opeenion that Per-rdutay was 
est a stuck-up young hussy, and no more the daughter-r d that 
raw Colonel d the Dragoons than she need ever look to be the wife 
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d the maister of ' Oaklands ." " This speech she made one mam- 
ing when Muneile was searching for some missing music in 
the canterbury ; Neila being busy putting an ii^y piece of white 
material into a muslin dress, which she had got new, and been 
more careful over its 6t and Little finishings than was ho: want, 
hoping that Warren might see and admire her in it, when, lo 
and behold \ Mrs. Neale having no one to scold that mamingy 
took umbrage at the dressmakar for making the said dress trans- 
parent enough to show a peep of Ndla's feir neck boieath its 
primly plaited folds. '* Yon frock may he thefcahiortj hut tfs nae 
decent,'^ said that precise Woman of die Bedchambor^ bringing a 
piece of calico out of what Nela styled her/* rag-bag," which was 
in truth a fifty years' collection of odds and aids hoarded up 
on the " might-be-usefiil-some-day" principle, which accanni> 
lative faculty is so peculiar to females of the Neale age and 
nationality ; though far be it from me to depredate all Scotch 
ladies, for some of than are charming, but Neila's aunt did not 
come under this section of her seac The dress in question hap- 
pened to be both stylish and decent before the addition of the 
" rag-bag chittra," so Neila, with, the temmty of new-bom love, 
took it out again previous to presenting herself at Lady Vlxfin's 
dinner party, where she hoped, and almost knew, she was sure to 
meet Warren Vansittart ! These are but trifling examples of Mrs. 
Neale's domestic tyrannies, but when Renfrewshire came in at 
mid-day, and found his P^uta in floods of tears in the back 
drawing-room, he made the house ratha: too hot to hold his 
Aunt ; thou^ Mrs. Neale stuck up for hoself most lustily, and 
was fer-sighted enough to be an incarnate, '^Wdl, I tdd 
you so," while Perduta, with brave persistence, refused to 
implicate her as the cause of her grief^ and merely afiEimed 
*^ she had a headache, was crying for nothing," and such- 
like feminine make-shifts, when Willie cross-questioned her 
closely, after Mrs. Neale, with a triumphant sneer, retreated to 
an upstairs fortress, on the immediate supposition of packing up 
to take up her abode with that ** precious sister-r," who was about 
as fabulous a personage as Sairey Gamp's " dear Mrs. Harris." 

''It makes me wretched to see you shed a tear, Perduta," said 
Willie, regretfully. " Heavens, I wish the Scythian fashion of 
eating one's disagreeable belongings obtained in this country, and 
I would soon despatch my venerable aunt, however tough a 
morsel she might prove, to save you a moment's unhappiness ! " 
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Here the poor girl dried up her eyes, and sat demurely deso- 
te, on a somewhat hard couch, where Renfrewshire took the 
)portunity of sitting too. 

" Alas, my child ! I often think you purposely avoid me, and 
Lve something on your mind. Is this true ? if so, tell me what 
is?" 

But Perduta only edged herself a little farther off from her 
terlocutor, and began playing nervously with the tassel of a 
ishion. Then she said, — 

" You are very kind, Mr. Renfrewshire, but I cannot tell you 
lything, and your very questions pain me ! " 

And this generally self-possessed man of thirty-five years old 
as afraid to press the point, and speak out boldly what his heart 
rompted him to say. So there they sat like two owls in an ivy- 
ash, looking wise and self-disciplined, but feeling very foolish. 

" I know it is ungrateful," pleaded Perduta, presently, when 
/'illie, in his turn, had taken to walking up and down the room, 
but I often wish myself back again, in my illness, or in Italy 
I that quiet convent with my aunt." 

Here she turned very red, and seemed inclined to cry again, 
ut thought better of it. 

Willie felt horribly disposed to rush forward and clasp the 
agile, agitated, and very incomprehensible damsel, in all the 

splendour of her maidenhood," to his heart, let her hide her 
ice there, and tell him in heavenly whispers all he yearned to 
ear. But it could not be ! He was terrified of over-exciting 
er delicate susceptibilities, knowing professionally how preca- 
ious a life he had sworn to himself to cherish till death did them 
•art. So with that magnanimity of affection so peculiarly his 
iwn, he refrained from precipitating matters at present. Though 
le gave himself credit for heroic self-control on the occasion, 
nerely recommending her to relinquish the idea of a convent 
ife, and reminding her that she had a noble father and kind step- 
nother to live for, feeling he was only broaching a lot of " foolish 
waddle " as a pis alter. Poor Willie ! he would have climbed 
Ararat's tremendous peak, or descended the stormy deep where 
livers delve for purest pearls, in order to win a smile from her, 
o him worth immortality. Presently, he bethought himself of 
ome Amar}41is he had brought from " Oaklands," purposely for 
ler to place in her pre-Raphaelite hair that evening at " Mon 
vlari," thinking the rare pink lily, in its pristine perfection. 
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equally emblematic as its sister bud of the Annunciation ! 
Then remembering a patient, who had been waiting with Job-like 
endurance in his consulting-room for a good three-quarters of 
an hour, he left Perduta alone with the Amaryllis and her painful 
reflections on Mrs. Neale's unchristian-like behaviour ! 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

*' Thou art too wild, too rude and bold of voice ; 
Parts that become thee happily enough 
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 
But where thou art not known, why, there they show 
Something too liberal." 

Merchant of Venice, 

"Here, Queenie, just fork out that Sunday-go-to-meeting coat 
of mine ; the Lord knows where you put half my things. Hang 
it ! I hate these bit-men too, and miss licking a nigger when I 
can't light on my toggery quick enough, as much as you miss 
Eustace to propitiate the gods on Sir Henry's behalf; and ifs 
my opinion he's broken his water-jug clean over that cove's head 
this morning for cheeking him ; and as he is off to his Leicester- 
shire hunting, and has left you to my tender mercies, I'll thank 
you to apologize, and pay the piper, or you will figure in a county 
court for disregard of a domestic's feelings. My feelings fre- 
quently overcome me when I see a dapper waist, or cleanish 
face of kitchendom, so I suppose I shall be hauled up, sooner 
or later, for kissing a buxom housemaid up a back stair, or mak- 
ing love over a scullery sink ! And do look sharp and rig out 
Motee and yourself, or we shan't be in time to meet them at 
the Regent's Park entrance to the Zoo ! * Half-past one sharp,' 
that lollypop of a Neila said. Hullo ! where's your scent ? " 
finished up Warren, nearly knocking over Pearl, in the act of 
being equipped in point lace and black velvet by her mother, 
who invariably dressed her own living doll. 

Here Warren, having spilt the best part of a bottle of eau de 
Cologne over his head and clothes, busied himself with Queenie's 
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3ve-buttoner, meantime anathematizing the English custom of 

taring kids at all. 

" Now then, Motee, look alive, and you'll have buns to give 

e pretty bear ; and the tigers will come, * Ho-o-o-igh,' and eat 

•u all up — all up ! And then you'll be put into a dark black 

)le, and covered all over with dirty earth ! " 

" Hush, Warren ! " said Regina, as Motee immediately began 

* Boo-woo' at the horror of such a situation. " You know I 
nnot bear the child to have unhappy associations with ^eath ; 
want it to be as beautiful to her as life ! " 

" All serene then, here goes ! You'll be put into a jolly paper- 
>x, and covered over with chocolates, and plum-pudding, and 
-awberry ice ! " 

" Oh, how nice I Let me die at once, then ! " exclaimed the 
nple little child. 

"And just please to remember, Queenie," quoth Warren, 
a parting injunction, ''that I am coming the superior and 
tellectual ticket with that old Neale party, whom you were such 
fool as to ask to the Zoo to-day, and am very correct and 
thodox in my behaviour. Never saw a ' horserace,' and don't 
)prove of 'playhouses' — dens of iniquity, my dear! More- 
/er, I'm very pious with Neila; told her I always attended 
[vine worship on Sundays in the East — when I couldn't get out 

• church parade, that meant. That stupid Lady Alfred taught 
le a trick worth two of making love en publique. So I shall 
ist kick up a show of being smitten with my sweet little niece 
[urielle, whenever the aunt acts * eyes right ' !" 

" Pray do not be too wild in your behaviour," suggested 
egina, " or it may be misconstrued. You see these English 
sople do not uiiderstand your \exy prononce badinage, 

" Nonsense, Queenie ! my manners are perfection. See what 
lot the ladies make of me, that's all ! If you had been at our 
all at Aldershot Races, you'd have twigged how that splendid 
[ontmorency girl kept larking it with me, along dark passages 
id covered-in corridors, where her mother was too rheumaticky 
) venture. Come, now, let us be off ! You look very ladylike, 

you are certain sure your back hair won't come off ; or your 
loes get undone ; for I find that's the latest * quip ' among girls 
ho can boast a neat ankle ; and I'm quite an adept at the 
:ags ' and * tongues,' and all the shop-slang of Saints Crispin- 
rispian, tna chlre I " 
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When they reached the place of rendezvous the Renfrewshires, 
brother and sister, with Mrs. Neale and Perduta, were there be- 
fore them. The ladies kept embracing baby Pearl, who was a 
deliciously kissable little ball of affectation, but when she grew 
tired of their tender demonstrations, standing up placidly be- 
tween the two gentlemen, she said very gravely, — 

" Is you all done kissin's? — for I want my buns now ! " which 
greatly -diverted the entire party. 

" That child's a regular chip of the old block," remarked 
Warren, patting his waistcoat with vicarious family pride. 

Willie had greatly inconvenienced himself to come to what 
was to him the very *• tame pleasure " of seeing a lot of animals 
being gorged, and a number of stupid and odoriferous monkeys 
going over the same tricks they performed when he was a youngster; 
and poked his stick amongst them, in order to defy the rules and 
regulations, and expose himself to " the utmost rigour of the 
law ! " He now forced himself to join the affair merely to have 
an eye to his ladylove ; for the green-eyed monster had con- 
verted the impetuous Warren into a formidable rival, and Willie 
felt half inclined to kick the sport out of the fine young fellow, 
who made love to Perduta under his nose. " Boisterous young 
fool ! *' said Renfrewshire to himself, as he caught Warren 
deliberately putting an arm round his step-niece's waist, when 
a lunge on the part of the tigress had frightened the latter out 
of her senses, the crowd having propelled her rather near the 
barrier 1 

"You and Motee make for the giraffe house," whispered 
Warren to Neila, " and I'll join you there ; and we'll have a 
quiet chat Tell Motee there's some oranges about, or some such 
cram ; otherwise she'll set up a howl to leave Queenie, and I 
want to continue our jaw about my Sunday morals ; and what 
a fine idea it would be to marry a good attentive little wife to 
sew my buttons on, and give me smoking hot cutlets for break- 
fast, and all that kind of thing ! " 

" Here, Murielle, come along," said Warren, when Neila, 
meekly acting up to his instructions, disappeared round the comer 
with PearL And Renfirewshire, walking behind with R^ina, 
bit his lips in fury as he saw the familiar boy inarching off with 
Perduta towards Mrs. Neale, who was joining a crowd of people in 
admiration of the elephant. Jumbo by name. And great was that 
ady's consternation, upon feeding the creature, to feel it malcing 
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grab with its trank at the fortifications of her bonnet — despair 
nd agony reaching a climax — ^when off it came, black hair 
iclusive. 

" Lawks, have maircy on my soul ! Do ask him " (meaning 
le elephant) " to retur-m me my wig ? Her-re, Maister Vansit- 
irt ! " screeched the poor old lady, grasping him vigorously by 
le arm, and pointing to her denuded charms; lachrymose 
error mingled with wrath at the way in which the unsym- 
*athetic populace were laughing at her " shaven and shorn, and 
11 forlorn," headpiece ! 

Warren, quick as thought, and pretty well accustomed to the 
>ranks of these animals, diverted the elephant's attention by 
mitating one of his junglie cries, and whipped up the bonnet 
/ith an alacrity that won him the huzzas of the by-standers, and 
endered him for ever after a hero in Mrs. Neale*s eyes. Then 
elinquishing the astonished but meek Murielle into the hands 
)f her keeper, he darted off to hold good his appointment in 
he giraffe house, where Neila and Pearl were engaged in con- 
:emplation of the defunct baby hippopotamus. 

Willie, for once in his life, was positively absent-minded, and 
:hereby discourteous in his rejoinders to Regina, who began to 
feel alarmed as to her little darling's whereabouts. 

" Shall we go and look for her, then ? " he asked at length, 
after a pause, whereupon Queenie, noticing his grave and woe- 
begone countenance, guessed rightly it was all owing to Warren's 
thoughtlessness, and his foolish appropriation of Perduta. She 
determined to bestow a private lecture on her brother at the 
earliest opportunity. 

But hours of boredom, as well as bright ones, come to a 
close ; and after smilings, and commiserations with Mrs. Neale's 
adventure had ended, they said mutual adieux, and Queenie 
then and there administered her piece of mind to the incorrigible 
Warren, whose saucy brown eyes were funds of merriment in 
themselves, and every peccadillo, easily forgiven by people who 
were not so hopelessly under la forza d^amore as poor Willie, 
whose handsome, intelligent face was beginning to wear quite a 
restless expression, and the old lady invalids to find that their 
pet physician mixed fewer smiles and pleasant little compliments 
with their " dill water " and " camphor julep ;" and though they 
still handed him the guineas, with that delight rich old ladies 
generally evince when pajring for the encouragement of their 
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romantic delusions and fanciful ailments, still they shook their 
heads over orange pekoe, or a quiet rubber, saying, — 

" Alas ! I fear Dr. Renfrewshire is overworked ; — and yet he 
must be pretty well off, independently of his practice ! " Know- 
ing how desperately one and all had tried previous to their 
"false-front-and-painted-wrinkle" days to persuade the Professor 
to hang up his widower's hat in their patent-stove-heated halls. 
Any one of them would even now make no objection to Willie's 
name being inserted, in place of their own, beneath the front 
door knocker, albeit with the professional addendum of " night- 
bell " thereto ! 

Christmas came round, and was associated by both families 
with bale, being the anniversary of General Vansittart's and the 
Professor's sudden deaths. Sir Henry stayed on at a sporting 
country-house, to eat his Christmas dinner mid fox-spinnies and 
kennels, and the good old hunting reminiscences of Leicestershire 
landed proprietors, while poor Queenie had the unpleasant 
divertissement of being laid up with a violent cold and cough, 
which was caused by falling into the Serpentine at a place where 
the ice wouldn't hold a rat, though Warren had persuaded her it 
would accommodate them both ; consequently brother and sister 
got a tremendous ducking, and it was a lucky thing that Dr. 
Renfrewshire, skating a little to the right with Lady Vixen, heard 
their screams, and came promptly to the rescue. Warren, strong 
as a horse, escaped injury, but Queenie, naturally delicate about 
the chest, fared differently, and went back to Radclyffe Towers 
to be invalided for weeks. 

When Sir Henry returned he expressed grave concern on her 
behalf. 

" My precious Regina ! how ill you do look — wan, and weak 
as water, I declare ! Oh, why did you not telegraph for me ? 
And there was I disporting myself, never thinking you were 
actually confined to your room. I fancied it was only a cold — 
and all through that idiot of a Warren 1 " 

" No, dear, it was every bit as much my own stupidity, — ^and 
then the thaw was so sudden. It has been such a thorough old 
English winter. Every one says so. I do hope you enjoyed 
yourself at Mosgrove Hall?" 

" Middling — but the continued frost was a d d nuisance, 

and the ground hard as nails. Lamed the bay mare, and broke 
the back of that hunter of Wyndham's I bought at Tattersall's, 
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lank goodness, for a song ! — But, Regina, you must really take 
are of yourself." 

And his wife's pale face lit up with a joy inconceivable as he 
»ent over and kissed her lovingly. Indeed, ever since that 
srrible night, when all his dead secrets had been disclosed, there 
ad grown a greater rapprochement between husband and wife, 
nd Queenie was beginning to feel the rare and gracious gladness 
f the sacred ties of marriage when sanctified by such a new and 
loly homage as Sir Henry now offered her, when he was quite 
lone with her, and his God ! In India all his love had been 
)assion, which is never wholly satisfying to a high-souled woman 
>f spirituality and refinement like Regina. Now, with his admi- 
ation for her personal attractions was mingled that tender 
Lppreciation of her more subtle charms of mind and manner, 
?hich had been sadly lacking in the first few years of their 
narried life. Oh, if she could only get Eustace's fatal image 
^uite out of her head and heart ! But these dreadful, hideous 
:ontradictions of fate are frequently our special visitations at the 
lands of an all-seeing Providence, in order to school us for better 
hings ; and if Regina had realized a husband's adulation as well 
is that of the Indian world of fashion among whom she reigned 
I queen ; or that little rift in the lute of her happiness had not ex- 
isted, and her hopeless dream about Eustace had been undreamt, 
she would have found " life's long, joyous, jostling game " too 
delightful, and its pleasures too manifold, to be able to quit them 
for the cold, dim shadows of futurity ! Eustace was right in 
saying that the fruition of a mighty love like theirs would destroy 
'* the happy hearts that felt its fiery sway ! " 

With the mild spring weather Queenie became convalescent; 
but Sir Henry would not hear of her living in huts ; and as his 
regimental responsibilities kept them too much apart for either 
his or her fancy, he took a house a few miles from camp, and 
placed a couple of his hunters at her disposal. 

" They would only be eating their heads off, or I should have 
sold them at a dead loss, so why on earth shouldn't they descend 
to hamess for a while ? " was his argument. " It isn't like as if 
I had knocked their feet to pieces, as several fellows do, when 
rest becomes a necessity." 

So to Famborough Queenie went. The house was called 
" Hoby Lodge," and was a compact little bachelor's box. But 
husband and wife, with Warren managed to squeeze into it Also 
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Murielle ; for Regina, with that ready discrimination so becoming in 
the peculiar position she held towards her step-daughter, suggested, 
now that it was no longer a question of Miss Radclyffe's prejudices, 
their home ought, par excellence^ to be Murielle's home likewise ; 
and this argument found favour in Sir Henry's eyes, who imme- 
diately posted down to Bedford Square to claim his rightful pro- 
perty ; much to the chagrin of Renfrewshire, and real distress of 
Neila, who loved the amiable girl dearly. What could brother 
and sister do but concur in the very rational reasoning of Lady 
Radclyffe, and give up their household treasure to the keeping of 
her nearest relatives ! Willie was narrow-minded enough to im- 
plicate the unfortunate Warren as originator of this plan, seeing 
how Regina idolized the light-hearted son of Mars, whose devo- 
tions at the shrine of his Amaryllis were a terrible irritant to 
the jaundiced eye of the ^' Maister of Oaklands,'' as Mrs. Neale 
grandly defined him. Perduta herself admired, and looked 
upon her father as the greatest hero and noblest man upon earth, 
and was only too thankful to exchange the Draconian rule of Mrs. 
Neale for that of Sir Henry, who happily confined his despotism 
to the British soldier on parade, and contented himself with 
being a Bashaw in the barrack-room, reserving the humane 
side of his character for his fragile and clinging-like-ivy-to-oak 
young daughter. But Warren condescended to give up his attic 
to Neila sometimes, and the strait-laced Mrs. Neale made no ob- 
jection to I>ady RadyclyfTe's duennaship for a limited period 

In May, Queenie and her step-daughter went to London to be 
presented, as Sir Henry's high military rank made him a guest 
from time to time of Royalty, and he considered it the " correct 
thing" for his wife and family to share the prestige of his posi- 
tion in England as well as in India, though it was a consider- 
able gine to Queenie to attend the daytime crush and promis- 
cuous confusion of the " red roj)e " of Royalty. She looked 
extremely regal in a robe of white satin, with illusion of silver 
and train of richest damask patilt de soie^ looped up with real 
stephanotis, gardenias, and fern fronds from the hothouses of 
Radclyffe Towers. '* Ornaments, diamonds and pearls, feathers 
and lappets " (as the milliners put it in the fashion journals). 
Murielle, who trembled like Enid with terror of " that strange, 
bright, dreadful thing, a court," found it not half so formidable as 
she had imagined, with Sir Henry, one blaze of gold lace, decora- 
tions, and dignity, as well as the plucky Warren, to help her to 
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3iave the staring looks of other bold warriors and politicians, 
«vho deemed her child-like l^tce the fairest they had ever seen. 
Poor Renfrewshire in those days was a woeful sight, with haggard 
ooks and love-bewildered eyes, clouded when he saw Warren 
mpplanting him steadily in the affections of Perduta, as he 
bought So blindly short-sighted does the demon Jealousy ren- 
ler his votaries ! Then followed a ball at Buckingham Palace, 
It which Warren managed to demolish more cosUy lace, and 
iqueeze more spider waists, than had fallen to all his previous 
oils in the less crowded drawing-rooms of the brilliant East 
^Notwithstanding Queenie's protestations, they were getting posi- 
ively gay, and Perduta actually received an offer of marriage 
It her second ball, from the identical gouty Lord Middlesex 
iubbed "'34," whose strawberry proboscis Dona Guzman de 
^lavarra {nke Marguerite de Mowbray), spoke of in such dis- 
)araging terms. Even Willie laughed at this quaint conquest on 
he part of Perduta. 

One day they were all doing the Academy, which means that 
barren was standing before a pictiure in No. 1 Room with Neila, 
ind when the rest retiuned from the 4th Room to meet Renfrew- 
ihire and Lady Vixen, who had agreed to join them later on, 
hey found him and Neila still standing before the same picture, 
ind on both being rigidly questioned by the rest, neither wa& 
:apable of telling its name, though Neila held a catalogue poised 
gracefully between her finger and thumb. 

*' Sad case," said Willie, with a radiant smile and hearty hand- 
;hake of the young culprit, thinking to himself what a fool he 
lad been not to see it all along, and not having the slightest 
objection to the honest-hearted boy for a brother-in-law ! 

Mrs. Neale had been continually pressing Neila into Warren's 
lociety, by singling him out as a remarkably learned young man, 
)ecause, forsooth, he had informed her that the native Indians 
:at with their fingers, and went about in nothing but sheets, and 
hat people lived in marble palaces, drank rose-water, and fought 
vith gold swords, stalking the country with emerald crowns on 
heir heads — ^alluding to the native Rajahs and millionnaire 
i'arsee merchants ! 

" For my par-rt, I think it must be jest like the City of Gold 
nentioned in Cumming's * Millennium,' from which he per-r-haps 
00k the ideay. Bonar speaks of those wig-tops with jewels, I mind ; 
ind he (alluding to Warren) has been very spry about lear-ming to eat 



274 ^^ Sfiockles of an Old Love. 

with knivts and forks, after using his fingers among those savages ! 
I'm of opeenion, however, that whisky-toddy is better drinking 
than yon sickly rose-water, though the marble palaces must be 
unco cool sitting in summer wea&er ! " 

This was all very well, but when it came to the erudite young 
apostle of Eastern travel talk asking for the hand of her niece, it 
became quite a different question ; and the old lady put a very 
decided spoke in the wheel, saying : " The dead-and-buried Pro- 
fessor would never have sanctioned the like of his only daughter 
trapesing about on foot marches with a lot of Dragoon officers, 
and hearing oaths and sich-like in barracks, forby wander-ring 
in furrin lands with a lot of people that ate each other, and 
bur-med themselves alive over their husbands' bodies !". (referring 
to Hindoo Sutteeism.) '' Nae, nae, he's a nice laddie, but not 
the gudeman for the new-bor-m babe I nur-rsed frae its mother-r's 
ar-rms." 

But to return to the Academy. 

Willie took an opportunity of lionizing some of the pictures 
with Perduta, who was very fond of Art in any shape or form. 

*' I am glad to see you looking so much stronger, and to think 
you are happy," he commenced by saying. " Should you like me 
to forward you the French ParoissieUy or any of the Italian books 
you once cared to read ? " 

"Yes, if you please," she said, blushing a vivid crimson; 
" and that reminds me that I wanted to thank you for " 

" 245. What is that ? " asked Lady Vixen. 

" * A Mill at Sunset,' " explained Perduta. 

" Nonsense ! child ; it is a young man kissing a girl in a 
garden ! " 

" Oh, yes, I see ; I made a mistake. ' Faust and Marguerite.' " 

" Ah, that's more like it," rejoined Lady Vixen, moving away. 

" Well," said Willie, renewing the conversation, thus abruptly 
interrupted, " what do you want to thank me for, little one ?" 

" All, all your goodness and kindness to me firom the begin- 
ning, was what I meant," she answered simply. 

But to him her thanks were honey out of a rock, for he had 
begun to think she was a heartless litde puss. 

" I did nothing, child, that any other doctor would not have 
done ; but tell me why do you not care to speak to me now, and 
only offer a cold negative to ^" 

" 287. What is that, Mr. Renfrewshire, please ?" 
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'^ Really it.is a confounded nuisance, to have this catalogue,'' 
muttered he to himsel£ Out loud he repeated, — 

"287. 'A Young Man's Fancy,' Lady Radclyfie." * 

*' Impossible, Mr. Renfrewshire ; it is a very old man pouring 
an alembic into a crucible." 

" Oh yes, to be sure ; it's ' The Laboratory,' taken from Robert 
Browning's famous poem, I suppose." 

" Thank you," and Queenie walked majestically on, leaving 
the two seated on one of the centre divans, in that very uncom- 
fortable position of foreshortened backs, which those kind of 
ottomans enforce upon persons sitting at one or other. end. 

Here, however, a monstrous porpoise of a woman, whom 
Willie had been privately execrating for the last ten minutes, 
chose to budge, and he plumped himself down on the vacant seat. 

" Yes," he continued, " you treat me so coldly now, and seem 
always taken up with your worldly acquaintances I" 

** Do you call * Cabbage ' worldly ? " she asked with a mis- 
chievous smile. 

" No, no, I do not mean Warren ! " 

'' Wdl, who do you mean ? " she asked innocendy. 

" Well, then, I'm floored if I know who I mean, only some* 
how — ^you are very^ ^" 

" 301. I do beg your pardon a thousand times," said Lady 
Vixen, her sad eyes rippling with mirth as she took in the situa- 
tion, as far as Willie was concerned, smiling to herself at the 
demure unconsciousness of Perduta. 

"301. 'Adam and Eve in the Garden of Paradise.' I say, 
don't you think it would be more convenient to have the cata- 
logue yourself, Lady Vixie ? " said he, reading her thoughts, and 
looking supremely guilty. '^ Perduta is tired, and we are rest- 
ing ^" 

" Oh no, I am not tired !" exclaimed Perduta deprecatingly \ 
" pray do not sit here on my account, let us walk about again." 

'' No, no, do wait here a moment Let me .see, what was I 
saying — do you remember ? " 

" No, I do not," she replied with nascent satire \ " I never do 
understand what you say; I suppose it is because I left the 
school-room so young, on account of my illness and its results, 
for I presume you must be very clever — at least papa says so 1 " 

" Indeed ! " 

And here another interruption came in the shape of a robust 

T 2 
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feottle* vbo begigpod of !ma to gire \hb[ up bis seat, as she had 
«:s£c^ 1^ ooe SL U»:^ tnK;3iid ^^wmsAmidead'htai with the *eatJ^ 
So be bstti qixIt to bov neckl^^ and yield up his last chance for 
tibot s£iLY^ ^QQ^ vtdt tfbe seat^ to die coontiy cousin^ who stared 
bard j£ i>ardtici» sod sssd tn a stage vhisper to one of her olive- 
bnnfedbbes;. "^ Meter bk^ vba^ a sweet pretty wife he's got, to be 



* i» 



Focomat!!^ tbie becocoe of diis lemaxk beard it not, and Willie, 
taJbn^ a kaf ottt of tbe "^b^oldsbr L^^ds," cursed the old 
paiitr^brbeU..bool;..aQdcaiidfe;''lbigettiDg to blame himself, 
acid ciet b«t. for ev^ expectxiig a quiet cbajiice of *' spooning'' 
ta a i^enr of tisa^ &ae srtSL Thoq^ Wanen was one of those 
bii^'T-^MKKl:T noctals wte ahrays make hay when the sun 
$£uaek astd baid tafcea tbxs ptofKtious opportunity of trying his 
cbaace with Xeth,. actaaUr ptoposBog before the above4nentioned 
pktore in X%x i Room^ and bang unconditionally accepted by 
that encbanted Toong dunsdL MoreoTor, not then, or at any 
liituie ttme; eocxld ettbter of diem form die faintest idea of what 
that paindn^ personified^ though di^ bad stood ogling, and 
smiling and cbattco^ and esKcbaoging eternal vows of constancy 
in Iront of its canras for exactly iknt hours ! \raiie timed them 
with a bevvy heart, kxuknig at his watdi previous to betaking 
bimsetf to Grosvenor Square to visit an old lady who had dis- 
located ber shoulder-blade by flingiog a jioker at her cook, for 
being unpunctuai with tbe dinner of btf i^plectic but precious 
•'pug!* 

'^''Alas^ I fear sbe loves me not!'* said he despondingly, 
A>^ svor; after diis interesting visit bad come to a conclusion, 
and remembering how singularly unfortunate all his vaitures at 
having an understanding widi Perdnta bad been. What would 
he have said could be at that minute have seen the girl on her 
knees, before a litde old tnmk, kbsingapoor &ded AmaryUiSy 
and reading again and again, a creased and ancient piece of 
paqper containing these few woids : — 

** Picciola m£a^ — 

** Not today, but to-monrow, if your head is better, you 
shall see Neila for toi minutes. I return your slate, and shall 
come in by and-by to see you, perha^is. 

" Your relentless Gaoler, 

"Willie.* 
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One of the old notes he had written to her in those old 
dajrs of her illness at " Oaklands/' Whatever would he have 
thought had he seen her hide this precious relic of that time, 
when her footprints made an angel's music in the myosotis-papered 
rooms, or wandered like a lost pleiad, in the twilight haze of 
rhododendra shrubberies ? — ^liide it, yes — and where ? Why, in 
the vestal folds of her white muslin dress, ere she descended to 
dine in Bedford Square, and meet him with a continuation where 
she left off, of that absurd and intricate reticence which, of 
course, he could not comprehend any more than Lord Dundreary 
did the mystery of his introduction into this wicked world ! 
But since Mrs. Neale had made those splenetic allusions to 
Perduta, about " her setting her cap at WooUie," the girl had 
felt a dim delicacy about his every familiar word ; thereby adopt- 
ing this panoply of reserve, constituting martyrdom for him, and 
a strange, sweet, unknown wonder for herself. Moreover, she 
hardly knew as yet what love really meant, only always felt a soft, 
heavenly sensation, something like religion, steal over her soul 
whenever Willie was by her side, or contemplating her from a 
distance, with his deeply earnest hazel eyes, at such times tender 

even as a woman's ! 

• • • • • 

Meanwhile "the silvery curtains of the summer night were 
folded quietly," as Lady Vixen sat at her window of " Mon 
Man," drinking in the delights of Banksia, Provence, and 
monthly roses, intertwining with jasmine stars and tender 
Virginian creeper up the trellis of her picturesque verandah. 
A piece of needlework was laid across her lap, but her gloaming 
thoughts were far away in India with him whom she loved " not 
wisely, but too well." At length she closed her eyes, feeling 
drowsy after that long, hot afternoon at the Academy, and, hear- 
ing a rustling amid the leaves, she did not trouble to rouse her- 
self, but moved her lips in meditation, murmuring faintly, — ^ 

" Poor Don Guzman, too ! I am glad dear Marguerite is so 
happy ! and now Neila with Warren, perhaps Perduta with Willie 
Renfrewshire — yes, they are all pairing off but me : and I shall 
live and die a regular old maid ! " Here she opened her eyes, for 
a voice broke on her ear — only one single word — 

« Vixier 

m 

It was enough. 

If that word had been spoken by that voice as they were 
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naOing her down in her coffin, mid the dull thud of the nails 
she would have recognized its bdovM tones. 

She stood staik upiight, pale to her lips. 

'^ Eustace!** 

Oh, the sadness, die unutterable sadness, of her tone ! 

*' Yes, dearest '^Hzie, it is I. Are you not glad to see me ? " 

And he stepped into the darkening room, and pressed a tran- 
quil, reverent loss upon h» brow. 

This, then, was their meeting after that parting at Seville, when 
W:Diit first b^an to know what dyings before one really did die, 
meant! 

^ Ohy how bronzed, and handsome, and soldier-like you look, 
my cousin!* 

'* And have you no warmer greeting for me? I can tell you 
I come straight back from the jaws of a tiger, who only made 
his teeth meet upon my arm, and smashed a rib or two, as good 
luck would have it ! " 

" Oh, Eustace, and we knew nothing of it ! " 

'' Wdl, how could you, when I was alone in the jungle with 
i^gg^ers, who would have written some gibberish, which, translated 
by a Moonshee's dictionary in Calcutta, my friends might have 
misconstrued into news of my death. But, Vixie, I hope you do 
not think any longer bitterly of me for returning your little love- 
token ? You told me to be faithful and true." 

*' Yes, I meant what I said. Unfaith in you I never looked 
for, but yours has been a faith too faithful to another, and my 
eyes have long since wept away their hidden founts, and I am 
now able to think of you oftenest with the tearless resignation 
we dedicate to our heroic dead ! " 

" Here, get some candles, and let me have a good look at the 
poor pale little face I left rich with roses, and the carnation of 
lips which never uttered anything but the truth to me ! " 

" No, no, you had better speak to me for the first time thus, 
when deepening shadows are dealing kindly with the silver 
threads of my hair ; and sit down here dose by, and tell me all 
about your wanderings, and do not let us remember anything 
now-a-days but our cousinship." 

" As you will, Vixie," he said, and sighed. 

And together they talked of his Indian experiences, of dear 
old General Vansittart, Sir Henry, Warren — ^last of all, ^^ My 
Queen:' 
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" Eustace, she is a dear, amiable, stately, true-hearted wife and 
mother, and I like her well, and can almost forgive you for 
loving her.** 

" Good God I how very generous you are to me, Vixie I " said 
he, eagerly. " And how is she? How is Regina ? I drove up 
to Brook Street, but they were dining out. I saw the seraphic 
little Pearl in her bed-gown, and left her with some French 
Jiougdty and an Indian idol under her pillow to dream 
over." 

" Yes, is it not a gem of a child — fresh as a field daisy ? And 
Regina, she is quite well again, but was laid up a good part of 
the winter — only a cold. They are doing the London season. 
Drawing-rooms, state concerts, dinner and garden parties ! I 
have given up all these dissipations, and water my flowers in a 
cotton dress daily. And surely you will judge of our mutual 
friends for yourself, to-morrow ? " 

" Oh yes, of course," answered Eustace. 

When the ser\'ant brought in the lamp she was somewhat 
startled to see " a splendacious jewel of a man," half a head 
taller than her own bobby, " with oh, such eyes I *' as she com- 
mented afterwards to cook, who took a turn with James the foot- 
man to pick a few herbs for the breakfast, and have a remote 
peep at this " Magnus Apollo." 

" Well, I must own the * quality' has got some rum ways wi' 
them ! Now, to think of that 'ere 'andsome h'officery-looking 
gen'elman, to go and squeeze hisself into her leddyship's presence 
thro' a winder, my dear, instead of giving a double knock at the 
front door ! " 

And Sarah Jane, the parlour-maid, just took a note of it, 
determining to admit her bobby next time through that very 
window, seeing it seemed " all the fashion " to do so ! 

Meanwhile the cousins were saying " Good-bye " as coolly as 
possible — those two, whose hearts had once beaten the same 
measure ! Oh, the sweet torture of that far-away kiss in the 
Giralda Tower at Seville will linger in Vixie's memory when all 
earth's lights are extinguished ! Indeed she had already learnt 
to treat her love as hopelessly 

** As they who, far at sea. 
By the cold moon have jnst consigned 
The corpse of one loved tenderly, 
To the bleak flood they leave behind ; 
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And on the deck still lingering stay, 
And long look back, with fond delay, 
To watch the moonlight on the wave 
That ripples o'er that cheerless grave ! " 

So unlike what she looked for was this reality of meeting him 
again. Her Eustace — once only her very own I 

And that night the grave of her newly-shrouded love was 
green, and a bitter dole in the chambers of her heart ! 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

** J*ai pass^ comme une fleur, j'ai s^che comme I'herbe des champs ! 
''Pourquoi la lumi^re a-t-elle ^t^ donnee ^ un miserable, et la vie ^ ceux 
qui sont dans I'amertume du coeur?" 
" Ainsi chantait Tancien d*hommes." 

" Hullo, Queenie, I'm teaching Motee to repeat Watts's * Hymns 
for Infant Minds,' — 

* How doth the little busy flea. 
Our legs, and arms, and feet devour ! * 

Go on, Motee, once more; and, I say, Tm pickled if I can 
make head or tail of what the child says about a man who 
came and kissed her, as she was half asleep, and left toffy and 
a Juggernaut." 

" No," said Regina, " I cannot tell either who it was from 
her description, and am very angry with nurse. Fancy the 
carelessness of leaving a child like Motee alone a minute ! Give 
me Indian Ayahs a hundred times over, before thoughtless, opinion- 
ative English domestics. Perhaps, however, the gentleman may 
have been Mr. Renfrewshire, who was here, I believe, while I was 
dressing for dinner. I can ask him when we meet And now, 
Warren, I am off to 3, Cleveland Row, St. James's, to give Buck- 
ner the last sitting for my picture ; where I do hope you will 
remember to come punctually for me. Murielle goes on in the 
carriage to her drawing lesson, and I shall have to take a cab, 
so as to be independent on account of PearFs dinner hour. 
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f ou know how I hate being in these cabs alone ; and you 
orgot all about it the last time, and kept me waiting ever so 
ong." 

" Oh yes, so I did, and small blame to me ! " cried Warren, 
' for I met a pal, who wanted me to see a trap at King's, and 
L horse with spavin at Sherstone's. So I couldn't quite come 
hree places at once, not being accommodated with three irrelative 
jkins. But I'll make a surety of turning up to-day, for I've an 
ippointment after tiffin with Neila. Certes, doesn't your artist 
ust know how to sport shoe-buckles — on a diminutive extremity 
:oo — ^and has a hand every bit as pretty as a woman's ! Amusing 
fellow to talk to as well. I'll be bound he's up to the chic and 
bons mots of Her Majesty's and the Hay market better than his 
prayers — orisons, I mean. And now good-bye, * God bless yezj 
my darlints!' as the Irishwoman said to her pigs. ^ Fax 
vobiscumj as one donkey said to another." 

** Good-bye, Warren ; and don't you come smoking into the 
studio again, it looks so rude ! " remarked Regina. 

" Yes, me have no baccy-smoke, mind, Cabbage. Good- 
bye ! " quoth Pearl complacently, gathering up her tiny skirts, 
and marching with consummate dignity into the carriage after 
her mother and Perduta. 

Regina's picture was a very happy creation. Buckner had 
refused to paint her in a long flowing train, white satin, and point 
de Venise, crusted with Eastern lacquer-work ; but had chosen 
instead to make a " Kit-Kat " of a very lovely woman seated in a 
" High-Art " chair, with floating drapery about and around her, 
just as he so thoroughly understands how to paint it, enclouding 
a marble bust and rounded shoulders in a dreamy, melting 
vapour, mystifying, but suggestive ; her throat encircled by a 
single string of simple pearls, and a radiant yet melancholy 
smile upon her pretty parted lips. 

Such a picture ! 

" A thing of beauty is a joy for ever ! " says Keats. 

And long years after, Queenie's husband and every one 
delighted to watch the sunset chiaroscuro come and go upon 
the unearthly spirituality of that face, and read the very love- 
light of heaven in those speechless hazel eyes ! 

Who that has seen the "Madeleine Penitente" can doubt Buck- 
ner's exquisite skill as an artist ! 

Her sitting over, as Regina was descending the stairs, accom- 
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panied by the polite artist himself ixdio hiaul despatched his 
man-servant for a four-wheeler^ Warren, as usual, being a case 
of non esty Motee took advantage of the open door to rush into 
the arms of a tall gentleman, who had just jumped out of a 
hansom, running back to her mother post-haste, and calling 
out, — 

^ Here, mumsey, do look ! here's the werry man what brought 
me the sugar-pums, and the dear 'itde/i/ mmt Jesus ! ** 

And Queenie turned round to meet Eustace &ce to &ce ! 

Oh, how both their hearts did beat, and beat ! She was the 
first to speak. 

'* Where on earth did you turn up from, Eustace? " 

''I only arrived in town yesterday — came ind Bombay and 
Marseilles, as I have sick leave from the regiment, being neady 
landed into kingdom come by a tiger ! They told me, when I 
called in Brook Street, that I should find you here." 

^' Well, I am surprised, and glad, under the circumstances, to 
see you looking so welL I do hope it was nothing very serious ?" 
And the damask hue of unwonted and pleasurable excitement 
lit up her delicate cheek. 

A hurried good-bye to Mr. Buckner, and Eustace offered to 
escort them back to the hotel. 

When they were seated in the cab, almost Queenie's first 
words were these — ^** And have you seen Lady Vixie ? She and 
I are great friends ; would you believe it ? " 

^' Yes, she told me so ; and I need not say how pleased I 
was to hear it," rejoined Eustace. " I saw her last night Poor 
girl, how changed she is! I should have passed her in the 
street without recognition." 

" What ! is she so altered as all that ? I think her very pretty 
and stylish still, only it is sad to have so many grey hairs at 
three-and-twenty," remarked Regina pensively; "but she has 
suffered terribly, I fear." 

Yes, I know I am a brute ! " said Eustace with a sigh. 
Brute, you are not a brute ! " spoke up baby Pearl con- 
clusively. " My pony is a brute, though God made it ; but you 
is a nice big jumbleman " (gentleman), " and God made you too; 
and you may even kiss my mumsey if you like. My mumsey 
loves moustaches werry much, and my great ugly papa's got 
one I" 

** What an enfant terrible^ by my soul, Regma ! " laughed Eus- 
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ice, who found this matter-of-fact little party de trop^ as far as 
he task of becalming himself was concerned ; and Queenie's 
powerful emotion had naturally extended itself to him. 

" Night and day," he whispered softly, " you have been my 
;uardian angel, Queenie ! " 

Alas ! he had no business on earth to call her Queenie^ so she 
ooked out, with vast and sudden interest, at a great crowded 
>mnibus that was passmg by. 

^' Yes, and though you look not quite so strong as I should like 
o see you, still you are lovelier than ever, Queenie," again he 
\rhispered. 

And she manifested a renewed interest in that omnibus, forcing 
lim to say, with mischievous emphasis, — 

" Do you see any particular friend of yours in that vehicle ? 
Pray bow, don't mind me." 

Meanwhile little Pearl sat demurely, with rotatory thumbs 
ipon her cambric lap, her large blue eyes, wonder-wide, fixed 
ipon him. 

AVhen they reached the hotel they found Warren (Captain Van- 
jittart, as he had a right to style himself, having lately purchased 
lis troop through Sir Henry's generous aid). He was reclining full 
ength on a drawing-room settee, enjoying the dolcefar niente of a 
mlgar cutty-pipe, and Ouida's latest novel, with no more recollection 
)f Queenie than a grown-up chick of its egg-shell. But he was 
overjoyed to recognize Eustace once more, and received him in a 
:haracteristically cordial manner. Presently Sir Henry walked in ; 
:hen Murielle back from her drawing academy, where Willie had 
skilfully managed to peep in, and have a look at his " Musidora," 
IS she bent her head over the easel, where, by the bye, her 
romantic ruminations, and his proximity, made her perpetrate 
the enormity of a dray-horse nibbling a cottage roof, instead of an 
idjacent bundle of hay. And the master drew his own conclu- 
sions, manlike, enjoying her pretty confusion when he gravely 
pointed out the little mistake after the gentleman visitor had 
retired ! 

" I am afraid. Miss Radclyffe, your friend will not carry away 
\ very satisfactory idea of your progress. We must correct this 
before her ladyship comes to inspect us." 

" She is not coming at all to-day, Mr. Jefferies," said Perduta, with 
simplicity, thanking her stars in private, and wondering if Willie 
had noticed the flagrant blunder ; hoping to herself that he 
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didn't, and feeling glad that Warren was not by, for he had got 
into a ridiculous habit of teasing her unmercifully in a quiet, ban- 
tering way, and without mentioning Willie by name. 

" Well, and what do you think of my little bit of Wedgwood ? " 
asked Sir Heniy, in a proud aside to Eustace, and apropos of his 
daughter. 

Murielle had on a blue dress, which was very becoming to her 
porcelain-tinted complexion. 

" A living gem ! " responded Eustace. " She reminds me of a 
cinque-cento arrangement in blue and white of a * Perpetual 
Adoration,' or Douw's * Study of St. Anne.' " 

" Yes," added Queenie, who was standing by, " she is not only 
delicately beautiful, but a very even-tempered and engaging girl 
— quite an acquisition to our household." 

And Sir Henry's eyes rested on his wife with a grateful, appre- 
ciative sparkle iix them. 

This decided change from the Anglo-Indian days was not lost 
upon Eustace, who was generous enough to be glad for Queenie's 
sake that it should be so. 

Warren roared out from the other side of the room, " Come 
here, Eustace, and learn all about my popsey-wopsey of a Neila. 
I am dying to introduce her to you. Such a useful investment, 
by Christopher ! * She can tur-run a stocking heel,' and grill an 
oaten cake, and bi-car-bonate a * soday scone ' (imitating Mrs. 
Neale), forby stuffing a haggis and filling a pipe. She is likewise 
up to giving a fellow a share of her rug in a railway carriage on 
a bleak winter's day, and a jolly good kiss in a summer-house on 
a hot one. There's a practical creature for you ! A woman 
worth making the Hymeneal sacrifice for, say I ! " 

" Well, Warren, your inconstancy to the * Japanese Snowdrop' 
shocks me I " said Eustace, with mock earnestness. " I had the 
pleasure of perusing a prolonged account of her nuptials in the 
Pioneer^ just J before I quitted India. She is now Lady Goss- 
hawks 1 " 

" Brandishing of tomahawks, and flourishing of tin-kettles, such 
as the privileged aristocracy of ancient days tied to their horse- 
tails, for aught I care ! " said Warren. " My good fellow, Anastasia 
was far too blue for any amount of my bleaching, and a deuced 
sight too old for me, as you yourself were wont wisely to remark ; 
so * Lhomme propose et Dieu dispose^ " finished up the unabashed 
and faithless dragoon. 
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" And Old Nick takes good care of his own, I perceive," said 
istace lightly, " for you are looking quite up to the mark." 

Here Sir Henry, who had descended to the smoking-room 
iring the above little dialogue, re-entered, saying, — 

'^ Will you light up, Eustace, and walk with me as far as the 
u-lton? I want to see the latest editions; I hear there has 
:en a fresh massacre in China ! " 

" Serve us right, too, for our missionary mania ! " remarked 
ustace ; " whereas the Celestial will be pigtailed to heaven his 
vn way, till we can by conquest, not preaching, show him a 
jtter." 

And they sauntered up Piccadilly side by side ; Eustace, 
ter parting with Sir Henry, betaking himself to the " Rag." 
s he mounted those familiar steps facing the square, he 
spt on meeting man after man he knew, and spent a good hour 

I the club-room, chatting with one, being introduced to another, 

II he found it nearly six o'clock. He had promised to return to 
inner in Brook Street at eight, and just as he was passing down 
le steps again, en route for his bachelor diggings in St James's, 
le hall porter addressed him, — 

" The Honourable Captain de Mowbray, is it not, sir ? " 
" Yes, that is my name. What is it ? " 

" A telegram, sir. I think it's for your honour, and the boy is 
waiting in the hall." 

From Jonathan Price, Castle Brayville, County Kildare, Ireland, to 
Captain the Honourable Eustace de Mowbray, Anny and Navy 
Club, London, S.W. 

"My Lord, Viscount de Mowbrav is dead. Was very bad this time, but 
viiet just at the last. Your lordship s immediate presence is desirable." 

" Ah 1 so he is dead at last, my poor brother ! Poor Auburn I " 
aid Eustace to himself, as he walked down the pavement, a 
iscount by virtue of those few telegraphic words enclosed in the 
.mber envelope he held in his hand. 

He went straight to the Carlton, and excused himself to 
-ady Radclyffe, through Sir Henry. A couple of hours later saw 
lim spinning across country by the "Wild Irishman" express 
o Holyhead, and next morning he harboured in that beauteous 
)ay, second only in the world to its sister bay of Naples. 

Meanwhile his London friends digested the news of his acces- 
;ion to a tide, and every one was sorry about the late Viscount 
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de Mowbia^s death; thoog^, aaainling to the Kaiaaiy he <hi^ 
to be by this dme happy enoE^ in the Al Saraf allotted ts 
^' In£atSr Idiots, and Luziatks," basnng be»i rnentally afffigted 
neaxiy all his life. Queeme could not contiol a thnE of great 
gladness at the thoi^t of Eustace's soit nttom to i*«^gwrfj and 
o&sed up an inwiod petition for strengtli to meet him. less 
dexnonsttativeiy next time, for she Int her Iqis to Trmemfaer that 
he too must have noted the tell-tale danmsk of ho: rh^^, 

H^^qiily pocket nncropfaones were as yec a fatnrg prodnct of 
the naich of mechamsniy or he mi^ hasre been able to ^^ft***^; 
and e^en coont, her heart-beats by its indefectible agsiq^. 

Qoeeaie wai lesolnt^ but human. And Vnde — poor landly, 
lovC'lam Vixie? The deadi-diige of har buiied hopes had 
echoed fom midnight until moming ; dns was now the second 
day, and yet dieir giave mm green. 9ie had na teais left 
wheremth to water it, only in ho: head a constant rarking 
pain, and in her bosom a chill carkiug void, but on her lips no 
sound. Not even '^ My Queen" mu^ gness or penetrate to die 
ancaonun of this, herimKxmo^sdninecxfsufiQringl 

Thexefoie, with lisrieffl steps and bursdng hearty Ae aoi^i the 
sanctuary of a chamber sacined to her inc^vidual self at ^ Mem 
Mari," where amber satin hangtrigg, quikoi-cushiaDed chairs, 
soft and seductive^ and sleepy, insinuating couches were leiiered 
by cornice and carving of Bombay woodwork ; a nesztral-tiBted 
carpet melting into sodd^i greoi walls, which somehow dBacsA 
themsdves into an inconceivable and ceramic blue, and where 
every morsel of china, Japanese pink, palest oriental green^ or 
willow-patterned purple,, was crammed widi ydlov roses^ in 
rapturous but overpowering surfeit — a literal feast of sunniest 
summer roses. And this room was called by its mistress her 
'*Wecpcry'M 

AbSy now she could not even weep I 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

'' Down she goes, as the soil wind blows, 
To live more smoothly than mortals can, 

To love and to reign as aueen and wife ; 
To wear a crown that smells of a rose, 
And still, with a sceptre as light as a fan. 

Beat sweet time to the song of life ! " 

Natures Remorses. 

iORD DE Mowbray inaugurated his return, a fortnight later, by a 
uiet dii^ner at Hurlingham, after a polo match, where he and 
V'arren distinguished themselves, "but played the deuce with 
heir ponies' shins," as Warren graphically expressed it; for 
Lockey on horseback is a picturesque and exciting game even to 
9okers-on, but very hard upon the cobs, who enjoy it equally 
irith their riders. It was hot work such sultry weather, and none 
>f the party, namely, Sir Henry and his wife, the Renfrewshires, 
)rother and sister, Eustace and Warren, were sorry when the 
\rell-dressed 'elegantes had dispersed hither and thither to their 
lomes, and they were at liberty to sit down to anything but a 
Barmecidal feast; for they do everything well at Hurlingham 
vhen given carte blanche^ as on this occasion ; Eustace not being 
lypocritical enough to display such profound sorrow over his 
lickly brother's happy release as to render him incapable of 
ioing justice to creature comforts. Queenie sat on his right 
land. Lady Vixen had been asked, but was not present, having 
Dleaded with him to forgive her for being unable in these days to 
^ sing the old songs " or frequent the old resorts, and Eustace 
svas permitted the entrke of the " Weepery " at " Mon Mari " when 
he went to pay her a visit on his return to town. He noted with 
considerable concern the pale, weary face — the same, and yet so 
changed to him and all those who had known her in the halcyon 
days of her brilliant and never-failing spirits ! Her grief was 
fastidious and romantic ; but he respected it^ and would willingly 
have made a holocaust of himself for her sake. 

" Vixie, can I do nothing to ease this pain ? I would marry 
you to-morrow if you would have me." 
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** Yes, I believe you are magnanimous enough for even that 
sacrifice,** was her rejoinder ; '' but I will not claim it, for nothing 
now would persuade me to call you husband." 

'* But, perhaps, I should forget to feel it a sacrifice when you 
and I became man and wife,*' was his argument. 

All in vain; she ¥ras firm in her peculiar and high-flown 
resolve, and &ith un&ithful kept him falsely true to Queenie. 
So when the stars at Hurlingham " were shining brightly, because 
they had nothing better to do," he, upon the same principle — 
namely, because he could not help himself — entreated Regina to 
go out, and sit with him beneath a huge spreading cedar in the 
cool ni^ht air; for, when dinner was concluded, he remarked, — 

" It IS delightful out here, Regina ; the doctor and Sir Heniy 
are deep in the drainage of Radclyffe Towers, and Warren and 
Neila deserve our sympathetic commiseration, so leave them to 
take a stroll in the grounds, and help me to enjoy my post- 
prandial dgar on this seat under the tree." Whereupon Regina 
glided out to join him, only too glad to escape fi*om the heat 
and glare of ^islight Then he told her about his accident in 
the Deccan, and tears of thanksgiving came to her eyeis to feel 
that he had returned, stalwart, brave, handsome, and safe, once 
more to her side. She, in her turn, confided to him how 
changed Sir Henry had been since their child's death. 

** Yes, Regina, it will all come to pass as I said. Some day you 
will leain to appreciate more and more your husband, and love 
him, perhaps, mih a Ao/ier^ because a calmer^ love than you could 
have given me. By the way, you have never once asked me 
what I saw in the witch's cave at Simla." 

" No, I have been afraid," responded Regina ; " but 1 have 
had reason to believe Norian was the babe I saw lying on the 
floor, and his sleep the sleep of death ! '* 

"Regina, I saw you and I alone, in a garden — a beautiful 
noontide blaze of flowers. You gathered a red rose, and gave 
it to me, and I placed it on my heart You were all in white, 
and I in uniform. Suddenly the scene vanished, as if by the 
magic that inspired it When I looked again, the petals of the 
rose were there, but they were drops of blood — ^my life-blood — 
flowing firom a wound in the left side. You stood a little way 
off, against a sunset sky, this time looking intently on me. I 
had just strength sufficient to walk up to where you were stand- 
ing; but when I came quite dose, your face was a dead &ce, 
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with the eyes quite fixed, and open. Then I remember no 
more ! Ah me ! how chill these English nights do become — all 
of a sudden, too ! Are you certain your shawl is not too flimsy ? '* 
(placing its folds more closely round her, with a lingering, loving 
hand.) Then she spoke, — 

" Oh, Eustace, what a dreadful, dreadful thing I I, too, saw 
you on the deck of that steamer, just as you yourself have 
described it, wounded, dying. But I never summoned up 
courage to tell you before ; and, moreover, you said it was all 
illusory — ^a stupid and barbaric superstition I " 

" And I say so still, my dar I think so still, Regina, and 

have only mentioned it because of its striking unlikelihood. 
But promise me you will take more care of yourself; I do not 
like you to have a cough in the height of summer. It seems 
such an unusual thing, and ought to be seen to." 

" Nothing is unusual in this inconsistent climate of England ; 
and Henry has been most guardful of me. It is only a cold I 
caught in winter, when I fell into the water, skating." 

" Only a cold," repeated Eustace, gravely ; " still you must 
take care of yourself — for my sake," he added in a whisper. " I 
could not live if you were dead, my Queen ! " 

Yes, this woman had made his life a mistake— a giddy dream 
of ideal bliss ; and there was not much comfort in such a wild 
and fruitless longing. Yet he said the bare truth when he urged 
that he could not face life itself without her. Eustace, for all 
his strength of manhood, was weak as water where this mighty, 
this absorbing and annihilating passion of his soul was concerned. 
But as yet neither realized to the full extent the guilt, the peril 
of a love like theirs, or the penalty it would cost them ! 

There are other enforced separations besides those of death ! 

Meantime Warren and Neil awere chalking out a vita nuova 
for themselves. 

" I am sure my brother does not disapprove," she was saying ; 
" but, you see, poor papa's will was a curious one, and invested 
my aunt with full authority over me till I married, and if I did 
so without the consent of either, I was to lose every penny of 
money, namely, six hundred a year, and the Bedford Square 
house ! " 

" Oh, hang the money, I could live upon air with you ! " quoth 
Warren, who was awfully infatuated this time. It was a worse 
case of Cupid-mania than even his prolonged delusion with 

U 
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respect to Anastasia, which had been quite a practical affair. 
The very fact of Mrs. Neale's refusing to sanction an engagement 
gave it, in Warren's eyes, the spice of opposition which fed his 
flame of admiration into a climax of unreasoning adoration for 
the meek-hearted girl, who clung to him with the simple-minded 
worship of which she. seemed so capable, constituting him the 
bravest and wisest of God's created beings ! 

The little Perduta possessed, as we have seen, a fund of 
interior feeling, and was also blessed with a good deal of hidden 
humour, so she imbibed with great satisfaction the somewhat 
ludicrous details of Warren's love-makings, duly repeated by 
Neila to her bosom friend and only confidante. 

" Look here," says Warren, on the evening we speak of, " the 
thingamyjig — drag, I mean — is coming up, and I shan't be 
able to get in a word edgeways, what with Queenie's chatter, and 
Eustace answering her from the box-seat, all the way home, so 
mind you come and spend the day in Brook Street to-morrow, 
and I vote we go in for an afternoon performance at Astley's, 
taking Murielle and Motee. It'll be better than bothering about 
the drawing-room, with the Colonel and Queenie. Queenie is 
all very well, but I don't suppose she understands lovers ; and 
I have a rare suggestion to offer you — quite on the quiet, my 
darling. By Jupiter ! when you marry me I shall make you dress 
a little more up to the mark. She is a tip-top, stylish woman, 
is Queenie. Understands how to shove on her things, you 
know, to suit her. But you're rather a dowd, it strikes me." 

" Oh, indeed, Warren, it is all Aunt Neale ! " exclaimed poor 
little Neila, nearly crying with vexation. " She would make me 
wear this green shot thing. Is it not hideous? And I do so 
detest these old-fashioned black silk mandes and stupid straw 
bonnets ; but what can I do ? " 

"Well, whatever you do, don't come out in that blue bed- 
curtain affair to-morrow. The bonnet is not so objectionable. But 
just you wait till I take you in tow, and you'll realize what it is 
to be a Men gantie^ bien chausske young woman. Oh, here's some 
gloves I got for you in the Burlington, by the bye — ^nearly forgot 
all about 'em ! " 

It was very well for Warren to talk of Neila's " dressing," but 
how was it to be managed when they were to marry on nothing 
and live upon air, as he himself had suggested, quite ignor- 
ing his own tailor's and shoemaker's bills, his betting-book. 
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and stable contingencies ; though, for one thing, British trades- 
people appeared to him equally as accommodating as " nigger '' 
ones about " tick ! " 

" You see, my Apollo-like proportions advertise the last new 
thing in trousers, and my beetle-crushing propensities wear out 
their shoe-leather, making it good for trade," remarked he to 
Regina, when commenting on the charming complacency of 
London shopkeepers. The fact is, Warren's open, honest face 
invited confidence, and his veritably Skimpole-like simplicity of 
manner precluded even dunning. As to his betting, "that 
always settled itself somehow," and Warren never bothered his 
brain about ordinary business matters, and was really more 
philosophical in the long run than some who do. He always 
intended to pay, and left it first to his poor " Governor," now Sir 
Henry, Queenie, or chance to settle the exact moment when to 
do so. Here he was about to marry a dear little girl, on nothing 
but his pay and three hundred a year, which were just like so 
many pence to a man of his luxurious habits and extravagant 
notions. 

" Very noble and plucky of me certainly," said he inwardly, 
" but it is sure to settle itself somehow." This comfortable and 
one-sided argument was always a sine qud non with Warren. 

The next day he carried out his proposition about Astley's 
Circus, and Queenie went to pay a visit at " Mon Mari," Eustace 
driving to see a horse in the country with Sir Henry. Perduta 
returned with Neila to pass the night in Bedford Square, Warren 
escorting his step-niece and ladylove to the very door of the 
"Ogress's stronghold," as he styled Mrs. Neale's abode; the 
three young people preferring a squeeze in a hansom to the more 
roomy jolting of an ordinary cab. Mrs. Neale would have been 
frantic had she witnessed this part of the programme, for to her 
" hansoms " and " immoral characters " were inseparable, though 
why or wherefore no one knew. 

" Listen, Murielle, I shall turn up for you about twelve o'clock 
sharp to-morrow, and have a talk with the old lady. Now, 
good-bye girls, and take care of yourselves, and go to bed at 
once, and don't sit up reading those trashy novels I " finished 
Warren, by way of a parting injunction to others not to do as 
he did, for it was a nightly marvel that either his pipe or candle- 
stick did not make a conflagration of himself, bed-sheets, and 
the last new thing in three-volume Ephemera. Accordingly, 

u 2 
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«i^\t txitorxirf^. wben the tvo friends were chatting in subdued 
«ft*stHx^ U3t tcse biick drawir^-rooniy where Mrs. Neale, with laud- 
i^i!e \'0<lSlfwi^^nr, wjs patching squares into some very old table- 
ttj^'ktjQ!^ bxxst tbie cenuant ^ still older tablecloths, Perduta 
I'CK^tt^tt^ hiK' dmvtog^ and Ndla doing nothing when not 
w;ttch«<i: whiect watched by her aunt, an under-garment of a 
wtyrstectogs siescnpctocv calculated to be finished by Christinas, 
R* thie $tttch!«» w^nf lew and fiir between, and her thoughts with 
Vjv^*^ owti g^juaaottr gilded. Poor Nefla's green-brown eyes, 
^'^ TU?$t :tat sort siuvfe o** green we sometimes see in evening skies," 
w^«^ cxfrtaittly oa her v>xk« but she no more saw it than the pro- 
vetbud Nxt So it was not surprising that when a sharp rat-tat 
:$t.HUKkd 6xvu the halkivXMr both girls should simultaneously 
make R^ the tv>p ot" the stairs;, where, a minute after, they peeped 
OY>er upon Wartecu standing upon tiptoe, and motioned to him 
to hv>ivl a whi^^efed coU>x^ur with themselves, ere penetrating to 
the aii^u^ presence ot'' the »iemj. 

^ Wh^xt on earth are you two giris grimacing for ? " screamed 
Wanen iu a $t;t^ whisper. 

•^^ Well* yvHi see* Warren dear,'* began Murielle, ** she has dis- 
covewvi about the circus at Astley's I ^ 

*^ More ttbols you two to let it out, then," said he, " when I 
b>ld >v« '^ Mum * was the word ! Well, and suppose she has 
l[bund out* what of that ?** 

^* Oh* dv^ iK>t speak so loud," whispered Neila ; " and oh, she 
is in such a rage * "* she added, timid awe expressed in every 
feature of her little &ce« 

^^ All stfene : let's go in at once and have it out with her/' 
ejaculated this fire^oeating friaul of theirs. 

James having duly announced the visitor, Mrs. Neale opened 
up her battmes without further delay. 

^^ Well, young per-rsons, that is a nice, pretty fashion to run half 
ways doon the stair to meet a member of the opposeet sex ! I 
am sure, Perdutay, thaf s no the extray manners that Lady 
Raddyffe's paying fbr-r along with the dr-rawing. But it all 
comes from the corrupt communications of those veecious hor-rse 
circuses, and deeviFs own jinks o' clowns ! Maister^ Warren, I 
think shame on you, that I do ! '' 

" Indeed, marm,^ said Warren with pomposity, holding his head 
sky-high in mimicry of the old lady's starched and turbaned 
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dignity, "I'm not 'Maister/ I'm Captain Vansittart, allow me 
to remark ! " 

" Weel, weel, it*s maist the same thing ; how dar-re you take 
my niece to sich-like hor-mpipes of Satan's light cavalry ? What 
would the dead-and-bur-ried Professor say, could he rise out of 
his gr-rave, or the mother of the new-bor-m babe I nur-rsed 
almaist afore it was bor-m ? " 

" Oh, well, Mrs. Neale, I did not come to hear all these 
interesting facts, and I want no resurrection of defunct philo- 
sophers, and think new-born babes positively disgusting; but 
what I do want is for you to be a motherly, obliging old party, 
and let me marry your dear little niece; I love her to dis- 
traction ! " 

Mrs. Neale shook with rage on hearing herself styled an " old 
party," and the plumes on her head kept tossing to and fro like 
signals of distress at a shipwreck. 

" Old par-rty, indeed ! This comes of encouraging Maister-r 
Nick, in the shape of a dragoon officer, inside the peaceful walls 
of this hoose of God-worshipping Chreestians ! The Professor 
took to his beetles, and wor-rms, and scair-rifications, Egyptian 
orums, and botany of Indian mummies, half-ways dead and hall- 
ways alive, like Perdutay ther-re, and he was nay ^2X pious as he 
should be ; but to have slaved and lived all these year-rs to be 
insulted by sich outrageous language beats me hollow, — and you 
shall never-r marry my niece while ther-re's a sark upon my back 
or a whole bone in my body. And Neilay and Perdutay had 
best jest leave the room. As for Woollie, he's busy the now, 
or " 

" And if he wasn't even busy, I'll be bound he'd stick in with 
me in sa)dng you are an * old party.' No offence, marm. But 
beetleology, ichthyology, anthropology, zootomy, botany, phle- 
botomy, and gimcrackotomy inclusive, or apart, I shall and will 
marry Miss Renfrewshire ! " 

" Perdutay and Neilay, leave this apartment at once," roared 
the irate Mrs. Neale, standing up in her excitement, and beating 
her arms about like a pump-handle in active motion. "You, 
too, Sir-r Impudence, shall no longer-r remain under my respect- 
able roof, talking in this fie-for-r-shame manner ! " 

" Neilay and Perdutay, don't stir a step on peril of your lives," 
cried Warren, with a side-look at the two girls, and planting him- 
self at " attention " against the door ; " and neither do I adjourn 
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till I i^iye yaa x grataUons piece: of vosf tbobbb^ Mts. ^cadeL 
Voa^re n either more nor less thazi a. pia i i i ig , i giHMram . msL hypcE- 
criticat old ti^rew. and bally that aingeHr nieee- ckt vcnos^ besdesr 
clothmc^ lier iLke an. opple-girL nnii yooxseif like: am akt pie- 
woman!" 

'* \fair'rc7 nxe;. the lad's clean: rtemewtsfd ! ^nT=Brtfrr! dneims '. 
and poiU^ece ! " screamed the inmriated Mis. Neaie^ winie die 
now tetrided Meila. nxshed to close, the wizKioir, winck wbs 
happily x back, .ook-ent^ 

Meanthne Wanes opened the door; and beckonmg: nnqesr*- 
cally to the two yoom^ ladies, marrhed downataiisv leaFzng: %&. 
Neaie rnisixess of ad she soive^red. stooping, to lank, ftir her 
teeth, which had tmnbied ant in the ^ocitexnent of tiie mnmKnn. 

'* Herev Murielle, pnt on yoor things and lerus-be aff ^aasq^ 
said vVairen ; '* and^ look: yoiu Neila, donft ay. and JZH timr op 
3t^3dtir and we wtil make it all semre samehow. Confimmf it; I 
could have just knocked the old woman over into tiie rrritfeHi^ C2£ 
next week^ if she had only been a man^'^ ?Tddf?d he wit& Trvm 
panidnxy. '* Where is Mn Ri ' t i fli wah iTer^''^ 

^* I* or ^$oodncs& sake, don't go in to him now, he is in: his cms- 
f»lting-moni," fjaid Neria. ** and * Private' r i iaik*^! over the ifocc 
So it i& a bad case for ^ Oakiandsr; ' he will be angry if £s- 
turhed. I can expiain it aU." 

Pentuta. hafiesied to ^ ready, and was tparfnr at \bc 
thought of leaving her friend all alone iit gndr dfre <fifficiiir 
nesL 

** But you know^ dear, how Mis>, Neaie dndikgf me, 90 s&e 
might only have made it moie painfiil Sir yott if I had s&Bjned 
<m,'' wa$i her pardng conaoiadon: to Ndia ; ^and I wiE wz^ to- 
nigh f," she whi^«edy "* without &L'' 

^ f/ocd'hye, dearest Warren ! " ssdd his lac^doveir bathed in fecns. 

^ Owi^bye, <{weedieart good-bye 1 " said Wazzen^ paidietkaily 
kl{;mT^ her in the presence of "•buttons^' p t eiio u s to a proud 
md piacid exit with Mnrielle into the street 

NeiU wdji then and there ordered to her lociit fer the lesi of 
the d^. Willie being engroosed with professiooai caies^ and 
w^if i/^^ f/> be off to ^ Oaklands^"^ was coaseqnentiy quite igno- 
fAfii fA the turn affairs had taken. 

Nexi urMvmng Xeiia received a line from MnrieDe : — 

** iJhMAWff — Be in the Squaie at six o'clock, and do not 
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speak till some one speaks to you. Warren bids me write this 
muchy and no more, for fear of accidents. 

" Yours lovingly, 

" Perduta." 

" Oh dear, dear me !" said Neila to herself, with heavy eyes 
and parched-up lips, trying to coax a crust of bread down her 
throat, to avoid Mrs. Neale's cross-questioning, as she perused 
the note quickly, and pocketed it, while that lady was ensconced 
behind the tea-urn. 

" Neilay, you are never-r to speak to yon rampagious young 
dragoon again. Go up the stair-r, to yoiu:-r pianey, and then 
sew your seam, and I'll fix the gussets when IVe speered after 
the cook. Hoighty-toighty ! what has a respectable lassie like 
you to do wi* love, and wher-re's the money to come frae ? I'm 
thinkin' that spendthrift bur-rns holes in his siller-r long afore 
he sees it. Nay, nay, I have a reckoning to give, and a dooty 
to per-rform to the dead. *And I'll stick to that same till 
fur-rther-r order-rs,' as the man said to the other-r man's pur-rse 
when he found it in a gutter," with which apropos similitude Mrs. 
Neale betook herself to the inspection of the lower regions, 
inclusive of scullery, shoe-house, coal-cellar, ash-pit, wine-vault, 
larder, and servants' bed rooms, being sadly afraid of any objects 
taking to themselves or the bobby's heels during the course of 
the night, and finding it self-satisfactory. to trust only to her own 
calculations of sugar, butter, dripping, lard, pots, pans, coal- 
scuttles, and the component parts of butcher's meat. We can 
imagine the cook, housemaid, James, and even " buttons," were 
precious glad when Mrs. Neale's daily visit was accomplished, 
and her colossal feet and portly personage well up the first flight 
of stairs 1 

That evening Neila managed to elude the vigilance of her 
keepers, namely, her aunt and McTavish, who took it in turns to 
sit with her in that dismal old .den of a back drawing-room; 
whose only recommendation was its coolness, and the pleasant 
wide window opening on to a balcony, and commanding a view 
of the back-garden ; to wit, two old pear-trees, one fig-tree, three 
stunted laurel-bushes, and lots of ivy and Virginian creeper,---a 
circumscribed but refreshing greenery to be co-existent with 
those grimy old squares of smoke-dried London. 
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i. ^i-s.^'/'jk.,.*^ jjc,* rr.rxjjcTL sie :c ieseif ; "* sad has die beantifal 

Ij- j: tot r. .rrj^ cc to trc g?^^ azriXtES to rid hersdf of the 
u^^u^^'f ^jxuKryjm ^jt felt scptnc and depressed tfiis evening, 
k4A l^/r»^M u, xjt: bf h^neif once more. Meanwhile heie was 
tK*: /U/ f.U/iif.'/, h/rr aunts dinner boar at hand, and not a sign 
/<< U*u*:n f/ eithitr Warren or Perdata. Her heart b^an to 
kthU kt iUk dft^ry prr/spect of another night without news of her 
lirtiUhi fffurtfi htro. She unlocked the gate, and the young man, 
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with many facial contortions, expressed his unbounded gratitude, 
rolling his eyes magnificently the while. 

" Ahi, Signohna, do help me, per Famor del cieh ! " 

" Nonsense, go away, as I told you ! You have got your 
monkey ! " And she was preparing to shut the gate in his face, 
when, taking a book out of his pocket, he once more appealed 
to her feelings with whining solicitude. 

" This leede book — do look, Signorina ! " 

" No, no, I cannot be troubled any more ! " 

Then he uttered a low laugh, saying in an amused undertone: — 

'' Neila, my darling, what a little muff you are, never to twig 
me as your own Warren ! Generous little soul, to give me six- 
pence too ! " 

"Gracious goodness!" exclaimed Neila breathlessly; ''how 
could I guess?" 

" Well you see it has just come to this, I haven't time for a 
long rigmarole, but youll have to make up your mind to see me 
when and where I choose, and be prepared to obey me to the 
letter, without any ridiculous womanly twaddle or demur about 
the matter. Are you listening? Don't look so scared then, and 
just take the blessed book out of my paws, and be pretending to 
look at it ; for I can perceive that chap yonder is beginning to 
think it rum to see a young lady fraternizing with an organ- 
grinder. Be turning over the leaves. It is only Queenie's best 
prayer-book. She'll be in a wax, but it can't be helped It 
was the first thing that came to hand, and knowing you to be a 
little goose, I was bound to provide some kind of a by-play to 
divert other people's attention from us. Now to business. You 
will get a letter from me, by Perduta, to-morrow, and you are to 
act up to my instructions therein conveyed. Si, st\ molto piaar^ 
Signorina mia /" — and here he struck up the Hundredth Psalm 
just outside the curb, for his quick eyes had caught sight of a 
couple of policemen round the comer. Poor Neila, who per- 
ceived them too, had some difi^culty in restraining herself from 
rushing forward, and seizing hold of her organ-grinder's arm for 
protection. But Warren's eye was acute enough for this likewise, 
and he warned her in a hurried whisper. " Never say die, Neila ; 
they'll take us both up, sure as death, if you do ! " 

But the policemen evidently thought it looked suspicious to 
see the two in such close confabulation, and advanced towards 
them with their wonted graceful swagger. 
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I si^, move on ! What axe yoa s^^Baag^ oif yxmof^ ssarap, 
insultin' of this 'ere young party ?^" 

Neiia felt inclined to tarnt^ but Warrcifs ^e was on her, znA 
his love deep in her heart,, so she f^ bncre for once: in her life, 
though she would have sacrificed a twenty-ponnd note to be 
back once moreimder the aaspicions protegtron of her fomnd- 
able relative; 

'' Please, policemen, this Italian boyhas be»x lentapiaQs baok^ 
and I am tiying to teach him wiiat it is all aboat ! " eacclaimed 
she with & confosed and agonized eaqnresskm. of conntQisncev 
feeing leac^ to bite ont her toiq^ie for the J^ds^iood it had 
uttered. 

"Them sort of street teachings is dangerons, young lady," 
quoth one local authority. 

" And Vm thinkin' he stole it ! " quoth the other; " lelfs over- 
haul it and see ! It seems a finely-bound vollmn fijr the likes of 
him to have ! " 

" Oh, please don't say he stole it ! '^ cried N^dlxsocitedLy ; "I 
am sure the young man is hone^ EEare is the book." 

Then spoke up the poor bewildexed4ooking soil g£ Italy, 
making Neiia fed half inclined (notwjtfaatemriing her ajgcmy) to 
smile at his would-be innocent ezpneanon. 

^* This leede book was gived by a, dearie goo^e Signora I " 

The policemen fordiwith injected the ftjAeadL 

" To LikDT Radcltifk, 
Fnnn her Sineeie FnexsL 
And Wdlwidsez; — 

G- a B." 

" Vouttg lady, this looks uaeoounon firfty," said die poikcmen; 
^^ you had better cc»ne along to the station with us I " 

" Ohy mercy me, no !" q'aculated Neiia; '^ that Lad j Raddyfie 
is ^ itier^ of mine, and ds» youth a. frfft^ of hers ; and I 
will personally vouch for his honesty. Please go aw^. His 
monkey strayed into the sqctare garden, that was aS." 

The ^%x<&ai!m of the peace seemed by this time to be saUisBed 
that they had duly discha^ed their duty. 

'' Mo\^e on^ then, you young vagabond ! " said they byway of 
}tidkfou$ advice to the man of the monkey, thereiqxm departing to 
prosecute their jealous inquiries elsewhere ; in short, do everything 
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except find a watch or any other missing and misappropriated 
article, or come at the right moment when they were wanted. 

Neila gave a sinking look at Warren, as soon as their backs 
were turned. 

'' Keep up ; you're a real brick, Neila, and quite a dab at 
story-telling," said Warren encouragingly. "Keep up for my 
sake, there's a precious ! and mind you're very obedient. Murielle 
is a dear, feeling-hearted little creature, and is trying to come over 
my sister to interview Mrs. Neale ; and though Queenie is in a 
rare funk of these flare-up old parties, I dare say she'll put in 
her spoke to make it all square again. But I'll just make my- 
self scarce, for I see those bobbies tipping us a back-eye in the 
distance. Good-bye ! don't be looking after me, mind." 

And Neila could scarcely refrain from laughing out loud, as 
he imitated to perfection the slouching gait of a foreign organ- 
grinder, and kept on turning the tunes with tremendous alacrity, 
till he was quite out of sight and sound of the police* 
men. 

Certainly Neila had read about situations of romance in the 
very few novels that had come in her way, but had never been 
the heroine of one. On returning indoors she had to brave 
out a pretty scolding for being absent without leave ; but when 
she meekly explained that she was taking a breath of fresh air in 
the square enclosure, and settled herself to read in a spirit of 
penance for a whole hour to her aunt, things became more 
satis&ctory, for that evening at all events. 

Next day Lady Radclyffe called with her step-daughter; 
Regina, in her graceful, gentle way, apologizing for Warren's 
audacious behaviour, and doing her best to appease the old 
lad/s wrath, while Perduta made a sign to Neila to step out of 
the room. 

"Mother" (as she always called Regina, at her own request, 
strang^s sometimes turning round in wonder to see the young- 
looking matron thus addressed, for Queenie's face and figure were 
juvenile even for her age), — "mother, I am only going with 
Neila to get something I left behind in an upstairs room." 

" Very well, dear," conceded Queenie, " do not be long, for 
Motee disapproves of being left in the carriage with nurse, you 
know." 

When the two girls reached Neila's bedroom, Murielle pulled 
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a letter oat of her pocket, and they both laughed until they cried 
over the organ episode, and wondered what Regina would think 
of the part her pet prayer-book figured in it, and the narrow 
shave of Warren and NeUa distinguishing themselves in a police- 
court 

*' You had better read it quietly, at your leisure," said Murielle ; 
'' and whatever you do, be guided by your lover, for he is a dear, 
generous, noble-minded boy; I do hope you will marry him 
whatever the opposition, and never think about money." 

These were nice unworldly sentiments, worthy of the wise trio 
of young people who supported them. 

But WiUie would have been surprised to hear all this love 
counsel ventured by the mild-mannered Pnduta, who appeared 
to him the pink of ignorant simplicity, where this overwhelming 
weakness of the soul was concerned. 

^*If you really and truly love him," pursued this small 
hypocrite, '^ sacrifice all things — ^money, home, and certainly your 
cross old aunt, for his sake. Love, perfect and complete, conquers 
all difficulties ; and your brother is too fond of you, and £Eur too 
sensible, to resist long, when he sees you are determined to have 
Warren for a husband. Now we had better go down again, 
or they may suspect something ; and just let me t^e this blotting- 
pad — I see it is mine, too — as a make-believe." And the friends 
descended the staircase with mutual expressions of sympathetic 
regard. 

Af^er the visitors had departed Mrs. Neale took upon herself 
to state — " That very genteel Lady Radclyfie has told me the 
Colonel has lectur-red yon ruffian of a lad, and that he's unco 
sorry and the like ; and I jest infor-rmed her Leddyship I would 
tr-ry to for-rgive him, when next Sabbath da3r's sermon was over-r 
my head ; but that he was ne'er to set foot inside these door>rs 
agen. And now, miss, you can jest set to them night-sarks; 
they're a deal more sensible property than fules of lovers. And 
get them ready afore we star-rt for Brighton I " 

'* Very well, aunt," said Neila, submissively, and she slipped 
away to read over her letter : — 

'' Dearest, dowdiest, prettiest, angelickest of diminutive fibbers, 
— Be out in the verandah of the back drawing-room when 
the old she-dragon is saying her prayers, about ten o'clock ; and 
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don't scream, or 111 have to smother you on the spot ! Good-bye ! 
Your own organ-grinder (till death us do part). 

(" No, that won't do, for we'll die together, I vote !) 

" Warren. 

"P.S. — ^Tear this up, but it's the correct thing to kiss it 
first." 

Fortune favours the hearts that faint not, where the makeshifts 
of love are concerned, for even the gibbous moon hid itself in a 
passing cloud while Warren, having bribed " buttons," palavered 
the cook and housemaid, and cheeked James, prepared to 
climb, by means of a ladder, to the second-floor balcony, getting 
there about five minutes past ten o'clock. He found Neila 
standing nerveless, and white as a sheet, at the open window. 

" Oh, Warren, is that you ? " 

" Are you expecting any one else, then ? For mercy's sake, be 
calm, Neila ! " and he strode his long legs over the railing and 
came up to her side, disguised from head to foot as a chimney- 
sweep, face and hands black as a coal ! 

" Oh, heavens, I shall faint ! " said Neila, as she surveyed 
this new metamorphosis of her somewhat eccentric sweetheart. 

'' Well, faint, and it's all up a tree with the pair of us ! Now 
just take my advice, and don't be half such an ungrateful little 
simpleton as to do anything of the sort, — after me hurrying 
over dinner, nearly choking myself, and coming cram after cram 
to Queenie and the rest about headaches, and feeling my 
stomach sick, and all that bosh ! Then, after rushing upstairs and 
using all Sir Henry's blacking, frightening the child into fits, 
and bribing the chambermaid, I managed to make a bolt down 
the back stairs, and made no bones about being a sweep, but 
ran up the area steps, and out of the premises, before you 
could say six. So I'm not in a mood to be trifled with, being a 
Captain on full pay of H.M.'s heavy cavalry, and I know a tip 
worth two of protecting both you and myself, when I'm put 
to it I've got another suit of clothes under this black tom- 
foolery. Now, just tear upstairs, get your oldest hat, and that 
shabby-brown waterproof of yours, and cotton gloves if you 
have any, then come down here again in a pig's whistling, 
and let's be off, bodily. I shall never know a minute's peace 
till I get you clear of these hanged premises, and marry you right 
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off the nsils ! Of oomse therell be a deuced lark, and a con- 
founded sliindj at £rst ; but old Eustace, or Sir Henry, or Queenie, 
will be soic to see ns tfaroug^ it ; and I've got a special license 
in my pod^et — managed it with the help of Larkins, a sporting 
pal <^ mine, who's told me where to take you to, and all. It's 
no eaidily use waiting for you till that tough old lady kicks the 
bucket, for it^s my opinicm shell be the world's last individual 
woman, and survive Old Nick himself, if that were practicable. 
So we've no help for it, but to do as I suggest; and see, I 
haven't time for oaths and all that, just now ; but I'll prove a 
good tme hoidwnd to you through thick and thin, and stick up 
for you and yours with my last shilling and the last drop of 
my blood ! And y<m will steady me, and moralize over me, 
and 111 give up betting and racing. We've got quite enough to 
live on as a pair of turtledoves ; and if this room happens to 
be a specimen of Bedford-Square furniture, I can say I don't 
tiiink great things of it In fact, I wouldn't give a fig for all 
die rotten <M lot, beetles and scaiabei inclusive. So come on. 
I don't want 3^our tin either; I only want your dear little 
angel self Say ' Yes,' or say ' No,' whichever you like, and make 
awfol haste about it, or we shall lose the last train for where 
weVe gcnng to. Say ' Yss^ and trust ine^ and we'll both be in 
heaven upon eaith ; or say ' No^ and you've seen the very last 
of your humble servant, who can easily turn up his toes to the 
stars in this adjacent rain-butt, and be found drowned by the 
natives, when the water's too bad to drink, and the rats have had 
their ^-^iier off him!" 

'* Oh ! " squeaked little Neila in a stifled whisper, '^ do not 
speak in that sinful and shocking manner ! I should never for- 
give myself if you did such an awfiil thing, and I do love you 
very much ; therefore I will come ! " 

Saying which she darted up to her room, divested herself of 
her jewellery — viz., her watch and chain, and two beautiful ruby 
and sapphire rings he had given her, put on her hat and water- 
proof as he had commanded, and flinging deliberation to the 
winds, descended the ladder of bright hope with her darling — 
her idolized young soldier-love ! 

And this was the very properly instructed, most orthodox, and 
carefully brought up emblem of Innocence — ^afler Mrs. Neale's 
own views of the subject, — ^the Puritanical niece of the narrow- 
laced old Presbyterian Churchwoman ! With trembling but 
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determined eagerness Neila accompanied her chim&ey-sweep 
through the deserted kitchen up the front area steps^ at the top 
of which " buttons " awaited them with Warren's mihtary cloak, to 
aid his diguise, and received two shining sovereigns as the reward 
of his adhesion to the cause of true love ; taking an imp-like 
delight, child that he was, in abetting anything half so romantic, to 
say nothing of the remunerative nature of the transaction as well. 
After which the d-devant chimney-sweep washed his face at a 
street pump, near Euston Square, and left his sooty clothes in a 
bush, looking a thoroughgoing commercial traveller in his new get- 
up, walking briskly along with his comely young companion, both 
of them homely but respectable ! Then they stepped into a night 
train for somewhere — Neila failed to catch the name of the 
place — ^and Warren tipped the guard to put him and his " rayther 
squeamish missus," as he described her, into a first-class com- 
partment to themselves. Neila imagined they were making 
straight for a church — Warren having told her so — as if railway 
journeys, as a general rule, made " church " their terminus ! But 
she was quite beside herself with the ^^ sur-excitation " of fright, 
love, fatigue, and the newness of her situation ; and Warren kept 
on saying " AH Serene," whenever she asked him anything, so she 
trusted to his superior judgment ; hoping, for both his dear sake 
and her own, their escapade might end as successfully as it had 
begim. 

Feeling hot and tired out, the poor little creature went fast to 
sleep on her soldier's broad shoulders, with his ** martial cloak " 
gallantly shielding her from the night atmosphere, and every 
immediate danger real, or imaginary ! 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

**. When the daughter is stolen, shut the pepper-gate ! " 

Old Cheshire Froverb. 

Mrs. Neale had understood Neila to say " good night " when 
she disappeared from the dining-room, where the old lady was 
indulging in after-dinner repose; therefore great was her con- 
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stemation, and tremendous the '' huUaballoo " from garret to 
basement, when, Neila not coming down to breakfast the next 
morning, a minute inspection of her room, and the fact of the 
bed being undisturbed, proved that the bird had flown. Mrs. 
Neale, with McTavish in her wake, paraded about from room to 
room in a perfectly helpless, but violently excited and frantically 
wrathful state. At last " James," as a lord of the creation, hum- 
bly suggested the propriety of telegraphing to the doctor. But 
telegraphs were a species of new-fangled devilry unpatronized by 
Mrs. Neale. So it was twelve o'clock before her nephew made his 
professional appearance, and by this time Mrs. Neale had com- 
manded the door of Neila's bedchamber to be carefully locked, 
on the principle of securing the stable when the steed was stolen, 
and was herself seated with Minerva-like dignity in the back draw- 
ing-room, snorting with heat and baffled endeavours to imagine 
what could have become of the fugitive who had thus scouted 
her " aegis," and evaded the Argus eyes of her almost unremitting 
supervision. Willie was terribly crushed and crestfallen to think 
of his dearly loved sister demoralizing herself and family by an 
elopement. And neither could he, from a practical point of view, 
comprehend the movement at all. With Warren he felt simply 
and only exasperated beyond measure. He proceeded at once to 
Brook Street to express his solemn determination to have a resti- 
tution of his sister, if not too late, and under all circumstances 
demand a speedy satisfaction at the hands of that thoughtless and 
unmitigated scapegrace of a Warren ! He found the entire party 
out, even Perduta, whom it had entered his head to interrogate ; 
but he promised himself to return later in the day and prosecute 
rigid inquiries from his fair quondam patient, of whom he sighed 
to think how little he now saw, being really pre-occupied with his 
ever-increasing practice, and also a little disheartened by the 
obtuse ignorance she professed manifestly in all things relating to 
the sweet subject oHovty ever uppermost in his own mind, when- 
ever he approached her. 

During the course of the afternoon Eustace called at the 
hotel, and found only Perduta seated in the drawing-room, 
Regina having gone to lie down with a bad headache. Perduta 
was sitting cross-limbed on a miniature chair, her hands folded 
listlessly on her lap, her eyes drooping and concentrated, as if in 
deepest contemplation. So absorbed was she in her silent reverie, 
that she never heard the door open and reclose upon him, there- 
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fore Eustace had an opportunity of studying uninterruptedly the 
fair tableau of this reposeful dream of maidenhood, — " Wiere 
the brook and river meet," — stage of her loveliness transporting 
him back to the days when he had first met and loved Queenie ! 

"Murielle!" 

This was all he said, but there was a something in the tone of 
his voice, soft and passionate in its every utterance, that sent the 
blood flushing to the face of any woman who heard it thus 
unawares. Poor little Murielle, though scarcely more than a 
child, was startled in every fibre of her being by the vibration of 
that syllabic MurielUy breaking in on her distraught solitude. 

" Oh ! — Lord de Mowbray ! " and she sprang up nervously, 
almost guiltily from the fauteuil^ and advanced to greet him. 
'' Mother, I am grieved to say, has the headache, and has taken 
some ptisan, and hopes to sleep it off by dinner-time. Pray sit 
down." 

"I am so sorry to have broken the even current of your 
meditations by my abrupt entry, Murielle," said Eustace apolo- 
getically, after expressing his sympathy with Regina's headache ; 
and he gave a quiet, meaning glance into the deep blue mirrors 
of her to-day somewhat dreamy eyes. 

" Lord de Mowbray, I am so glad you came. My meditdtions, 
as you are pleased to call them, were anything but satisfactory 
ones. May I confide them to you ? I think I may," said this 
daughter of Eve, looking with timid but admiring solicitude into 
the brave, truthful countenance of the man of. the world, who 
sat before her all attention, and evidently ready and willing to 
serve any one in knightly fashion, if he only knew how to do so. 

" Tell me anything you like," said this newly-elected Father 
Confessor, smiling on the pretty, prim little vision, who seemed 
not quite to know how to set about the confession. 

"You see, Warren is supposed to have accompanied papa 
back to Aldershot last night, but I have reason to think he did 
no such thing, but has run away with Neila Renfrewshire, to get 
married by a blacksmith, as they used to in the olden days; 
and it must be rather nice, I think," she added ingenuously. 

" Impossible ! you must be dreaming this, Murielle," said 
Eustace ; and there was a grave, almost stem, emphasis in his 
voice as he spoke, which greatly intimidated his little listener. 

" It is true ; I am almost certain about it," she replied per- 
tinently, 

X 
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'* Bless my life, child 1 do you know what a dieadfhl faux^as 
that heedless young hair-brained Warr^i has committed ? An 
ofiicer in the anny to descend to an dop^nent 1" 

" I see no harm in it," she int^ropted him by si^rii^ " I 
am sure Neila really cared for him, iid was voy tired of her 
tyrannical aunt and unhappy home." 

*' These are trifles, Murielle, and I am rather snrpiiaed to hear 
such sentiments emanate torn lips like yours, but cannot fhrget 
you are still a child," added he, with an almost envying pathos 
of tenderness, as he saw b^ons him this simple, guilelesg girl 
arguing on subjects vastly b^ond ha: comprehension. '^ Some- 
thing must be done without delay," said he: '^ Does Lady Rad- 
dyffe know anything of this af&ir ?" 

** No, I do not think she does," responded Murielle. " I was 
afraid to tell her, as she has been to-day so far &om wdl, and 
was faint in the morning. Somehow I hoped dther Lady Vixsi. 
or you would call, and then we could spare dear mother the first 
trouble of such news. She is not strong, you set" 

" What a thoughtful, affectionate litde heart I " he mused : 
" and how she must love Queenie." " Alas ! I am sorry to 
hear she is like this. Poor, poor Queaiiel" he muttered 
almost with a groan, and forgetful that he was nc^ alone. Bat 
he soon nerved himself to iasjt the other more immediate 
question of whereabouts Warren and Neila had taken it upon 
themselves to go and gtt married in this clandestine and r^re- 
hensible manner* 

" I think," argued Perduta with precision, " that it is more 
than likely Warren has taken Neila to a place called ' Neath,* 
somewhere in Wales ; because one day last week Warren and 
she and I were looking up that part in the Atlas ; and Warren 
said he had a friend who owned a sailing yacht over at Swansea, 
a:nd that he would of all things like to go there with Neila ; 
you know his funny, off-hand manner. Lord de Mowbray. He 
said, * And we could be married first, Neila, and then I would 
not have the fag ' (he called it) ^ of entering into explanations 
— only take you on board as Mrs. Vansittart' I remember we 
all laughed over the joke, but both he and Neila were so upset 
by Mrs. Neale's cruelty that I dare to think they have really 
done this romantic thing;" and the little sinner looked as if she 
fully appreciated and perfectly excused their folly. 

" I will follow them now, this moment," said Eustace defi- 
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nitively. " It is — ^let me see — ^five o'clock. I will start off* at 
once on the chance. Will you tell Mr. Renfrewshire, Murielle, 
if you see him, all about it, and where I have gone ? " 

"Why cannot you see him your own self?" she asked eva- 
sively. 

Truth to tell, she was afraid to enter into particulars with 
Willie Renfrewshire, and all alone, too. She coloured painfully 
at the very suggestion or contingency of such a crisis. Eustace, 
noting her concision, put it down to his criticism of her cool way 
of viewing the elopement. 

" Never mind, Murielle," said he kindly ; '* you could not 
help it. Neila is a very naughty little girl, and Warren a head- 
strong idiot ; so I will just overtake the foolish pair, and hear 
what they have to say for themselves : mind you tell Lady 
Radclyffe as tranquilly as you can." And a dark cloud of 
'sorrow for the woman he loved — tender, jealous, miserable — 
swept across his face an instant ; then seizing up his hat, he took 
his departure, leaving Murielle biting her lips in an agony of 
apprehensive anticipation of the close cross-questioning she would 
shortly and undoubtedly receive at the hands of Neila's irate 
brother. Consequently, about six o'clock, as she was finishing 
dressing for dinner, which was fixed at an earlier hour than usual 
on Queenie's account (whom the intelligence, as judiciously 
conveyed by Perduta, had greatly upset), and as the latter was in 
the act of fastening the last blue bow on a pale blue muslin 
dress, and trying with her faery fingers to repress the waving, 
laughing riplets of her sun-kissed hair into a semblance of order, 
a knock at her door announced a visitor in the drawing-room, 
and Queenie's maid, who acted as messenger, added, — 

" If you please. Miss Murielle, her Ladyship begs you will see 
the gentleman, as she does not feel equal to leaving her apart- 
raent at present." 

"Very well, Manningtree," and Murielle's heart beat loud 
and fast, and her face was suffused as a " red, red rose," when 
she turned the door-handle, and admitted herself into the presence 
of Willie, who looked positively haggard and careworn ; so that 
from her soul the little lady pitied him, though she deemed it 
advisable to shake hands very formally, and wait for him to open 
the conversation, and introduce the subject which was naturally 
uppermost in both their minds. 

" Well, Murielle, I did not think '' he began. 

X 2 
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" Perduta, Mr. Renfrewshire ; you always used to call me Per- 
duta," she put in, with a reproachful pleading in her tender 
violet eyes. 

" Perduta, good God, I am so distracted that I hardly know 
what I am saying ! " 

And she pitied him, oh I so much. Still it was expedient to pro- 
tect herself and dignity from being trampled upon by anybody, 
especially this man, who could rouse himself into a rare good 
passion if occasion demanded, as she had experienced once or 
twice with Mrs. Neale and at '' Oaklands/' when he had been 
put out, or his commands in any way disregarded ; for it re- 
quired a strict and ready discipline to regulate every part of the 
Asylum on so model a system as that which obtained there 
under his jurisdiction. Murielle rather liked this characteristic 
and determined temper of his, as she did every single peculiarity 
connected with Willie Renfrewshire ; but at present it would be 
inconvenient to have a visitation of his wrath upon her own 
defenceless little head, so she began to tremble ever so percep- 
tibly. 

" Is it true, Perduta," he continued, " that you know anything 
about this disgraceful conduct of Neila's ? if so, you are bound 
to tell me all that you know ! " 

Murielle braced herself up to the occasion. 

" I do not see that I am bound to do anything of the kind," 
she replied with a slight hauteur; ''but to soothe my own 
anxious fears I have revealed all that I conjecture of Warren 
and Neila's probable movements to Lord de Mowbray ! " 

" Indeed ! And do you know — are you aware — that it is extremely 
wrong of you, child, to have been entrusted with any such 
secret without immediately divulging it ? " 

" Thank you, Mr. Renfrewshire ; I consider it very dis- 
honourable at any time to repeat anything one is asked to keep 
to one's self." 

" Well, then I — ^who have a right to know — better than yourself, 
inform you, Perduta, that you have acted most unwisely, I will 
even add culpably, in what you have done." 

" Done ! I have first to learn what it is I have done ; secondly, 
I do not know that any one in the world, except papa or 
mother, has any authority to call me to account for my actions ! " 
And she appeared to be highly offended, and held her small head 
correspondingly high. He lowered his saddened eyes to a pale 
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blue diminutive shoe^tip protruding from beneath the muslin of 
her dress. 

" How changed you are, Perduta ! " His tone was horribly woe- 
begone. 

" High time I should be changed, Mr. Renfrewshire," pursued 
the merciless maiden ; '' I am no longer a child, though you are 
pleased to address me as such. And I am not ashamed of any 
part I have played towards those poor dear lovers, or any other 
lovers ! " 

'' Indeed ! and who has taught you anything about love ? " he 
demanded brusquely, with a sudden flush in his face and a 
start as of anguish, when he remembered that even if he were 
safe with regard to Warren's appropriation of his dearest, loneliest 
treasure, there was Lord de Mowbray haunting the hotel day 
after day. In short, what with his varied emotions and jealous 
broodings, and now this stem supposition of being supplanted 
by the fascinating Eustace, poor Willie Renfrewshire bid fair to 
tread on the heels of his own deluded patients at '^ Oaklands," 
unless a salient opportunity presented itself of coming to an 
understanding with Perduta of a conclusive nature, one way or 
the other. And, alas, now he seemed further off than ever from 
sharing the instincts or inspirations of this Will-o*-the-Wisp little 
darling! 

" Perduta," he reiterated plaintively, " whatever can you know 
upon such a subject as love ? " And he brought his chair a very 
little nearer to hers, thereby knocking over his hat and gloves. 

" Why should I not guess all about it ? " she responded with 
tantalizing evasiveness ; *' and, moreover, I am quite certain, if 
you adored any one as Warren did Neila, you would not mind 
running away with her ! " 

Astonishment, sheer wonder, preponderated over every other 
sensation with Renfrewshire, and ere he had time to recover 
himself sufficiently to speak once more the door slowly opened 
and Regina walked in, looking ill and chagrined. Then the 
discussion extended itself to her, and she did what she could 
to mollify Willie, knowing it was now far too late to bring her 
handsome, reckless brother, or the meek but determined Neila 
to their senses. Meantime she assured him that Eustace was 
journeying his fastest to overtake the fugitives. And Renfrew- 
shire resigned himself with a heavy heart to the ministrations of 
Murielle and Regina respectively; the former, now that her 
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mother was by, granted liim more than one ethereal ray of 
comfort fh>m out the blue depths of her sympathizing eyes. 

Eustace rattled away at railway speed, as he imagined, upon 
their track, hoping to catch the luckless pair ere morning, feeling 
they could not yet have stolen such a march upon him as to have 
boarded the yacht, Pcrduta having predicted they would do 
so immediately the ceremony of their marriage was concluded. 
During those hours of silent travel Eustace in thought was with 
Queenie, grudging even the transient pain that had during the 
day deprived him of her presence, and nursing anxious appre- 
hensions on her account '' Only a cold ; oh, God, if she should 
be taken from me for evermore ! '* Little did he realize that it 
is not death alone that sometimes severs for all time two hearts 
that cling to each other as theirs did — ^two lives that may not, 
durst not, blend any more nearly than snow with rain, or earth 
with heaven, or death with immortality ! Woe to the drinkers 
of the poison, that dear delight of earth ! or those who prefer 
the evanescent beauty of a winter rosebud to the pale but fade- 
less bloom of the amaranth flower ! Emblematic of joys that 
never decline. Love's incorruptible friendships that wane not 
away ; where passion is steeped in satiety, and the languor of 
the lotus leaf can no longer demoralize; where substance be- 
comes shadow, and shadows are satisfying ; where heart meets 
heart, and lip murmurs to lip of the glory that is revealed to 
them that overcome ! Alas ! Eustace, the path is narrow, the 
road is not a long one, and mortals can seldom see it, gazing 
as a man does from a deep, dry well. But look up, Eustace ! — 
the well is dark, and the stars are shining one by one above 
your head. Not now, but some day, you will be able to distinguish 
them clearly, breaking the blue ether of the midnight sky ! 

Separation sometimes — death sometimes — ^but eternity for 
ever! 
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CHAPTER XXXVIL 

'* Love is a smoke raised with the fume of sighs ; 
Being pureed, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes ; 
Being vex^, a sea, nourished with lovers' tears." 

Romeo and Juliet, 

Warren being a haphazard character, and not up to the ins-and- 
outs of English railway travelling, had found '* Bradshaw " an un- 
solvable enigma, and had therefore arranged that their journey ta 
Swansea should include four changes, necessitating prolonged 
waiting at inferior and unpronounceable provincial stations. At 
last^ about eight in the morning, they reached Neath, and Warren 
beginning to feel the pangs of hunger, and fancying poor little 
Neila must do the same, suggested their halting for an hour or 
two, and making for a hotel overlooking the sea, recommended 
by the guard ; indeed, there was little choice in the matter, for 
the Briton Ferry Road Hotel is the only habitation of any import- 
ance thereabouts, and the said guard, shrewdly guessing them to 
be a runaway couple, imagined they must be too love-engrossed to 
think anything of a three miles' tramp to the above-mentioned 
accommodation of breakfast and a rest. 

" Very well, Warren dear," coincided Neila, amiably. " There 
is sure to be a church," she added, in her ignorance of the 
locality, " and we can get married there this morning," 

" Certainly, my pet," answered he ; but in a few minutes, just 
as he was dashing into the intricacies of his pockets to feel for 
the license, great was his consternation to remember he had 
deposited that valuable document in the laurel bush, along with 
the sweep's costume. "My stars and garters, Neila, here's a 
cheery go ! What's to be done now ? Say what you like, love is 
an awful bore and very inconvenient ! Here have I, in the fluster 
and confusion of swopping clothes last night, left the license 
behind with the sweep's get-up." 

" Oh, dear, dear, dear me ! " whined Neila, in the dismalest, 
despairingest of trebles, "whatever shall we do? Can our 
people put us in prison, or anything ? " 
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" Prison, little sUly, of course not ! I had better go back to 
town, though." 

" And leave me here, never ! " said Neila, promptly. 

*^ Well, what is to be done, and where on earth can this * Briton 
Ferry Road ' place be ? I hope the guard-fellow hasn't choused 
us, that's all ! " 

Here they came across some men and women labourers bound 
for the hay-making, and by dint of asking them, and endeavour- 
ing to understand in return what they said, Warren discovered 
they were still a good two miles from their goal, and used many 
expletives to explode his sentiments towards that hapless railway 
official who had thus befooled them. 

Neila took this swearing in admirable part, mildly reproving 
him, however ; for Warren had not concealed any of his less 
laudable attributes before marriage, as most men do ; at least we 
must presume that their present somewhat incongruous road along 
the wildest possible hill-side scenery meant matrimony, though 
the hitch about the license made it rather more difficult to arrive 
at than either of them had bargained for. 

Neila took upon herself at this turn of proceedings to cry. 

" Now, don't be a fool, dear ! " said Warren, reassuringly, wiping 
her eyes with an enormous yellow silk handkerchief, ttlustrating 
the Siege of Badajos, which he had appropriated as part and 
parcel of a commercial traveller's outfit. 

" When we get to this hotel, and have had something to eat 
and a wash, I'll give you that prayer-book of Queenie's, and you 
can * mug-up * the responses ; and really, if we both read it in a 
right spirit together, and say those parts * For belter, for worse,' 
in a very distinct and deliberate manner, it's just as satisfactory, 
in the eyes of Heaven and angels, as a lot of costly and uncom- 
fortable ceremonial in a church. Howsomedever, let me see — 
thank goodness, the ring is safe ! What do you say to putting it 
on at once ? — on account of the hotel folks, I mean ; unless we 
adopt the Scriptural ruse, and I call you ' sister,' as Abram did 
Sara?" 

" Nonsense ! I think I had better wear the ring," which poor 
little Neila, in her predilection for forms, thought was the next 
best thing to the ceremony itself. 

This knotty point being settled, they at length reached that 
hotel by the wild sea waves which was their immediate destina- 
tion, and were both glad to avail themselves of its bare but 
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gratifying shelter. The civil proprietor taking them for what they 
appeared to be, was, John Bull-like, escorting them to second-class 
quarters, when Warren, with much importance, demanded to be 
shown the best sitting-room they had, thereby letting the cat out 
of the bag, making the practical Mr. Llewellyn eye him critically 
from head to foot, whose suspicions immediately favoured (as the 
guard's had done) the elopement theory. 

However, money commands respect, and Captain Vansittart, 
while rattling his hands in his trousers' pocket for his railway 
ticket, in order to prosecute a few inquiries relative to their further 
progress, disclosed several gold pieces, jostling each other in 
rapturous confusion therein. 

" Luggage ? May I have the honour of sending to the station 
for it, sir?" asked Mr. Llewellyn, with obsequious thought- 
fulness. 

" Bother the luggage," quoth Warren, " let's have breakfast ! 
and mind you give us a good one. Here, hand me the bill of 
fare. Our luggage is safe enough, where I intend it to remain for 
the present," said he, with dignified emphasis ; '* and just show 
my wife here to a comfortable bedroom." 

" Wife, oh ! — Warren ! " whispered Neila, delighted with his self- 
possessed audacity, and already enjoying by anticipation the 
honoured estate of matrimony. " And please show my husband 
to a comfortable room, too," said Neila gravely, to Mr. 
Llewellyn, in order to corroborate the assertion of her lord and 
master. 

Didn't Mr. Llewellyn and a couple of idle waiters laugh in 
their sleeves at this small piece of innocent swagger, as they 
watched the plump-as-a-partridge little figure of Neila, and her 
fresh smiling face, along the passage, beside the fine military- 
looking man she had called her husband. 

** You're not half a bad sort," said Warren, giving her a hearty 
kiss at the open door of the best bedroom, as they parted tem- 
porarily to meet again, and do justice to a thoroughly old- 
fashioned English, or rather Welsh, breakfast — beefsteaks, salmon 
cutlets, and eggs, with English coffee. 

" Now the waiter chap tells me, Neila, that a train starts about 
two o'clock for Swansea, so we have all that time to wait. It is a 
nuisance about this license ; but two heads are better than one, if 
it's only a sheep's head, therefore tell me what we had better do." 

Here Neila, twirling the auspicious circlet of maniage nervously 
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round her finger, suggested they should give up going to Swansea 
and return to London, there remaining perdus till he got the 
license. 

" Yes, or I have it We'll go to Swansea and telegraph to 
Eustace ; and he'll see us through the situation and I'll just drop 
a line to Queenie and ask the dear girl to put it all right with my 
Colonel, because, you see, I have a month's leave. Happy 
thought ! we'll moon about these parts for three weeks, and have 
the banns published, and that will make it all right as a trivet. 
Really I'm a clever fellow to tackle a difficulty, and no mistake 
about it, eh Neila?" 

*•' No, Warren, I insist upon your getting another license, and 
our being married in a real church as soon as possible." 

" Oh, all right, then ; your word is my law," said Warren with 
good-natured concession. 

" And I will write to dear Willie and ask him to forgive me 1 " 
added Neila very penitentially ; and Warren, beginning to be 
afraid of another '^ April shower " in June, suggested their taking 
a walk. 

" There is a jolly wood near hand," said he, " and we can take 
a nice shady ramble and talk over all the delightful things we 
will do, when we survive this little botheration about the stupid 
old license. If we were in Scotland now, we could just summon 
that smart young chambermaid and the landlord, and say in 
their presence that we wished instantly to become man and wife 
and our marriage would be legalized at once. Much more 
sensible than all this ridiculous formality about banns and special 
licenses !" 

They carried out their proposition of making a long delightful 
morning in the wood, which was about half a mile off, previously 
taking a good view out of the hotel window of the Bristol 
Channel, smooth as a mill-pond in the clear summer weather. 
Furthermore, with the waiter's help, they distinguished the 
" Mumbles " and the Devonshire steel-grey coast in the distance. 
It was a pleasant and novel sight, those trim and tranquil sails 
set against the deep blue sky, wending hither and thither on the 
placid world of waters. Neila felt a great happiness steal over 
her soul to remember she had launched the fraU bark of all her 
earthly hopes in the balmy sunshine of a heart brave and true, 
and drifting on to better things like Warren's ; for there was no 
doubt about it, he would steady down — as Sir Henry had pre- 



The Shackles of an Old Love. 3 1 5 

dieted — into a fine soldier and a model husband, Neila, on her 
own account, added. Hardly able to flatter herself, modest little 
bride that she was, that it would be her unflinching hand that 
should cast the anchor, or turn the sails, and even regulate the 
speed of the vessel that carried the freight of both their earthly 
and eternal prospects along the deviating course of the unknown 
seas of their future : hers the ballast, his the word of command ; 
he to speak, hers to obey ; but at the same time dictate to him 
what to say. But we are diverging as much as the luckless but 
loving pair, who kept wandering about the woods, sitting down 
to rest beneath the primaeval shadows of pines and larches, 
completely forgetful of the lapse of time, and ignoring the wrath- 
ful anxiety they were causing in the bosoms of their families. 

" Three o'clock," said Warren. " Gracious me, and I am as 
hungry as a hawk, and we have missed that train to Swansea I 
WeU, I do manage somehow to be in a perpetual muddle since 
I took to this love-making, my idol ! " (And yet he had served 
a pretty long apprenticeship in that line of business with 
Anastasia.) 

" Whatever shall we do ? " asked Neila, in another quandary 
of despair. 

" Leave it all to me, dearest ! First and foremost, we must get 
some grub somewhere ; ' Methinks I see a cottage in this wood,' 
as the heavy swell says in the pantomime, when he retires after 
leaving the babes to the little robin-redbreasts, and let us make 
for it" 

Neila was too confused with love and its adventurous consei- 
quences to offer any obstacle, and at the cottage door they 
knocked, Warren, as usual, spokesman. 

" Can you accommodate us here, my good woman ? we have 
lost ourselves, and my wife is feeling tired and very hungry,*' 
added he, by way of one word for Neila and two for himself. 

" You're welcome, sir ! " acquiesced a clean-looking woman, 
attired in the costume of the country. " Pray step in," and 
holding a dialogue with a serving wench, whose blackberry eyes 
and bare feet moved about more brusquely than briskly, and who 
stared in wide-mouthed wonder at the moustachioed and manly 
form, rather unusual to these haunts of the wilderness; they, 
after a preamble, found themselves enjoying a hermit's repast of 
bread-and-butter, eggs, cheese, fruit, a rasher of bacon, and a 
tankard of ale, with the extreme relish youth and love-making in 
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woods inspires. Presently Warren interrogated their buxom 
hostess about the next train for Swansea, but she told them she 
did not believe there was one at all that day ; though she would 
go and ask her sister, who was in an adjoining room, and had 
recently undergone a family bereavement, which would account 
for the sobs that from time to time fell on the ears of the lovers, 
who sat in the antique porch clustered with roses, Warren smok- 
ing and Neila gazing at him with untold, if simple admiration. 
In a few minutes the woman returned to corroborate her views. 
There was no third train, the last one having gone at four o'clock, 
and it was now nearly six. 

" No help for it, but to stay in this blessfed nest of a place, 
darling," said Warren. 

" Oh dear ! whatever shall we do ? " asked Neila as usual ; 
indeed, this seemed to be getting quite an accustomed interroga- 
tion of her new life. 

" Do ? why, we must just succumb to circumstances, ma chere. 
And I'm rather enamoured of this love-in-a-cottage kind of 
business. There's no use to be fidgety when you are about to 
become a soldier's wife. And as to the license, why, we can 
telegraph to Eustace from Swansea I " 

" But I have no things to change ! What shall I do for them ? " 
•' Get 'em when we go to Swansea ! " 

Everything apparently was to be done at this " Canaan " of 
their somewhat badly regulated noctambulations ; losing of trains, 
licenses, and their own way, seeming to be essentials of their 
anticipatory married felicity. When night came Neila timidly 
proposed that she should retire upstairs and leave Warren to 
mount guard in the kitchen, which was likewise the common 
sitting-room of the cottage. But when they assumed a dis- 
cussion with " blackberry eyes " she departed for a minute, and 
brought back their obliging hostess as her interpreter, who coolly 
informed them that there was no room at all. 

'' My sister and her husband sleep in my room, me and the 
servant in another, and her daughter — no, no, there is no room 
vacant," said she conclusively. 

"Dear me, what is to be done now?" inquired Neila, for 
another time of asking. " It seems as if obstacles are always 
falling in our way ; that is because I have been a wicked and 
rebellious girl, disobeyed my aunt, and acted unbeknown to my 
dear, dear brother ! " 
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'' Dear dear fiddlestick, indeed ; don't make such a ninny- 
hammer of yourself ! " said Warren, sternly ; '' there's no one 
dear to you now in the wide, wide world but me, and I'm a 
sensible, reasonable fellow, and take things as I find them, and 
don't niake bugbears of trifles like you do. By the way, are 
those chops done ? for I want something to eat I wish we had 
some claret cup; it is stewing in this kitchen. Upon mature 
thought, I prefer love out of a cottage 1 Supposing we take 
a stroll after this supper-affair, and then come back here and sit 
in the kitchen ; but, my darling, this seems such a wretched 
arrangement for you ! Here, Grizzel, whatever's that woman's 
name?" 

'' Mrs. Thomas, sir," said Blackberries, with a simpering 
curtsey. The language of Warren's eye had conveyed to her 
his wishes, and this child of the desert had done nothing all the 
evening but stand with arms akimbo, regarding the interesting 
pair, whose situation she comprehended, but whose language was 
a myth. 

So they had a second rural repast, afterwards a moonlight 
wandering up and down the garden and orchard, to listen to the 
nightingale wooing the rose. Then back again to the cottage. 
This time Mrs. Thomas was standing in the porch, and the 
woman inside appeared to be sobbing louder than ever, as if to 
give the nightingale a befitting accompaniment ! 

" Poor thing ! cannot your sister be comforted ? " demanded 
the tender-hearted Neila. 

" No, ma'am," replied the woman respectfully ; " she's taking 
on about her daughter, who was only eighteen, a fine young 
woman, died of loving a young man who deserted of her ! And 
she took to her bed and gived over ! " 

" Indeed ! " said Neila, sympathetically. 

" There, you see what would have happened to you, my darling, 
if I had deserted you ! " remarked Warren, in an aside to Neila, 
by way of practical illustration of a very stem romance of real 
life. 

" What I've been thinking," spoke up Mrs. Thomas, " is, that 
if your young woman don't object, she could have the room my 
sister's daughter used to occupy, if she would like it. It's quite 
clean and comfortable, just over the kitchen, and handy for my 
own room, if you wants any think ! " 

" Oh, thank you, missus," said Warren, gratefully; " and I say, 
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old lady, can you lend my wife a night-shirt ? We've left our 
traps at the station, and I want her to have a good night's rest, 
because we're going on our journey to-morrow." 

" That's ten o'clock, sir, and my husband could show you the 
way. In fact, he met you this morning, when he was canyin' of 
wood to the Briton Ferry Road Hotel, which we supplies." 

" Indeed ! how remarkably interesting !" replied Warren. " I 
say, can you give me a shake-down in the kitchen ? " 

" Certainly I can, sir I " And Mrs. Thomas re-arranged a 
rumble-tumble window-seat, with the addition of a couple of 
chairs and a mattress, which reminded Warren of what he had 
read about the Inquisition days, when long people were tortured 
in short beds, and short people stretched out to accommo- 
date long ones, thinking his would be the lesser evil of the 
two. 

" But all's fish that comes to a soldier's net," said this son of 
Mars complacently, when Mrs. Thomas pointed out to him this 
impromptu bed of thorns ! 

"And now, good night and happy dreams, Neila, my little 
pet; and just let us mount these stairs, and see what sort of a 
roost they have provided for my ducksy-pucksy." 

Accordingly, they proceeded Indian file up the steep steps, 
and were shown a small but pretty chamber, smelling of sweet 
fresh lavender, arid the casement opened upon a continuation of 
the white bridal-like roses that smiled upon the porch below. 

" Oh, what a dear little room ! " exclaimed Warren. " See if 
there's a wash-stand and soap, Neila ; that's always the first thing 
I look to in a new billet. AH serene. By Jove ! there's a towel 
too, and a looking-glass against the wall, and a prayer-book and 
Bible, two china dogs, and a brass candlestick. Unheard-of 
luxuries in a place of this sort, I should imagine." 

"Your sister's daughter must have been a superior, refined 
kind of a party ! " he added, turning to their hostess. 

" Yes, that she was, poor dear Sarah Jane," said Mrs. Thomas, 
putting her apron to the comer of her eye, as a complimentary 
tribute to the virtues of the " early dead." 

" Oh yes, and there's a cupboard — a grand, old-fashioned cup- 
board 1 but as you have no wardrobe to hang in it, just at 
present, Neila, that is a superfluous convenience, under the 
circumstances." 
. Here the woman handed Neila some matches, though the 



The Shackles of an Old Love. 319 

lovdy moonlight streamed into the room, and lit up their fiices, 
as they spoke, with its unearthlike and spiritual splendour. 

" Goodnight, Warren ! " 

Here the pair of lovers exchanged an affectionate embrace, 
and Warren returned to maintain his lonely vigil. Neila sat on 
the edge of the bed after she had knelt down, and offered up a 
fervent and simple prayer, to be forgiven for the love that had 
led her into deceiving her dear kind brother ; tears dimming her 
eyes as she thought of the poor old Professor looking dis- 
pleasedly from heaven upon the shortcomings of his only child. 
But then Warren's enchanting image walked across her mind's 
tapis^ and the cheery tones of his good night to Mrs. Thomas's 
spouse sounded in the distance. So, after asking God to bless 
her and him, she sat, as I said before, upK>n the side of the bed, 
and contemplated the moon, which, half shrouded in night, 
looked like a vestal virgin kneeling by the corpse of a sister 
religious, whose dim white raiment gleamed cloudlike in the ceru- 
lean groundwork of heaven ! Alas ! she felt a sense of solitude 
in the extreme novelty of her situation ; for Neila, in all her life, 
had never slept alone, except in the familiar atmosphere of her 
own bedchamber in Bedford Square. 

" I think I will just light the candle to keep me company." 

Here she felt frightened to death, as she heard what seemed 
to her in the night stillness an awful noise, but it was only her 
thoughtful Warren mounting the stairs, and holding at arm's 
length, just inside the door, a very long and very wide night- 
dress. 

" Here, Neila ; Mrs. Thomas told me to give you this ; and 
I've aired it well ! " 

" No, thank you, Warren, I would rather not wear that great 
big thing ; it would bury me ! " 

" Well, receive it into the room, and appear to be grateful, 
for she is a kind creature ; and we have fallen on our feet to 
take these simple people by storm, and be offered the best they 
have to give." 

" I think so, too," she replied. " Go down now, Warren, and 
mind you come back soon, for I'm really rather frightened j and, 
oh ! dear me, I am afraid you must be miserably uncomfortable 
yourself in that stuffy kitchen ; but you are so unselfish I " 

" Oh, never mind me," said Warren, descending the rickety 
stairs . once more, and wafting up a whiff of tobacco-smoke to 
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blend with the lavender and night perfume of the soft little 
white roses, a bunch of which Neila placed in her bosom ; then 
she tried to lie outside the bed and take a sleep ; but no, her 
eyelids obstinately refused to droop; her thoughts refused to 
roam to dreamland ; mfiriy the magic dustman would not either 
display the picture side, or the blank side of his umbrella, as he 
nightly does to the good and naughty boys and girls of nursery 
fables. Then she imagined she heard a '' click, click," as of 
a clock, but it was only a large summer insect hovering about 
the small opened wihdow-panes. Anon she heard a noise in the 
wainscot ; but it was only one mouse telegraphing, by a muffled 
squeak, to another. Then she made sure she saw the closet 
door move ; but that was impossible, for the light of the candle 
fell full upon the handle, and it did not turn ; so she guessed it 
must be the breeze coming in at the casement, and rose up to 
close it. After she had done so, it would be satisfactory, she 
thought, just to take a peep round the cupboard, and secure the 
door more firmly. She had previously ascertained, old-maid 
fashion, that there was no robber concealed under the bed ! 

Cautiously she advanced and opened the press. 

Oh, horror of horrors ! She found herself face to face with 
a corpse ! — yes, a corpse ! standing stark upright, its half-closed 
eyes looking filmily into hers, its bloodless face and pallid lips 
mocking the terror which blanched her own ! 

One stifled cry, then a prolonged, unearthly shriek, and Neila 

fell to the ground, at the feet of the horrid, horrid thing ! 
• * • • • 

That one shriek not only roused Warren from a semi-slumber, 
but assembled the other homely habitants of the cottage, in their 
normal nightgear, which was picturesque and promiscuous 
enough, if scanty ; and Neila recovered her senses to find her- 
self in Warren's arms in the kitchen, and Mrs. Thomas, in 
lugubrious monotones, pleading with him to forgive her for thus 
causing his good wife such a terrible alarm. 

" You see, sir, I did it for the best ! " said this humblest of 
housewives. " Sarah Jane only died yestereven ; so she couldn't 
have done no hurt to the sheets, the first day of her laying-out 
and all ; and a sweeter smelling corpse I never cared to handle ! " 

'' For mercy's sake begone, woman ! " said the inexorable 
Captain, in tones of sternest appeal, seeing this somewhat crude 
allusion was threatening a return of Neila's unconsciousness. 
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" Here, darling, drink this drop of brandy ; the old cove forked 
it out of somewhere or other ; and try and sit up here in my 
arms. 1*11 not let you out of my sight any more till we are 
quit of the place. That woman deserves to be hanged ! " 

" No, Warren dear ; she did it with a kind intention ! " 

" Yes, I must say it almost serves you right, for your foolish 
qualms of propriety ; as if we two couldn't have sat through the 
night in this kitchen just as well as the daytime. Such folly ! 
However, my dearest, I won't be hard upon you, as you've had 
a pretty sharp lesson already. And really you were more un- 
reasonable than even Motee would have been, expecting a 
room to yourself in this pigeon-hole of a place. Never mind, 
it's two o'clock — will soon be daylight — and then we can make 
for that Briton Ferry Hotel. In the meantime try to take a 
sleep, my poor, frightened little bird ! " 

And Neila, feeling still faint and squeamish, tired out with 
all the worries and excitements that seemed to be the hourly 
precursors of her married felicity, laid her little head back on 
Warren's shoulder, and for a second time slept under the shadow 
of his military cloak, which would thus be rendered in his eyes 
for ever sacred. A time might come, too, when, bivouacked in an 
enemy's country, watching for daylight to renew the deadly strife, 
which might, as likely as not, end in a fatal shot-wound and an 
immediate summons into the presence of the soldier's Rhada- 
manthus, he would cover himself with this very cloak, to dream 
of the loving image of his own little wife, weeping and praying 
for him in the distant haven of her peaceful English home ! 

And Warren, the gay, reckless Warren, kissed the closed eye- 
lids of his sleeping love with a holy, dreamy reverence, akin to 
fear, and prayed inwardly that he might prove himself a worthy 
guardian of that spotless life he had united to his own "for 
richer, for poorer, for better, for worse." 

The periodical wailings of the disconsolate mother resounded 
from an opposite room, and made him hope that she was not 
conscious of the disturbance of her broken-hearted daughter's 
sleep of death ! Warren mentally cursed the wretch of a man, 
whoever he was, that had brought this village flower to an 
untimely fading ; for Warren could be very collected, and re- 
flectively inclined, when the spirit moved him. But, much as 
he sympathized with her cruel precedents, it seemed unto him 
uncommon hard lines that the drawbacks of his new state of 
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half-and-half married life should be aggravated by the material- 
istic ghost of Sarah Jane confronting his Neila in a cupboard ! 

" By Jove ! what an adventure ! Who would believe it ? " 
muttered he, trying to snatch a wink of sleep, as the sum- 
mer dawnlight peered curiously between the chinks of the 
blind, and played " Old Harry," as he expressed it, with any 
such hopes of slumber. So, second best to sleeping himself, he 
continued to supervise the profound repose of Neila, whose 
lashes were still wet with tears, while she slept like a tender^ 
exhausted infant in his arms, the lights and shadows of morn- 
ing playing upon her pale lips, and crisping the coils of her 
russet hair ! 



CHAPTER XXXVin. 

** For she had learned the maxims of her race, 
Which teach the woman to become a slave, 
And feel herself the pardonless disgrace 

Of love's fond weakness in the wise and brave ; 
The scandal and the shame which they incur 
Who give to woman all which man demands of her. " 

The Bridal of Pennacook, 

Meanwhile Eustace, travelling with more studious anticipation 
and a clearer knowledge of " Bradshaw " than Warren could 
achieve, found himself shortly after midnight at the station of 
Neath, and was likewise directed to the Briton Ferry Road Hotel, 
as the only place provided for pilgrims in that waste and solitary 
wilderness of forest, cliff, and sea. 

He succeeded with some difficulty in arousing the respectable 
Mr. Llewellyn to a sense of the outer world, and his responsibilities 
regarding wayfarers therein. But with the omnipercipience of his 
calling, he soon detected Eustace as an out-of-the-way Godsend 
to his caravanserai, and called up the sleepy waiters to help him 
with the " Viscount de Mowbray's " luggage, which consisted of a 
hand-bag, whereon his crafty eye had quickly mastered the patro- 
nymic of its owner. 

" What might your lordship's honour command, in the way of 
eating ? " asked this prince of Welsh landlords 
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"Nothing, my good man, nothing," replied Eustace. "Bless 
me, leave my bag alone ! " said he to a lively boots, who was pre- 
paring to transport his property to a more congenial atmosphere, 
where he could examine it unintemip'^^dly. Then, aside to the 
landlord, " Here, Mr. Whatever's-your-name ? " 

"Llewellyn, your lordship," replied that functionary, touching 
his forelock with deprecatory humility. 

" All right, Mr. Llewellyn, just show me into a room where I 
can ask you a few questions apart from all these gaping fools of 
servants." 

"Certainly, your lordship, certainly," acquiesced Mr. Llewellyn, 
' with the bland dignity of a confidential inferior. 

When they reached the best first-floor parlour, Eustace asked 
the man frankly, if two people answering to the appearance of 
a runaway couple had set foot within his doors ? 

" Decidedly, your lordship, most decidedly ; two persons iden- 
tically similar to an elopement couple have indeed been here, 
but they have gone again. Howsomever, I have reason to believe 
they are dispersed about the neighbourhood, for our wood- 
cutter " 

" Well, well," said Eustace abruptly, " when did they leave, 
and just tell me where they are to be found, and I will make at 
once for the place ? " 

" Yes, your lordship, just so ; that was precisely what I was 
a-coming to in the corroborative evidence, as the courts of justice 
say," added mine host, sniggling mildly at the pomposity of his 
joke. " The fact is, your worship, I do not quite know where 
Mr. Thomas lives, but he is sure to be here betimes with the 
wood and butter, which we get from him, and then I can demand 
the local information relative to what you require 1 " 

Mr. Llewell5ai, in his capacity of landed proprietor, had 
assumed a smattering of magisterial phraseology, with which to 
impress his lordship. 

" What time will this man come ? Confound it all, sir, do you 
mean to tell me that none of your people know where your trades- 
man can be found ? " 

" No, sir, I do not think they do apprehend his exact habita- 
tion ! " said Mr. Llewellyn, after a pause of profoundest recollection, 
" for I have only lately given the- man my custom on account 
of ^" 

" Oh, well, that's enough about it ; just show me to a room, and 

y 2 
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have me called at six o'clock in the morning sharp," said Eustace, 
with military precision ; " send me up a bottle of claret, and some 
soda-water and ice, and order the chambermaid to walk off 
every blanket from the bed, and place a can of cold water on 
the landing." 

" Yes, your lordship ; but I must sorrowfully inform your lord- 
ship's honour that ice is a commodity which we find unsaleable 
hereabouts, and therefore we never purchase any unless it is 
ordered beforehand ! " 

" Oh, what a bother uncivilized villeggiatura entails ! " sighed 
Eustace to himself. " No ice ? why, I never heard of such a thing 
in this baking hot weather, as no ice ! " 

" Alas ! your lordship's honour, shall I telegraph first thing to 
London, or, perhaps, where I buy my fish they might accomnao- 
date me ? " 

" All right ; it doesn't matter as long as I have it," remarked 
Eustace. " Now for the room." And he was taken upstairs to 
the same apartment where little Neila's husband, as she called 
him, had left her not twenty-four hours ago. 

The next morning, as Eustace, according to Indian custom, up 
betimes, was taking his breakfast in a room commanding a glori- 
ous view of the wide blue sea, with its early breakers and sunrise 
shimmer, inhaling appreciatively the cool atmosphere of the pure 
ozone, a knock came to the door, and his landlord announced 
himself, with the stolid obeisance of a retainer entering the 
presence chamber of a feudal chief, — 

" Excuse the liberty I take, your lordship, but if your lordship's 
honour will rise from your breakfast, where I venture to hope you 
have no fault to find, and will be so good as to accompany me to 
the window, your worship will see the very parties I spoke of last 
night, or rather this morning ! " 

Eustace followed this palavering swell to the window, and, 
sure enough, there was the guilty pair ! and how to refrain 
from a loud fit of laughter he knew not ; for Warren, with his 
military cloak and ferocious dignity, looked a stage villain dressed 
to order. And Neila, with her waterproof and the large yellow 
silk handkerchief the attentive Warren had tied round her neck 
with clumsy forethought, to secure her from the too rough breezes 
of a summer seaside morning, looked more like a miniature 
Mother Hubbard than any one else he could think of. Her 
hat was of that conical shape which had been the furore during 
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the past season among ladies ascending Swiss mountains or Alpine 
slopes. 

** Am I correct, your lordship ? " questioned Boniface, indulging 
in a rapturous chuckle, when Lord de Mowbray nodded an affir- 
mative. 

Accordingly, without any further ceremony, Eustace de- 
scended the stairs, and at the hotel door advanced to meet the 
naughty fugitives half way up the path enclosing the premises. 

" Good heavens ! " exclaimed Warren, quite cool and una- 
bashed. " Dear old Eustace, where in the name of all that's 
wonderful did you spring from ? " 

Meanwhile poor Neila put her handkerchief to her eyes, as a 
fair promise of immediate hysterics ! 

" Here, here, shut-up, Neila ; this is the best thing that could 
have happened to us." 

And Eustace, reserving his more manlike parts of speech for 
Warren's private ear, spoke in soothing accents to the fair young 
sinner, and invited her to enter the hotel. Once safe inside his 
room, the poor little thing flung herself on a couch conveni- 
ently at hand, and gave way to an agony of weeping. Both the 
men, who like all other men were quite incapable of standing a 
woman's tears, stood on either side looking stupidly at each other, 
and offering as much sympathy as such stupidity recognized ; 
feeling how inadvisable, for all their sakes, it would be to introduce 
any more feminine element into this truly distressing scene ! 
Presently, Neila came to the conclusion that she could cry no 
more, but buried her face in the cushion of the couch, till 
Eustace, with that never-failing tact gained from much personal 
experience of woman, said, approaching h^r with loyal confi- 
dence : — 

" Neila, you need not be afraid of me ; I have come here pur- 
posely to do all I can for you, and will, furthermore, try to 
arrange matters on a happier footing with your brother and friends, 
whom you have made sadly anxious, and greatly astonished by 
your rather precipitate conduct ; but, of course, I attach all, and 
any blame in the matter to Warren only." 

" Oh ! pray attribute nothing to dear Warren," sighed she ; 
" it was all my fault for letting him love me I " 

" Well, well, I like that," said Warren, ** as if you could have 
had the power to prevent my doing so. It's all serene ; we are 
prepared to take your advice, old fellow. You see it was that 
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infernal old lady's cheek and tyranny over Neila that forced 
me to take this step." 

" Yes, my aunt was so cruel to me/' repeated Neila, looking the 
picture of terrified but rescued innocence 1 

'* Now, we must put our heads together and see what is to be 
done," resumed Eustace. " In the first place, Warren, Mr. Ren- 
frewshire is prepared to call you out ; but we must try and appease 
his anger. I am sure Lady Radclyffe will do what she can for 
you both. I was to telegraph to her immediately I had found you. 
By the way, where did the marriage take place ? " 

" Marriage ?" said Warren ; " ah, there's the rub ! thereby hangs 
a tale ! " 

" Marriage ? " echoed Neila ; " why, we haven't had time to 
be married yet, but we are going to see about it to-day ! " 

" Good God ! you do not mean to tell me, Warren," said 
Eustace, turning sternly to that bold adventurer, — " you do not 
pretend to say you are scoundrel enough not to have married her 
on the spot ? " 

Something about his eyes, and the supremely strong intona- 
tion of his voice, startled Neila into screaming out, — 

" Oh, Lord de Mowbray, don't blame him, he lost the license ; 
but we are married, for we have read the whole of the service 
together, and I have called him my husband before w^itnesses ; 
and see, I am wearing the ring, and we should perhaps have been 
in church by this time if you had not come," wound up this 
special pleader on Warren's behalf. 

" 'Pon my soul, it's true ; lost the license, worse luck ! but we'll 
easily procure another, and then " 

Here Lord de Mowbray seized hold of Warren's arm and 
thundered out, — 

" HoWy sir ? and where^ sir ? " 

" I know my own affairs better than your lordship," sneered 
Warren, " and I'll thank you not to interfere." 

But Neila again interposed. 

" Hush, Warren ! Lord de Mowbray is only here out of the 
friendship of his heart for you, my darling husband to be. And 
so I implore you both, for my poor sake, to make it up again ! " 

She looked from one to the other with a beseeching grace, 
which lent her every-day face a nameless charm. The two 
men acknowledged the good sense of her remark, and imme- 
diately proceeded to a practical discussion of the best ways 
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and means, whereby to secure an immediate satisfaction of their 
mutual vows. Eustace said he feared a special license could not 
be vicariously obtained. At all events, where doubt existed, it 
was safest for Warren to start by the very next train, and get it in 
person, returning as soon as possible. " In the meantime, I will 
proceed with Neila to Swansea, and have an interview with the 
local clergyman, to unite you on your arrival, by meeting you at 
the church door." 

" Capital ! " said Warren, who prepared to be off by the ten 
o^clock express, which, with the help of mine host's best nag, 
he could catch by riding at a rattling pace. 

" I will telegraph to Regina," said Eustace. 

" God bless you ! take care of my Neila. What a brick you 
are ! " cried Warren with emotion, as he swept like a hurricane 
out of the room, after bestowing a farewell embrace upon the 
unfortunate companion of his latest escapade. 

" I will write to Willie," said Neila with pensive humility, "and 
cast myself upon his mercy. I am his only sister, and he ought 
to overlook the one single sorrow I have ever caused him." 

" Certainly he ought, and I think he will too," said Eustace, 
who pitied her situation a great deal too much to add to her 
remorseful pain by any insinuations but kind ones, as many a 
highly principled, but callous and censorious feminine comforter 
would inevitably have done under the inviting circumstances. 
Heaven keep any one from female friends, when they have un- 
wittingly defied the decalogue by the smallest deviation from the 
beaten track of conventionality, however conscientiously exempt 
from a real violation of the Ten Commandments they may feel 
and know themselves to be. Poor little Neila was a case in 
point at whom the supercilious Grundies would gladly cast a 
stone, whereas her only moral shortcoming had been a want of 
consideration for the feelings of her nearest relative. 

Eustace communicated with Regina, but determined to keep 
the fact of their not being man and wife entirely to himself, 
which will show his extreme generosity towards the erring W^arren ; 
but he inwardly resolved to give that scatter-brained individual 
a good deal of his mind whenever he got him quite alone, and 
sufficiently recovered from the bewilderment of matrimony to 
comprehend clearly how much he had committed himself from 
every point of view. 

By the two o'clock train, which the lovers had missed 
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on the preceding day, Eustace and Neila proceeded to 
Swansea, departing mid flowery and ostentatious bows from 
Mr. Llewellyn, and perspiring demonstrations of good-will from 
the component members of the Briton Ferry Road Hotel. The 
landlord, besides a good haul in coin of the realm, having 
managed to secure the autobiography of a real living, breathing 
viscount to add to the other distinguished names in a red-letter 
volume sequestrated in a drawer of his private sitting-room for 
that especial purpose. Eustace had requested in his telegram 
that Regina should answer it to the station at Swansea. Conse- 
quently, when they arrived at that town there was one awaiting 
him. " Dear Eustace, — I am so glad. Will see her brother to- 
day, and do all I can. Give her my love and Murielle's. Sir 
Henry gone to Radclyffe Towers. — Miss Radclyffe dead ! " 

So Sir Henry's unloved and hypochondriac sister had chosen 
this opportune moment to depart this life, and thereby prevent him 
from adding too forcibly his stern quota to the inevitable judg- 
ment which every man of taste or honour would pronounce upon 
Warren Vansittart ; for the baronet would now naturally pre- 
occupy himself with the amount of business arising out of the 
formal appropriation of that ancestral mansion, whose nominal 
proprietor he had been for many years. Eustace, with com- 
passionate discrimination, took a note of Neila's waterproof, and 
other personal adjuncts, and drove her to one of the principal 
shops in Swansea, to be equipped a little more comme ilfaut by 
Warren's return. 

Late that evening, after telegrams had been exchanged, 
the bridegroom elect turned up, and next morning they went 
to the parish church of St. Swithin's-in-Wood, to be made man 
and wife ; Eustace, a deaf old clerk, and his deafer wife, being 
the witnesses thereof. During the day, Eustace repaired to the 
local club, and ascertained the immediate whereabouts of Cap- 
tain Leonard Larkins, Warren's sporting chum, who was a 
personable and well-mannered young worldling of fortune, and 
upon being entrusted with as many particulars as were deemed 
expedient by Lord de Mowbray, entered heart and soul into the 
singular romance of the situation, and ended by giving the run- 
away couple a cordial invitation to take a trip with him in his 
taut and trim little schooner, which was coaling in Swansea 
harbour, preparatory to a cruise about the coast. Captain 
I^arkins promised he would remind the love-engrossed dragoon 
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when his leave had expired. Consequently, Eustace having 
successfully accomplished his mission, started by the latest train 
for London. Captain and Mrs. Vansittart were to proceed the 
following morning on board the bndine to have and to hold 
the sweetest and holiest communion that hearts can know, and 
sit on deck by moonlight studying the phosphorescence oif the 
waters, and reading the language of one another's eyes ! 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

** Nobil giardin, con un perpetuo Aprile 
Di varij fior, di frutti, e di verdure ; 
Ombre soavi acque, a temprar Tarsure, 
E strade di belta non dissimili." 

Francesca Turin a Buffalini. 

It took all Eustace's y?«^w^ and patience to achieve the Hercu- 
lean task of converting Mrs. Neale from the annihilating theory 
she had adopted, morally and physically, towards the '* Pagan 
pair-r, who were only fit for the heathen practices of play-goings 
and sich-like trampings to per-rdeetion." At length, by virtue of 
a supposititious message from Sir Henry Radclyffe, for whom she 
entertained a most inordinate and far-fetched esteem, she was 
partially inclined to look upon the reprobates with mitigated 
indignation. Willie, on his part, was unable to withstand the 
tear-bedewed document sent him from Swansea, into which his 
sister had epitomized a world of apologetic appeal and tenderest 
affection for himself, finishing up with a shrewd reminder that if 
he were ever to fall in love with any girl on his own account, no 
sacrifice nor disinterestedness would be too great wherewith to 
secure for ever the accomplishment of his dearest earthly hopes. 
The strength of an unalloyed attachment had temporarily 
endowed Neila with eloquence beyond her ordinary compass; 
and when Perduta's primitive and very prompt arguments were 
urged on the same side of the question, Renfrewshire had no 
alternative but to write a long lecture to his rebellious sister, and 
conclude it with a few words of forgiveness, and a promise to 
include Warren in the favourable dictum, as soon as he had 
proved himself a worthy recipient of the hand he had in such 
hot haste appropriated. 
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Regina and Perduta made preparations meanwhile to join Sir 
Henry at Radclyffe Towers. And the middle' of July found 
. them enjoying the manifold delights of riding and driving, amid 
the most picturesque scenery of the undoubtedly charming county 
of Devonshire, the " Tours " of England ! Neighbouring 
magnates tendered their recognition of Sir Henry's formal 
assumption of suzerainty. And the lawn tennis mania, just then 
superseding that of rinking, made the grounds of the old 
baronial pile resound with young and mirthful voices, and 
assembled on the velvet greensward the elite of all the country 
round ; Sir Henry rigidly observing the formalities of mourning, 
but seeing no earthly drawback to these garden gatherings, which 
appeared to afford such pleasure to his dearly loved elder 
daughter. Little Pearl, too, received the homage of all hearts 
by reason of her originality and playfulness. 

About the end of August, when Miss Radclyffe had been dead 
' more than two months, and her oratory and suite of rooms some- 
what curiously consigned to Murielle, the child of the woman 
who had been her bitterest aversion, the chaplain still officiating 
on Sundays and festivals, according to the twenty years' habitude 
of his order. Sir Henry attending these ceremonials in august 
recognition of the tenets of his forefathers, and to give expres- 
sion to a feeling of interior thanksgiving to the God who had 
granted him so many of earth's blessings richly to enjoy. His 
devotion to Regina was now as marked as his previous indiffer- 
ence had been. He assumed a pang of anxiety, as Eustace 
had done, when he observed the hectic flush that any un- 
wonted excitement summoned to her already transparent 
cheek, but she kept on saying that Dr. Renfrewshire had assured 
her there was as yet no cause for anxiety about her lungs, and 
that her ailments would, probably, be only temporary. Willie 
was invited down to have the reconciliation personally ratified 
with his sister, in order that friendship and Lady Radclyffe's 
endeavours might smooth away the rough edges of any remain- 
ing exasperation against the principal offender, namely, Warren. 
The newly-married couple received an affectionate welcome 
from each inmate of Radclyffe Towers, and a courtly one from 
Sir Henry himself. Warren having managed to extend his one 
month's leave over two, was now about to escort Neila to Hoby 
Lodge, which place Sir Henry had rented for one year, six 
months of which was unexpired. 
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Eustace had been asked to shoot over a friend's moor in Scot- 
land, but had preferred County Devon and the proximity of the 
only woman he really cared to speak to. Lady Vixen Armytage 
was also pressed to pay them a visit at Radclyffe Towers, but 
pleaded ill-health, stupidity, and selfish love of her own little 
pied-d-terre, as her excuse for not availing herself of the kind 
invitation ; moreover, she was unable to tell the exact moment 
when Don and Dona Guzman de Navarra should favour her with 
their company, for the intended honeymoon trip had been post- 
poned on account of the bridegroom's near services about the 
person of King Alphonso XII. hitherto precluding his absence 
from Madrid. 

Renfrewshire had arranged it with Mrs. Neale, that his sister 
should not be a monetary sufferer by her disobedience, so she 
and Warren did not commence their married life in such hope- 
less poverty as they had anticipated. Six hundred a year, and 
the Bedford Square House, both strictly settled on Neila against 
a rainy day, were rather windfalls for the reckless and debt- 
encumbered soldier, whose pay, though small, and three hundred 
per annum, managed properly, was a larger income between 
them than most young English couples. begin housekeeping with, 
at any rate. One clear starlight evening, Regina agreed to drive 
two miles to Teignmouth station to see the newly-married pair 
oflf by the latest train to Aldershot, Warren characteristically 
timing himself thus closely for a rksumt of regimental duties, 
truly irksome to him at all times, but doubly so under the over- 
powering influence of present circumstances. The gentlemen 
had on this occasion smoked and taken their dessert out of doors 
on a garden terrace which the dining-room overlooked. It was 
fringed by lawns and parterres^ where g-yest flowers and shrubs 
were in redundant bloom, the perfect keeping of these beds 
being the head gardener's especial pride. Consequently verbenas, 
calceolarias, carnations, asters, tom-thumb and cerise geraniums, 
relieved the foliage tints of melancholia, salvia trosene, colleas, 
perilla, and last, though not least, the common but prim-looking 
house-leek. The gardener's capacity of naming his dearly prized 
floral gems was not in keeping with his knowledge of their 
culture, and Regina was vastly amused one day on asking him 
the name of the above-mentioned plant, to be informed it was 
the " house-sneak ! " " Sneak, my lady, because it grows anent 
our heads, and wants to know all about our 'abits, I suppose." 
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This idea was original, if incorrect ! 

But to return to the gentlemen seated on the terrace. It was 
nearly nine o'clock, they having dined earlier than usual on 
account of the travellers. 

" I say, it's time to get your wife, traps, and self together, 
Warren," remarked Eustace. 

" By George, so it is ! Here, Neila, are you ready, and have 
you packed the thousand and one odds and ends you have been 
busier than any old rag and bottle woman in collecting ever since 
our marriage ? " 

"Yes, we are quite ready," laughed Neila, at hearing her 
trifling mementos of places and things thus misnamed. " Pearl 
is restless to-night, and would not go to sleep, or we should have 
been out sooner." 

Regina here appeared at a far angle of the house, walking 
somewhat languidly, and carrying a magnificent bouquet of hot- 
house flowers, which Mrs. Vansittart was taking as a reminder of 
the earthly paradise, she was regretfully leaving. 

Eustace was to drive them in a waggonette, Warren lolling Jazily 
along the entire length of one side ; Neila, with flowers, fruit, 
carriage bags, parcels and umbrellas, occupjdng the other. 
Regina, therefore, had no alternative but to place herself next to 
Eustace on the box, and she always felt safe when he had the 
reins, and happy ! Alas ! her fluttering heart alone could tell the 
perfect happiness with which she drank in every tone of his 
voice, and reciprocated each tender sentiment it uttered. She 
was now living in a sublime and fearless dream. The waking 
was yet to come, for her, and him. Meanwhile, Perduta had 
been sitting with Motee, who complained incessantly of her 
head, and Willie, when appealed to, thought it a result of the 
very sultry weather. When Sir Henry went to take his nightly 
tour of the stables, Renfrewshire slipped away from his side, and 
wended his steps to the nurser}% imagining he might find Perduta 
there still, for she was greatly attached to the dear little child, 
who in return favoured her with the privilege of wiping her eyes, 
after she had been naughty ; for each time the spirit moved her 
to be good again, it was her wont to say, " Wipe my eyes^ J have 
done my cryings ; " and it was likewise her singular custom to 
commence a second edition of tears if any one out of the pale 
of her immediate choice volunteered to perform the above 
touching operation. I am afraid this coquettish sunbeam of 
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babyhood was rather spoilt, and it was not to be wondered at, 
considering she was now Queenie's only child. As Renfrewshire 
ascended the wide oak staircase, and entered the quaint panelled 
nursery, with its lozenged panes and carved wainscots, he 
remembered the sad task he had once fulfilled there, of announc- 
ing to Lady Radclyffe the dying moments of her infant. There 
stood the tiny empty cot, draped in white, with a drawing in 
chalks, just over it, of little Norian*s face peeping out of cloud- 
land, and a text in blue and silver, " For of such is the Kingdom 
of Heaven ! " Perduta, in India muslin, with her lily-white face 
and prayerful eyes, was purity personified, standing by Motee's 
bedside, whose hands were folded reverently, both their eyes 
being fixed upon the little dead face opposite. Perduta was 
teaching her step-sister to say, " Gentle Jesus, meek and mild," 
that most pathetic and simple of nursery hymns ; and when Pearl 
came to the line — 

" And suffer me to come to thee ! " 

" No, no ! " she screamed, excitedly ; " how can me say that 
when me had no bath to-night; gentle Jesus only likes clean 
'ittle children ! " 

Evidently Motee had arrived at the conclusion about " clean 
little children " on account of the emphasis made to keep her 
own busy little puds from the dirt and mischief in which they 
hourly revelled. Here Willie advanced almost noiselessly into 
the room. 

"Go to sleep. Pearl," said he, " and that will make your 
liead well. Come, Perduta, and take a turn with me in the 
garden. The dew is heavy, so you must get your shawl, and I 
will show you * Orion's belt ' and * Cor Caroli,' that little con- 
stellation we missed the other night ! " 

"Very well, Mr. Renfrewshire, I will come. Good night, 
Motee ! " 

" Good night both, and send me my mumsey," cried the little 
voice from the bed. 

" I will, dear, when she comes back ; in the meantime try to 
sleep ! " 

Saying which Perduta ran like a sylph down the passages and 
up the curious little steps, till she arrived at her own room (which 
used to be Miss Radclyffe's), and, seizing up a white WTap that 
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was lying across a chair, she made her way to rejoin Willie in 
the dimly-lighted old oak hall. 

" I wonder if the poor ghostly Alianor is abroad to night ? " 
she whispered mysteriously, '' and stooping about for her missing 
pearl. I am afraid she will find the floor bees'-waxy and rather 
slippery. I do, and nearly fell against that man in armour, 
before I caught sight of you, Mr. Renfrewshire!" and she 
turned with a slight shiver, as of fear, to her companion. 

" What if the Lady Alianor should revisit the scene of her 
mundane woes," quoth Renfrewshire lightly ; " you need to be 
afraid of no ghosts when you are with me, need you ? " 

" Why not ? " she asked, with pretty indifference ; but even in 
the starlight her delicate cheek became flame-colour, and her 
small hands trembled, ever so significantly, as she folded the 
shawl across her muslin-outlined breast. 

They walked in silence for some minutes, following each other 
down narrow, undulating paths, through the roseries, to a lower 
terrace, which was rendered deliciously sweet with the perfume 
of mignonette, stock, and summer's latest roses. It was a 
beauteous sheltered shrubbery ; had a privet hedge on one side 
and a wooded lawn on the other. Perduta was the first to 
break the silence of their ramble. 

" Pray how much further do you propose to go ? " asked she, 
saucily. " Are we to star-gaze all night ? For such is evidently 
your programme ; or, more likely, you have forgotten where to 
find the constellation, and this meandering is a ruse to divert 
my attention. Now, if Lord de Mowbray had been here, he 
would be sure to know it at once ! " 

" Perduta, do not be frivolous ! You are always frivolous 
with me I And I am sure I cannot think what Lord de Mow- 
bray knows over and above myself about astronomy; yet 
you seem to take a particular interest in all his inventions 
regarding the planets. And, moreover, you are meekly sub- 
mitting to his instructions in riding, and refused to be taught by 
me when I offered to give you lessons last summer ! " 

" Well, you see, he is so competent ! " she replied, with a 
silvery laugh. " And then he is so handsome ! — do you not think 
so ? " (He could not see, by that dubious light, the mischievous 
twitching of the ripe, rosy mouth, nor the arch twinkle in her 
wondrously blue eyes, as she said this.) 

" I do not know if he is handsome ! " said Willie, coldly and 
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curtly, " for I make my study of the fairer sex, not men, as a 
rule ! " 

" Indeed ! And where is this constellation, pray ? " asked 
she, exactingly, and coming to a standstill straight in front of 
him. 

" Hang me if I can find it to-night ! I^ok ! there it is ! " 
pomting one way. 

" Where ? " questioned she, glancing in another direction, and 
raising her head to the beaming sky. 

By the time they had mistaken each other's signals, and 
groped about with their eyes above them and their feet nowhere 
in particular, it came to pass that Perduta, in the enthusiasm of 
the moment, made a step backwards, and landed her dainty feet 
on Willie's toes, which embarrassing position was even more 
than he could stand, so he stretched out both his arms to prevent 
her falling, and clasped her firmly in them as well. 

" Oh, my darling ! " he whispered in a frenzy of happiness. 
She had neither the power to scream nor move, and did not 
seem to wish to do either, — only lay there all softly, a bud of 
driven snow, his Lily of the Annunciation, drooping lower and 
lower, her pale, glorious head penetrated with the fervour of his 
• joy? and echoing his every heart-beat ; and he told her the tale 
of his deep, close, never-failing, never-satisfying love ! Then 
he took her golden head between his palms, raised the truthful 
violet eyes to his, by kissing their pearly lids, and said, plead- 
ingly,— 

" And why have I been all this time in finding out, Perduta, 
that you liked me a little ? " 

" A little ! Oh, Willie Renfrewshire, I love you very, very 
much ! " said she, with simple earnestness. 

" Well, let us sit down in that bower of the honeysuckle and 
eglantine, and you can tell me all about it ! " 

But Willie, half afraid that this evening gleam of gladness 
might prove a myth, or the slender substance of the lovely girl 
relapse into a dim, relentless shadow, kept his arm wound 
tightly round her supple ''^little waist. Thus he led her to the 
rustic seat, and, placing himself beside her, said, — 

" And now, my sweet one, let me know when, and where you 
first felt what it was to love me ! I have cared for you from 
that moment when, sick, and mute, and helpless, I saw you 
standing in my poor father's study ! " 
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" And I, too, have loved you since those very days ! " she 
answered eagerly. 

" But why have you kept your secret so cleverly, my 
Perduta ? Good heavens ! it was by the veriest accident 
that I have found it out ! Had not your darling foot pressed 
mine, I might never have fathomed the enchanting mystery, or 
summoned courage to run the risk of a refusal at your hands. 
How cruel, and how cold you have been to me, my child I " he 
added, reproachfully. 

" Oh, Willie, you will not say so when you know of the bitter, 
unkind things Mrs. Neale kept on sa)dng to me, about setting 
my cap at you, as soon as I recovered my reason and got that 
legacy, you know. Before that, although I loved you, I was too 
ill to divine exactly what it meant. Only it used to make me 
very^ very happy when you came to see me in my pretty boudoir 
at * Oaklands,' and read me that delightful poetry, or brought 
me blue and white bouquets for my altar ! " 

" How you must have suffered through that wretched aunt of 
mine, Perduta ; it makes me angry even to think of it ! " And 
he laid his lips against her own very^ very tenderly. 

" How nice kissing is ! " she cried, with innocent enthusiasm ; 
" I could really kiss for ever, couldn't you ? " 

" Certainly, ma belle I " 

" Let me see ; — no man but papa has ever given me a kiss, 
except the dear old Professor ; but then their kisses were quite 
different. I wonder why ? — Who taught you to kiss ? " she asked 
abruptly, looking with lovely, serious eyes at him. 

" You, Perduta l^you alone have taught me all I shall ever 
care to cull of honey from the lips of woman ! " 

(What about Lady Marguerite de Mowbray, by the bye ? 
Tchel ! she was only a child !) 

" And oh, dear me ! do you intend to marry me — make me 
your own little wife, I mean ? You have kissed me, and mother 
says that is a symbol of the heart's marriage ! " 

" What a quaint little pet it is ! " murmured he softly. " Oh, 
heavens ! I feel as if this happiness was too divine, too realistic 
for a miserable wretch like me, and you too ethereal a creation 
to call my very own ! Let me kiss you all over again, that I may 
drink a few more drops of sweetness from the pure lips which 
are my paradise ! " and he pressed one kiss after another upon 
the velvet pouting mouth. 
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" Willie, you are so good," she said at length, " and so un- 
selfish too-— devoting all your life and highest gifts of genius for 
the benefit of others. To me a physician's is a noble calling ; 
and I shall always be ambitious for you, darling — encouraging 
you to study more and more the interests of those poor beings 
whose lives are colourless. Let us hope that their souls — I mean 
the sentient part of their being — are already in heaven ! Though 
perhaps you will think this a far-fetched idea of mine, I shall 
never forget that I have been one of them, and how kind you 
were to me in my hours of nonentity ! " 

" Ah, many is the heart-pang you have cost me, Perduta — my 
fair pink Amaryllis ! " 

" Yes, and numerous the tears I shed over the books you gave 
me ; but after what Mrs. Neale said I was afraid even to set my 
foot in ' Oaklands ; ' and then I imagined at one time you were 
attached to Lady Vixen Armytage, and cried myself quite ill 
in secret. That was when you kept wondering what could be 
the matter with me, and ordered me down to Brighton." 

" Well, now, to think of all that, my dearest dear ! — ^and the 
misery I have ever so remotely caused you to suffer, who 
would willingly have laid down my life for your sake. But 
it is all over now ; and we will make up for past sorrow by a 
long and cloudless future. And so you approve of kissing, do 
you ? " 

" Oh, so much ! " she whispered. 
" And I shall want to marry you to-morrow ! " 
'' Please, not quite so soon as that !" said she ingenuously. 
'^ Well, I suppose I must ask Sir Henry and Lady RadclyfTe 
if they see it in the same light as we do." 

" Oh yes, I am sure they both like you, and papa cannot refuse 
me the desire of my heart 1 " 

'^I should imagine no one could refuse you anything, my 
beautiful pet ! " he responded eagerly. 

*' Oh, Willie, how delicious it is out here to-night !— The stars 
shine serene and holy ! — and then that Amaryllis yonder, and 
those white lilies of Our Lady, with their glorious crowned heads, 
seen) to be hearing and blessing us, as we sit near them in our 
perfect, perfect bliss ! " 

And then it struck them somewhat suddenly that it must be 
getting very late, and they rose to walk back to the house in the 
tranquil sheen of their new dream of passion. White lilies, lilies 
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pink and golden, saw a tale told without words as those two 
parted for the night But their secret was a sacred one, and 
the dew-steeped buds around them would surely keep &ith with 
their silver sisters, those stars in heaven I 



CHAPTER XL. 

'' Oh ! might I drain for thee this bitter bowl, 
Or take one torment from thy parting soul I 

But I must watch thy failing, fevered breath, 
And on this bosom nurse thee into death ; 
Must mark thy sinking heart and closing eye — 
A pang more cruel than death's agony ! 

Hagar in the Wildemess. 

Next morning little Motee woke up in high fever, and after 
twenty-fotu: hours' steady watchfulness, Willie pronounced it to be 
of a typhoid form. It was piteous to behold that lovely child- 
face literally scarlet with a hot angry flush — ^the little limbs 
quivering with terrible excitement — the large blue-grey eyes lurid 
with a straining, far-off look into empty space ; the lips muttering 
in wandering monosyllables to keep pace with the busy mind, 
now treading in imagination the amaranthine meads of Paradise, 
anon, shivering mid the unfathomed darkness of a world where 
the shadows deepened, and through which, with stately footfalls, 
stalked the hideous form of Death, no longer disguised as an 
angel of light to the little wondering, waiting child, but clothed 
in the blackness of midnight like a flend ! Then came screams 
— ^heart-rendings of delirium — and a cruel, unrecognizing stare, 
straight into her mother's face, whose eyes could scarcely see 
her own offspring for bitter, blinding tears. Days passed, and 
Renfrewshire feared the weak but elastic frame must inevitably 
succumb beneath the iron grappling of the fever-chain, and that 
the little one would never have physical strength wherewith to 
survive the tedium of the long postponed crisis. It was his 
duty. He must prepare the mother for the worst Night and 
day Eustace had watched alternately with himself and Queenie 
beside the tiny troubled frame, almost hearing the rapid beats of 
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that baby pulse. The twenty-first day of her illness dawned, and 
her breath grew faster, more laboured, but feebler every hour. 

"0, God ! will she die ? — ^will my child die ? " asked Regina, 
in a whisper of intensest poignancy. 

"I cannot tell — she is getting weaker," said Renfrewshire, 
with grave emphasis. 

Midnight came, the lights were flickering in their sockets, 

and the dying lamp remained untrimmed, for Queenie had 

sunk senseless on the ground, and no hireling had been 

allowed to enter that solemn chamber, sacred to a mother's 

woe. Eustace had not time to think even of Queenie, for the 

little fingers had closed tightly with that supernatural clenching 

children assume who are dying. Willie was pressing stimulant 

down the closing lips by means of a quill, and kept wiping the 

heavy, clammy sweat-drops from the anguished brow. Neither 

of those two men dared to speak. It was an awful moment 

of torturing expectation, and the tall, swart angel, Azrael, was 

standing in the doorway, envious of the bright and stainless 

blossom, man was doing his utmost to wrest from his usurping 

grasp. 

At last the exhausted child relapsed into unconsciousness, the 
fever had completely spent itself, but the end was evidently near 
at hand. AVillie motioned to Eustace not to quit the bedside, 
though the small fingers had by this time relaxed their hold, and 
the child-face looked ashen-hued and bloodless. Every instant 
they thought to see her soul pass away from her body — perchance 
in a feeble sigh ! And so they waited and waited, forgetting 
Queenie stilL 

" It is come ! " whispered Willie ; for he felt the head sinking 
back from his hold — no, not yet — she lived. A distant clock 
chimed out the half-hour in the dead stillness of that noon of 
night. Willie bent over her to hear if the end had indeed come. 
No, she lived — and now of a very sudden had sunk into a peace- 
ful, heavenly sleep — the harbinger of life — not death, thank God ! 
Presently her breath seemed to resuscitate itself, in low, monoto- 
nous cadence. Yes, the crisis was past, and with the utmost 
vigilance, and food still administered at frequent intervals by 
means of a quill, they might after all be able to save her. Mean- 
while Renfrewshire pointed silently and significantly to Regina, 
and Eustace crossed over to where she lay. Once before it had 
fallen to his painful task to awaken Queenie from a dead faint 

z 2 
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on the morning of her father's fatal murder. He remembered 
it all too well. Once again the tones of that dear voice, and the 
support of that strong arm, brought Regina back to a bitter sense 
of her misery. 

" No, no, Eustace," she moaned in feeble remonstrance, '' let 
me die ! — leave me quite alone, and let me die ! " 

" I cannot, and will not ! Here, come with me, Queenie \ I think 
your child may yet be spared to you. Come," — and he led, or 
rather half-carried her, from the room. 

Meanwhile there beamed a smile so fixed, so holy, firom that 
sleeping infant's brow ! 

Azrael only gazed, and left it there. He dared not steal the 

signet ring of heaven ! 

• ••••• 

Yes, Regina's yearning sighs and tearful prayers were answered 
— the little darling of her life recovered ; but, oh ! how slowly, and 
only by reason of the prompt skill of Willie, and the unceasing 
attentiveness of Eustace and herself; but her strength, too, began 
to fail, and a few days after the crisis, Queenie actually found 
herself too completely prostrated to undergo the fatigue of 
dressing, and Willie ordered her peremptorily back to bed. 
Strange to say. Sir Henry had been telegraphed for to go to 
Aldershot about some regimental affairs the very morning that 
Motee was taken ill, and had not yet returned ; but he received 
daily bulletins, and likewise posted a few lines every day to 
Regina of manly and loving sympathy. She was at first too 
preoccupied with deep anxiety to even read or understand them, 
but now, in the quiet reaction of her own chamber, she took the 
opportunity of scanning these missives one by one, and shedding 
floods of tears upon them ; feeble, helpless, sorrowing tears they 
were, over the love that had been given absolutely like bread 
cast upon the waters after many days ! With regard to Eustace — 
it was a dreadful thought — ^but even now his image would force 
itself between her and the pictured wall of her sick room ! And 
she shut her eyes to dismiss it with a hollow groan. 

At this stage of Motee's convalescence Willie, who would on 
no account allow the delicate Perduta to hover about the 
presence of the fevered child, sanctioned her assuming Regina's 
place beside the dear little invalid^s bed. Eustace, men- 
tally and physically worn out with weary watching and the 
gnawing of a secret suffering, wandered restlessly about the 
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grounds, longing for Regina's presence, or, leaden-eyed, sank 
back into a heavy sleep, and dreamed about his hopeless love 
and the golden days of their first meeting ! Willie Renfrewshire 
was now able to r^ize and revel in a blissful Eden, exchanging 
loving, longing glances across the little bed, or whispering words 
of delicious import into the listening ears of his newly-appro- 
priated Eve. After a week Regina was able to be about again, 
though her cough had returned, owing to an autumn change in the 
weather. " It is only a cold,'* she would say plaintively, when 
Eustace implored her with eager anxiety to confide to him all 
her symptoms, taking her with lover-like solicitude to have a 
slow promenade in the noontide shelter of the garden terrace, 
she leaning her entire weight on his protecting arm ; for, alas ! by 
herself she was at present unable to walk more than a short 
distance. 

" I shall soon get strong again, when I have recovered from all 
that anxiety about dear wee Pearl ! " 

'' Heaven grant it, my lost and precious love ! the time is 
growing short now ; my leave will have expired, and I must join 
tny regiment at Hounslow in October. It seems to me a meagre 
and a maudlin life I now lead, so I shall throw myself heart and 
soul into soldier duties when I return, and try to forget what 
might have been ! " 

"Just so," she echoed faintly. "And Henry writes that he 
cannot come back till the General's autumn manoeuvres are over ; 
he also says there is a chance of his immediate promotion. 
Lord George told him he heard a rumour about it at the Duke's 
levke last week. But I am sure Henry will feel sorry to forsake 
the regiment he has served in so many years ! " 

" No doubt," remarked Eustace ; " still he will not have long 
to wait for a command, depend upon it ; and I am only too 
glad to congratulate such a good fellow as your husband on the 
recognition of services, not always rewarded betimes at the War 
Office. Sir Henry is not only a disciplinarian among soldiers, 
but a far-seeing and liberal-minded man. It is a pity he does 
not sell out and take to politics and the representation of his 
borough." 

" That is not probable, for Henry is so wedded to a 
military life," responded Regina; "but you are always so 
thoroughly manlike and generous in your estimate of his cha- 
racter. I only wish I were more worthy of the love he lavishes 
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upon me. Now let us go in ; I want to see if I can tempt 
Motee with these grapes;" for they had been taking a turn 
round the splendid vineries of RadclyfTe Towers, in conclusion 
of their walk. They went straight up to the nursery on re- 
entering the house. 

" You see, darling," Willie had just been saying, " I have never 
had an opportunity, owing to this little one's illness, of broaching a 
word to either Sir Henry or Lady Radclyffe, but leave me alone 
for speaking now the diild is so much better. Indeed, if you 
promise me faithfully you won't go flirting, or receiving any more 
instructions on any subject whatever from Lord de Mowbray, 
why, I will sound your mother this very afternoon ! " 

" Flirting indeed ! " said Perduta with upturned lip, " it is my 
firm opinion that Eustace de Mowbray has had some hopeless 
love, or bitter disappointment in life — very likely on account of 
his cousin. Lady Vixen Arm3rtage, for I do not think he cares 
few: young girls like me at all ! " 

" Well, don't try to teach him, then," added Willie dubiously, 
eyeing his heart's treasure with jealous pride. 

" I shall decide about that for myself," she answered with pert 
precision. " Here they come up the terrace, and into the hall, 
mamma and Lord de Mowbray. • How dreadfully weak mother has 
really become ! " 

" Yes, she will have to take care of herself this winter !" said 
Willie, with some seriousness. 

" Nothing dangerous the matter ? " interrogated Perduta ear- 
nestly. 

" No, no, dearest ! " Willie had all the instinctive reticence of 
his vocation, and would have kept his artikres penshes, even if he 
had any, from this new plaything of his life. Besides, Queenie's 
state was far from causing any immediate apprehension, and 
doctors' nerves are, as a general rule, unsusceptible ; they seldom 
anticipate an evil day except on their own account, when a 
too intimate knowledge of the fearful and fragile machinery of 
the human frame is apt to make them fitfully anxious over their 
finger-aches ! Willie, though he had never personally experi- 
enced pain, was no exception to this professional peculiarity ! 

" Mumsey," cried little Pearl, her sweet eyes (Sir Henry's 
very shade) brightening vividly as they rested on the idolized form 
of her mother, — " Mumsey, Willie " (she invariably called Dr. 
Renfrewshire by his Christian name— all children loved him), — 



The Shackles of an Old Lave. 343 

^' Willie has just now been kissin' Doota (Perduta, she meant) ; 
and, mumsey, they both said ' it was very nice ! ' " 

Eustace and Regina simultaneously exchanged glances, and 
smiled definitely; whereas the faces of Willie and Perduta were 
a sight to see. Renfrewshire, for the first, and only time in his 
whole life, actually blushed. And Perduta was some seconds 
recovering the power of speech after 'this startling disclosure 
on the part of the simple child, who kept laughing softly to her- 
self at originating what seemed, in her mumse/s eyes, so good a 
joke. At last Perduta spoke up bravely and to the point. 

" It is quite true, mother 1 Dr. Renfrewshire does like kissing 
me, because he is in love with me, and wants me to marry him. 
He is going to tell you all about it, when you have time to 
listen ! " 

" Well, now, you're a nice sly kind of a fellow," said Eustace 
playfiilly, " to get round the soft side of a dear pretty little girl, 
I do declare ! Here have I been hoping against hope ever so 
long." 

" No, no, you haven't," said the candid Murielle, Willie being 
still speechless with confusion; "you will never care for any 
woman again, for your heart is buried in * a grave,' as that dear, 
clever Lord Lytton would express it 1 " 

"Hush, Perduta !" said Regina gently; "you are perhaps tread- 
ing on holy ground in alluding to Lord de Mowbray's sentiments 
on such a subject." 

" No, no, she is only speaking the miserable truth," said Eus- 
tace, with a heavy sigh, and a meaning look at herself. 

Here Willie had recovered sufficiently to take up his parable 
on behalf of Perduta, and their mutual wishes regarding the 
matrimonial question. 

" Lady Radclyffe, I hope you will forgive us for having found, 
out that we loved each other ; but this naughty baby's illness," he 
added (smiling amiably on the child), " has prevented my being 
able to mention the fact before." 

I am glad to learn your secret," rejoined Regina gracefully, 
and congratulate you on your happy choice. Perduta is a dear, 
good girl, and very worthy of you, as I am sure you are of her. 
Am I to break the truth to Sir Henry, or will you wait and tell 
him yourselves when he returns? " 

" If you please, mother," said Perduta ; " I myself would like 
to be the first to tell him. If he does not come home soon I 
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will write and ask him to let me go on loving Willie ; and he is 
too indulgent a parent to deny my request and let me die of a 
broken heart, as I certainly should if he did not approve of Willie 
marrying me ! " 

" Well, you have quite made up your mind on that point," said 
Eustace laughingly, and enjoying Willie's honest dismay during 
the whole of this graphic little dhwuemmt of his love passages. 

Then Motee devoured the grapes gladly, and clung to her 
gentle mother with loving eagerness, as little children are ever 
wont to do, it being the sweetest and most sacred relationship 
upon God's earth. The nest-bird finds only grains of plenty 
when from its mother's beak it feeds, and only loving encourage- 
ment when her never-failing patience teaches the little fledgling 
how to fly. But when, full plumaged, it soars alone, or hovers 
about the arid, parched-up fields seeking for food, and finding 
none, how plaintively it chirrups for the mother-bird, who can no 
longer respond to those familiar notes, for the keen sportsman 
has already claimed her as his prey ! In like manner the tender 
rosebud drinks the liquid dew of morning, but tastes not the 
untimely blight that saps away the damask heart of its mother 
rose. So Pearl nestled fearlessly in the arms of an earthly mother, 
hoping all things, suflering nothing, and saved from those cold 
and cruel kisses of the black-winged seraph Death ! 



CHAPTER XLI. 

" Love is a familiar, love is a devil : 
There is no evil angel but love ! " 

Lovers Labout^s Lost, 

" Lady Vixen sends you her love, Eustace," said Regina, 
looking up from a letter she was reading at the breakfast-table 
one morning. " She considers Lady Marguerite prettier than 
ever, and says the Spanish husband is also improved in person, 
and most devoted. She mentions, too, that Lord and Lady Bray- 
viUe have returned to Ireland." 

" Hint for me," said Eustace, " to keep clear of my paternal 
acres till that woman has decamped again, for she is far too rest- 
less to remain long in one place." 
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" It is a nuisance !" cried Willie. " I have a letter necessitating 
my departure for London before next Sunday, for my locum tenms 
at 'Oaklands' has lost a brother, and wishes to attend his funeral 
in a distant county/' (Here he looked very black at the prospect 
of so soon leaving Perduta.) *' Besides, my aunt has been putting 
her foot in it with some dividends of Neila's, so I have no alter- 
native but to resign myself to a ' separation from my bona Dea 
here," said he, smiling across the table at Murielle, who remarked, 
dpr^s of a whisper she had heard from Eustace, about Willie's 
former admiration for Marguerite de Mowbray, — 

" And just take care you do not pay any attention to Dona 
Guzman de Navarra, or I shall call you to account pretty freely 1" 

" Very handsome piquante young woman ! " said Willie mis- 
chievously, " a head and shoulders taller than you are." 

" Indeed, then, you had better tell her at once that you prefer 
little women now-a-days," proclaimed Perduta dictatorially. 

"What shall we do to-day?" asked Regina. " It is a beauti- 
ful morning, quite like summer again, and I feel so much better ; 
it would be very nice to drive to the other side of Teignmouth, 
and beyond the archery ground. There is a ruined mill, and a 
lovely view of the river Dart about a mile further up as the crow 
flies. Warren and Neila drove there with me the day you went to 
Tiverton, you recollect, Eustace, to try that charger for Henry? " 

'* Oh yes. I remember the place you mean, though," said 
Eustace, '' and think the little change will do you good. So I 
vote we start shortly. 

" Oh, how charming ! " exclaimed Murielle; " but are you cer- 
tain it will not be too far for you, mother dear?" she added 
thoughtfully. 

" Oh no, not at all; I shall enjoy it so much !" rejoined Regina. 

Accordingly they got a picnic hamper ready, and Motee and 
her nurse were to accompany them as far as the wood above 
mentioned, the little, one promising to be good all day if her 
mumsey brought her back something, thinking that toy-shops 
existed ever3rwhere. 

So Eustace proposed that he should ride on horseback, meet- 
ing the others beyond Teignmouth, and smooth away this small 
difficulty by buying some plaything for Motee, or a doll, while 
passing through the High Street. 

" Just like Eustace, to remember the child," said Regina grate- 
fuUy. 
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The early Autumn sunshine dazzled about the green, brown, 
and yellow leaves of the Larch Avenue, and the air was balmy as 
that of an Italian summer, as they drove to where the wood was 
waning into copper colour, and there Eustace joined them. 
Then the entire party alighted in order to cross some stiles, and 
proceed on foot through the fern-strewn paths and bracken wilder- 
ness to the ruined mill, which Willie proposed to himself to 
sketch. Shortly they partook of luncheon under the shadow of 
the water-wheel, encountering the usual picnicking difficulties of 
finding a smooth enough spot whereon to deposit the plates; 
then discovering the mustard submerged into the grouse-pie, and 
the chicken Mayonnaise into the custard-pudding ; but these were 
not appalling contretemps^ and only created merriment, and Willie 
especially was in exuberant spirits. They were surrounded by 
the wildest possible glimpses of scenery, there were numerous 
rocks, breaking miniature waterfalls, and Nature was granting a 
momentary respite to wood and dell, and foxgloved interstice, ere 
casting her bleak mantle around them, and banishing the sun's 
golden presence for a season, from her best loved nooks and 
crannies. 

When lunch was over, Eustace suggested that he and Regina 
should leave the lovers to their sketching and other sweet devices, 
and that Regina should do as she and Neila had done on a for- 
mer occasion, namely, take a rest in the old wife's one easy-chair 
and stool of penance (choosing the latter for himself as a matter of 
course), in a cottage not many yards off, where a worthy couple 
lodged, who took care of the grounds about, for they were private 
property. 

" Very well," acquiesced Regina ; " I dare say Dr. Renfrew- 
shire will not think me rude for leaving Murielie in his keeping a 
very little while." 

" Only too thankful when the blessed day arrives which will 
consign her to my care for life ! " replied he gallantly, placing his 
arm protectingly round Perduta's waist, for she was mounted on 
a moss-grown stone, and he, too, perched somewhat precariously 
beside her ; jumping from rock to rock being their pastime of the 
moment 

" If Murielie tumbles in, remember I do not know where we 
shall get her any dry clothes," said Regina, wamingly ; " unless she 
goes home in the old woman's Sunday best ones." 

" Oh, I will look out that she doesn't come to grief, Lady Rad- 
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clyffe," laughed Willie, who appeared very bright and handsome, 
now that his love affairs were progressing satisfactorily. 

Perduta had written to Sir Henry, who had sanctioned their 
engagement, but stipulated that the marriage should not take 
place for one year. He took the trouble to write a complimentary 
letter to the rising young physician, and expressed himself satisfied 
to think his delicate daughter's future fate should be remitted to 
such guardianship as his. 

So Perduta and Willie pursued their rugged but enjoyable 
diversion, and Eustace with Regina walked slowly towards the 
cottage, he interrogating the goodwife, if Lady Radclyffe could 
rest for a short time in her neatly-kept little parlour. 

" Ay, that she can, your lordship's honour ! " was the reply, 
as she dropt a low curtsey to her distinguished guests ; " and it 
seems only yesterday, though ifs full twenty year come Christ- 
mas that Master Vivyan used to come fishing to these parts, and 
bring the young Lady Radclyffe along with him. Ah 1 " sighed 
the loquacious old gi-andame, unconsciously airing a painful 
theme (it was a good thing Sir Henry was not present to hear 
her), " she died soon after, poor dear lady, when that sprightly 
girlie yonder came to the birth. The funeral was a grand one, but 
Miss Radclyffe was a proud, cold dame, and would not follow her to 
the grave, and Master Vivyan too cut up to go, for they do say 
he loved her a little too well, and Sir Henry's grief had clean 
drove him across the seas to foreign parts. Ay, ay; Nurse 
Manningtree used to come and see me with my youngest bom, 
and tell me all about the family up at the Towers. To be sure, 
now, my own babe is in heaven, along with that angel-faced 
Lady Radclyffe ! Oh yes, your honours, pray come into my 
humble home, and make use of my homely best ; and your lady- 
ship's own face is marked for a better country, if I'm not much 
mistaken," added this weird old prophetess, on the Job's com- 
forter principle, winding up her prognostications with a knowing 
shake of her already palsied head. 

" Pray do not talk in such a way, you wretched woman ! " said 
Eustace, angrily, and he was proceeding to bestow a further piece 
ot his mind on the talkative peasant, when Regina herself very 
gently interposed, — 

" Do not mind her, Eustace, she is not accustomed to seeing 
delicate complexions, and fancies we must be dying if we are not 
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apple-cheeked and rubicund, like the more favoured wenches of 
her race and clime." 

"Yes, that is it, your lordship's honour," quoth the shrewd 
old beldame, quite comprehending the character of the speecli Lady 
Radclyffe was vouchsafing on her behalf, though its diction was 
beyond her. " An' here's a room, as clean and sweet as any folks 
may care to sit in, though I says it as shouldn't ; and you are as 
welcome, your worships, as the flowers in May ; and if I may 
make bold to ask your ladyship to taste my elderberry wine, it 
would do you good, I warrant" 

And right glad was Regina to sink down into a moderately 
comfortable settle, and take advantage, though summer was 
scarcely over, of a bonny wood-fire which the old housewife 
kindled in the warmth of her feelings ; then saying she must go 
back to see after her good man's dinner, she left them to their 
mutual society, and somewhat troubled thoughts. 

Regina was tired and pensive, Eustace restless, excited, and 
gloomy in his mood, as he lounged across the narrow window- 
seat, looking abstractedly at the picturesque landscape of mea- 
dow-bank and narrow, trickling streamlet, watching the smoke 
curling, spiral-fashion, from the one chimney of the cottage 
gable. 

" I declare," cried he, after a while, " the poor peasantry are to 
be greatly envied, for they enjoy a Rousseau's dream of felicity, 
which has been denied to you and me. Instead of being able 
to wean myself more and more away from your fatal presence, 
it seems as if your very weakness appeals to me more promptly 
than the strength of your glorious girlhood did. Your beau^ is 
not the same, my darling, but it is dearer to me ! Pity me, 
Queenie ! I am so very miserable ! " 

" I do pity you," she said, sadly enough ; " and if it pleases the 
Almighty to curtail my span of life, I am sure you will see that 
Henry is kind to my little girL His non-appreciation of her is a 
bitterness unspeakable to me," she murmured, with a few tear- 
drops gathering in her lids, but not falling ; for Eustace said to her, 
cheeringly, — 

" Nonsense, Regina, do not nurse any such morbid apprehen- 
sions ; it is only your great anxiety about the child that has over- 
taxed your strength a bit" 

" Oh yes, that must be it," she said, and smiled ; but she 
never told him, nor any one else, that when she coughed, a few 
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days since, the handkerchief she placed to her lips was faintly 
streaked with blood. 

" Regina, I have made up my mind to one thing, that I must 
never come near you gain— pay no more visits to Radclyife 
Towers, I mean — for it is such hard lines to live in the heaven of 
your immediate presence, and restrain the awful passion of love 
that is wearing my very soul away ! My heart is sick with 
languishing for you, my own bride that ought to be ! " 

" Oh, £ustace ! '^ and the blood sprang to her face, but left 
her paler than before, as she sank back in her chair, for the 
moment giddy and faint, with closed eyelids ; when she opened 
them again he was standing by her side, his own eyes fixing her 
with intentest, wildest, and most impassioned pleading. 

His voice, too, the only one in life so dear to Queenie, like 
the music of that rebel Ghebre*s voice was to Al-Hassan*s erring 
daughter, '^ so kind, so soft, so eloquent" Yes, here he was, quite 
close to her, and whispering, with such tender pathos, into her 
ear, only one word— her name — " Regina ! " 

Once, twice, thrice he repeated it — "Regina!" his danger- 
sweet presence all too near, his ardent breath upon her cheek ! 

" Oh, my lost love ! " she echoed, in a grave, mysterious 
melody, meeting for one rapturous moment the liquid, melting 
brown of those beautiful eyes, whose language was that of a great, 
glowing, and resistless tenderness. 

And they sat there, hand clasped in hand, silent, a-hungered, 
yearning to glean in one full sheaf the scattered hopes of years, 
each penetrated with a new-bom anguish, half-crushing, half- 
sublime ; thinking, dreaming, gazing, speaking never a word I 

At last he broke the spell. 

" I shall go mad ! " he muttered, quite brusquely and hoarsely, 
almost frightening, and wholly mesmerizing her with the deep, 
earnest vortex of his now uncontrollable passion. 

One instant more, and before she could save herself, Eustace 
had passed his arm round her passive waist, and their lips met in 
one long, ecstatic, eager, devouring, all-oblivious kiss ! 

It was Paradise ! — nay, it was Purgatory, almost martyrdom, to 
them both, and yet, — 

" Oh, happy hush of heart to heart ! 

Oh, moment molten through with bliss ! 
Oh love— delaying^ long to part, 
That first, last, individual kiss 1 " 
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It was — I mean, it could be — ^but a dream. Oh, the anguish of 
the waking! Regina, from foot to forehead crimson with a 
sense of guilt, only now revealed in its plain, unmitigated meaning 
to her whose thoughts had hitherto shrunk from anything that 
was not pure ! Too physically weak to thrust him from her, she 
could only relieve her bursting heart in sobs of despairing grief. 

" Eustace ! " and she buried her face in her hands, and his head 
sank down upon her knees, in an abandonment of deepest 
remorse, though the hot glow of his burning passion still fired 
his cheek, and lit up his manly features with a fervour half sub* 
lime, a dignified grandeur, like some knight of Saracenic days, 
whose fes^ul, irrevocable fate had been newly sealed by the 
Spirit, Vampire, Nymph, or Dryad for whose unlawful sake he 
had forgotten his vows, loving her with " the love that was to be 
his doom !" 

" Eustace I" once more Regina spoke, and her every tone was 
tearful, " we must part, never to meet on God's earth again ! " 

" Yes," and his manner was gravely deferential, " it has come 
to that, I fear; oh, do forgive me !" 

" Forgive me, rather," said she, despondingly, almost dreamily ; 
** I have forfeited my peace of mind for ever." 

'' No, no, do not view matters in such a remorseless light as 
that, or my heart will break, Regina 1" 

" Alas ! Eustace, I see it all now, and what a guilty, unwifely 
wretch I have been ; and yet I have prayed and struggled hard 
to love my husband, and do my duty towards him. God alone 
knows all my sufferings, and how I have implored Him, on my 
bended knees, to take away from me the burden that was greater 
than I could bear, namely, the bitter anguish of my love for you ! 
I can and will speak out plainly for the last time — I have loved 
you, Eustace, my lost darling, as I verily believe few women know 
how to love ! There is no harm in my telling you, for you will be 
henceforth dead — ^yes, dead to me! All the time you were in 
India, not a night passed but I prayed for your safety before I 
remembered my own, and not a day dawned but I hailed it as 
bringing me nearer to meeting you again. Even Motee has been 
second dearest to me ! " She said all this in an abstracted, hope- 
less, reckless kind of way. 

" Oh ! Regina, had I guessed so much as this, I might, perhaps, 
have been able to tear myself sooner away from your presence, 
my poor love ! I have been a coward, a dastard, to linger so 
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long in the sweetness of your every smilei forgetful of the misery 
, I have caused you, dear one ! '' 
; *•' It is all over now ! " and she wept plaintively. 

! Eustace kissed away her tears, quite respectfully and passion- 

j ately, as he would those of a child, or a dead woman whom he 
had dearly loved, and who had sobbed herself into the presence 
of her Maker ! 

'^ I will offer up the remainder of my life as an oblation for us 
both/' she murmured, solemnly. 

" And I, too, shall ask God to forgive us both for loving each 
other as angels — not men and women — do ! And I hereby vow 
to reserve the consummation of our stainless spiritual love, to a 
period of existence where suffering does not penetrate and sin is 
unknown : your lips have to-day met mine for the first time, and 
they shall be the next to kiss away that first and only kiss ! " 

" Be it so ! " she echoed faintly ; " I shall be comforted to 
remember that no other woman's lips shall henceforth touch your 
own, and thus our moment of blissful forgetfulness can never be 
violated. And now, Eustace, we must be thinking about meeting 
the others. I am afraid it is getting late. Alas ! whatever shall I 
do about my tell-tale face ? " 

" Do nothing, and say nothing," said Eustace, bitterly ; " let 
them think what they like." And Eustace, ever studious of her 
slightest wishes, and anticipating all her requirements, made the 
old woman give him spring-water, and himself washed away, as 
far as he could, every trace of emotion from the face of her he 
loved so idolatrously, and tried to bury his own grief in speaking 
tender, soothing words to her; bidding her forget and forgive 
him for the sorrow he had occasioned her, and the passion of 
love he had awakened from its whilom sleep. 

"Will you remember, I could not help it?" she asked, 
eagerly, with a crimson flush upon her cheek. 

'* Why should I wish to forget it ? " answered he ; " our mar- 
riage was sealed in heaven, if not solemnized upon earth. My 
darling, you and I were ordained from all ages to love one 
another, surely ! " 

Here Willie Renfrewshire's voice resounded from the kitchen. 
Perduta had managed after all to wet her little feet, and he had 
brought her to the cottage kitchen to dry them, and at the same 
time inquire if Lady Radclyffe was sufficiently rested to prepare 
for a start homewards. 
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Meanwhile the old folks gazed with open-mouthed admiration 
at Murielle. She appeared to their simple gaze an angel-visitant 
on the bleak, cold earth, — 

" A lovely dream, a vision fair, 
Of some far off, forgotten land ; 
A white ^rl with golden hair, 
And wild flowers in her hand ! " 

Both she and Willie saw that there was a screw loose somewhere 
when Regina, who had forgotten to put on a veil that day, joined 
them with Eustace outside the cottage railing. But Perduta, in 
her ignorant girlhood, imagined her mother must have been 
talking about little Norian, or crying over the remembrance of 
Motee's nearness to death, and Renfrewshire was too gentleman- 
like to obtrude his surmises into so sacred a subject as the prob- 
able cause of such an unwonted demonstration as tears on the 
part of the generally self-possessed Lady Radclyffe. 

When they reached Radclyffe Towers, Regina very naturally 
pleaded overpowering fatigue, and retired forthwith to her room, 
where her little child was brought round to say " Good-night," 
and lionize the new toys Eustace had invested in. Next morn- 
ing there seemed nothing strange to any one in Lady Radcl3^e's 
taking her breakfast in bed, and a note in Eustace's well-known 
handwriting was laid upon the tray with her other corre- 
spondence : — 

" Regina, — I'm off, it is best ! God bless you, and spare your 
life, my poor fragile flower! I told Renfrewshure that I have 
suddenly recollected some important business to be transacted in 
London, before rejoining my regiment, so we shall travel together 
by the two o'clock train. Oh, my darling 1 try never to think 
too bitterly of me, but pray for me, and do not forget your poor 
Eustace entirely, whose only gladness and greatest grief has been 
his hopeless love for you ! Use your own judgment, but I think 
I should tell Sir Henry, if I were you, darling. Tell him every- 
thing, from beginning to end ! He cannot be angry with us, for 
we have struggled hard and earnestly with fate, and are now 
mutually flying from any further occasions of temptation. It is 
for your sake alone that I urge you to make this confidence ; for 
I know your husband is good, and strong, and noble. Being some 
years older than either you or me, he can and will help and com- 
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fort you in every way, and perhaps win your crown of love into a 
stiller, purer flame towards himself ! Good-bye, Regina ! 

" Your own Eustace." 



CHAPTER XLII. 

" In the gloaming, oh, my darling ! 
When the lights are soft and low, 
And the quiet shadows falling, 
Softly come and softly go ; — 

** When the winds are sobbing faintly, 
With a gentle, unknown woe ; 
Will you think of me, and love me, 
As you once did, long ago ? " 

In the Gloaming, 

In a few days Sir Henry returned to Radclyffe Towers — as he 
had already prophesied — a General ! His promotion entailed his 
leaving the 8th Dragoon Guards ; and though he had been by 
a few insubordinate spirits considered a martinet, nevertheless it 
was with regret that his brother officers parted with so thorough- 
going a soldier as their late Colonel. Regina put off from day 
to day the, to her, most painful task of revealing to her husband 
how madly she had all along loved the one man of all others he 
had singled out as his bosom friend. 

There were wars and rumours of war permeating the mercan« 
tile ports of Europe, the semi-conquered tributaries of Africa 
and the Indies ; and though, as a general rule, 

** The jingling of the guinea heals the hurt that honour feels," 

it was deemed, on this occasion, necessary to come to no terms 
without administration of a thrashing first. Therefore Sir Henry, 
always ambitious and a bom belligerent, congratulated himself on 
probably obtaining a command, and proceeding on active service 
once more. 

Meanwhile the fearless, reckless, and frank-mannered Warren 
had attracted the favourable attention of a noted General during 

A A 
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his inspection of the troops quartered at Aldershot, in the course 
of the Autumn Manoeuvres ; and when orders came for the said 
General's departure to the Gold Coast, he appointed Captain 
Vansittart on his personal staflf. Great was Neila's consternation 
and grief at having to part with her husband, after a few brief 
months of married bliss. But Warren was in high spirits at the 
prospect of distinguishing himself, or even dying in his country's 
cause. Accordingly they both went to London to pass the pre- 
scribed days of Warren's stay in England, as he was to embark 
on board a West African Company's steamship at Liverpool on 
the 3rd October. Eustace had likewise received an intimation 
to hold himself in immediate readiness to join the Ashanti 
Campaign, he having put his name down as a volunteer for any 
staff employ that might be going, before he started for RadclyfTe 
Towers in August ; for, as he had expressed to Regina, this hope- 
less and enervating life of lingering about her always was 
unnatural and demoralizing to a man of his calibre, and an officer 
of his standing in the army. The news was received by Regina 
with a sickly blight at her very heart, and by Sir Henry with 
jealous disgust that he should not have part or lot in what after- 
wards turned out to be a brisk, but thankless crusade. Still he 
hoped there might be a good time coming, and his manner to 
Queenie continued bland and loving. In short, he never seemed 
happy away from her side. 

Neila was to reside in her own house at Bedford Square during 
her lord's absence ; and though she dreaded greatly her aunt's 
tyranny, that lady had considerably modified her sentiments 
towards Warren, and really cared for her niece too much to act 
as a permanent bugbear to her peace of mind, Neila being far 
too preoccupied with the near contemplation of parting with 
Warren, to anticipate what her position as a married woman 
under the same roof as Mrs. Neale might entail of disagreeable. 

Murielle was invited by Neila to make a short stay in Bedford 
Square, and thus help her friend to bear up during the first few 
days of her husband's absence. Consequently Renfrewshire had a 
chance of seeing his heaMtiful^ancee sooner than he had expected. 

Don and Dona Guzman de Navarra had left " Mon Mari " to 
return to Spain, but Eustace called there and told Vixie every- 
thing. Her poor crushed life could suffer any additional misery, 
she had thought, without another pang ; but now to part with 
Eustace under such depressing circumstances, without even a kiss 
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(those kisses were now, alas ! consecrated to another), was to her 
a hard trial And sometimes, when she laid her wearied limbs 
at night to rest, and dosed the eyes that tears had long since 
robbed of their pristine beauty, she actually wondered how she 
could have lived to endure so much for the sake of a man who 
frankly owned to caring for another woman better than herself. 

It was Warren's last night, Eustace having already sailed vi& 
Southampton for Sierra Leone> he being appointed on the 
Brigadier-General's Staff, the officer in question having been a 
school colleague and intimate friend of the present Lord 
BrajTville's. 

The parting between Eustace and Vixie had been an affecting 
one ; again and again had he pressed his suit through considera- 
tions of honour, though his heart was all the while throbbing with 
the deeper anguish of the alienation that had arisen between him 
and Regina — the grief, the guilt of realizing that they loved each 
other too well. His life had become aimless, purposeless, but duty 
led him to sacrifice that life, if necessary, without a sigh in the 
vain and inglorious warfare that lay before him. He spoke of 
falling in action with the greatest possible calmness, when Vixie, 
with blinding tears, assured him the mention of marriage between 
them was now a sin. 

" And Vixie, as I cannot endure the thought of that atrocious 
woman, Lady Brayville, inheriting from me even such a small sum 
as ;;^6oo a year (which was, curious to state, bequeathed me by a 
college chum), I have directed in the will that I am leaving 
behind at Humphrey's office, that in the event of my death this 
legacy shall revert to you. I wish it were more ! And now, my 
dear and loving little cousin, fare-thee-well ! " 

And those two parted never to meet again. 

But, as I remarked before, it was Warren's last night in Bedford 
Square, and he was doing his utmost to be cheerful and not dis- 
close to the tender-hearted Neila the terrible wrench it gave him 
to leave her thus alone in the bloom of her wifehood (their 
hone5rmoon hardly over), perhaps to meet those trustful eyes no 
more on this side the tomb. Mrs. Neale, au contraire, was in a 
state of majestic, almost cheerful, resignation to the fate that had, 
as she pretended to have foreseen, overtaken Neila as a punish- 
ment for her disregard to the wishes of Providence ; Providence, 
on this occasion, meaning herself. 

'^ I'll take great car-re of your-r wife all the same. Captain 

A A 2 
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Vansittar-rt I — see she's no wanting for goloshes or flannen petti- 
coats ; and I'm hoping that, by conquesting this naked and 
Cannibal king, who wear-rs naught but an umbrellay, they tell me, 
our-r gude Queen will insist upon coffee being a deal cheaper-r 
than it is the now. For I suppose King Coffee puts any price 
he likes on it in the meantime ! " 

After delivering herself of this erudite political preamble, Mrs. 
Neale disgorged from the inexhaustible blue bag a large-sized 
smelling-bottle, which she offered to Warren as a parting gift 

" I'm hear-ring tell the smells in that Ashanti are enough to 
knock you down, so I jest thought it might come in useful ; and 
her-re's a Bible of my grandmither-r's, with lair-rge print, and a 
Cr-ruden's Concordance. When yon King Coffee gets ceevilized 
enough to ask for a suit of clothes, he might car-re to read it. 
You can convey to him my compliments, and tell him mygrand- 
mither-r was eighty-six, and could not only mak out yonder-r 
print, but caimb her ain hair-r and brush her ain teeth till the 
last day of her life ! " 

Although Neila's heart was heavy within her, she could not 
avoid laughing at her aunt's absurd discrepancies of speech. 

And so Warren started from Liverpool, and Neila fell back 
into the old monotonous existence of Bedford Square, as if her 
elopement and the three halcyon months succeeding it was a 
sensational story she had read out of a book. 

A telegram from Radclyffe Towers summoned Murielle post 
haste to Regina's side, for her cough had become very serious ; 
and Renfrewshire, who accompanied his ladylove into Devon- 
shire, pronounced one of Lady Radclyffe's lungs slightly affected, 
and ordered her off to winter in Nice. Sir Henry's face of 
anxious inquiry quite startled Willie, who remembered the day 
the tall, pompous baronet had announced himself first of all 
in his consulting-room, and spoken of his baby-boy, his son and 
heir, as the life dearest to him in all the world. Tempera 
mutaniuTy thought he, at the same time assuring Sir Henry that 
Lady Radclyffe with great care might root out the seeds of con- 
sumption that threatened to curtail the harvest-time of her 
happiness. Eustace had gone away and made no sign. His 
soul was crushed with longing, Queenie's with remorse unutter- 
able. Weak and ailing, she felt somehow she should never live 
to see him again, even supposing he did survive the chances that 
were against him in that distant battle-field. With the lassitude 
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o f a supreme sickness, she gave herself up to sleepless nights 
and heavy, hopeless days. In the fitful sobbings of the winter 
wind she augured his doom and hers, mixing her fancies with the 
" sallow-rifted glooms " of her own disconsolate forebodings. 
But she had learned to lean upon the strong arm of Sir Henry 
with a sense of sheer protection, and a new-bom bliss akin to 
love, — that "purer, stiller flame " Eustace had precognized for her. 



CHAPTER XLIII. 

" Woe unto them ! for their day is come, the time of their visitation." 

Jeremiah^ chap. 1., v. 27. 

It may be as well to transcribe two or three of Warren's letters 
verbatim, which will enable the reader to understand how he and 
Eustace fared respectively at the Gold Coast ; — 

** Camp Abrakrampa, 
** 'jth Novembtr. 

" Dear Neila, 

" This is the first chance I have had of writing a line, as 
everything has been confusion worse confounded in the shape of 
postal opportunities, climate, marches, Fantis (our supposed allies), 
Ashantis (and their presumable attacks), food, &c. Eustace 
and I had a sausage and two biscuits by way of dinner yesterday, 
and only some raw rum to wash it down. The water here is 
simply undrinkable. I have no soap, and shall have to lard 
myself all over i la negro to counteract the inroad of a native 
army of flying bugs, and thereby fatten them off the prairie of 
my epidermis. The papers will tell you more authentic news 
than I can arrive at, although on the spot. Eustace is in com- 
mand of scouts, so I lost sight of him ; thought that he was 
killed, till he turned up all right yesterday ; but he had a narrow 
squeak for his life, as a party of the scattered camp of Aman- 
quatia (the Commander-in-Chief of the King of Ashanti's army, 
and a scoundrel of the blackest dye) were reconnoitring in the 
bush to the left of Abrakrampa ; but he managed to escape all 
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serene, though grazed by a bullet We stuck here in this 
unhealthy, marshy ground till we were quite sick, expecting the 
enemy to attack daily ; and sure enough, the day before last, we 
had a brisk action between this place and Assayboo, the enemy 
being in great force along paths newly cut by themselves; 
whereas our Houssas, and Russell's regiment lined the shelter 
trenches : pretty ticklish position for them too ! We kept on 
fighting, several forces being engaged till midnight ; after which 
a few shots only were ventured by the enemy, and returned by 
picked shots from our side. I have escaped wonderfully, but 
poor Sheridan was shot down near me. Eustace is pinned with 
fever, I hear. He is ordered to the Haunted Road, and I do 
not expect to see him again for days, as we are going to march 
beyond the prah. We have secured some valuable property and 
a few goodish-looking female slaves. One, a Commendah 
woman, to whom I shall, pro tern., commend myself and my 
baggage, for the women here do all the fetch-and-carry work, as 
a rule, the men being lazy, indolent, cowardly knaves ; indeed, 
we have jolly good reason to be ashamed of our foes, from the 
king downwards. Stools of State are as invaluable as umbrellas, 
both superseding clothing in the eyes of the powers that be. 
We have captured the sacred stool of Amanquatia. It looks a 
precious rotten and gimcrack aflfair, but is, doubtless, greatly 
bemoaned by its owner. Good-bye, little wife ! I hope dear 
Queenie is better. Love to alL 

" Your ownest husband, 

" Warren." 

The next letter is dated from the King of Adansi's Palace, 
Fommanah, on the 25th January, two of his missives between 
times having miscarried, as he presupposed they probably would : — 

" Dear Neila, 

" Here we are en route for Coomassie, as King Coffee 
Calcalli refuses to listen to reason, and keeps tampering with 
our envoys, evading a compliance with the Major-General's terms 
for peace. It is a comfort to find ourselves in anything like a 
house, as the exposure in those clearings was something awful. 
Eustace has gone on to the Barim Stream, and found fetish work 
all along the road from Quisah to Fommanah (where we are now 
quartered), namely, white thread tied from tree to tree, and impaled 
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bodies at intervals, with their severed limbs hung round their 
necks. 

"Really these barbarians and their rites are revolting in 
the extreme ; and it is high time a monarchy constructed on 
principles of wholesale butchery should be. annihilated. We 
found this palace deserted by the enemy, and in a sleeping recess 
or closet we discovered fresh blood of human sacrifice ! Some of 
our fellows slept there, though I am glad not to have been billeted 
in such a Chamber of Horrors, beating Madame Tussaud's 
milder dish of abominations hollow ! This has been rather a 
jolly mansion in its palmy days, I should say. It has several 
open courts communicating with each other, and the floorings 
are of soft red clay, which we speedily disintegrate with our boot- 
nails, playing the deuce with the interior decorations generally, 
and covering ourselves with a reddish dust. We expect more 
fighting immediately. The Rifle Brigade, the 42nd, West India, 
and other regiments are told off to their picquets. Eustace is 
still in command of the scouts, and has had several hair-breadth 
escapes. I shall finish this letter when I get a chance, and hope 
I shall not lose it in the meantime." 

Consequently, after the heavy engagements of Amoaful and 
the capture of Becquah, Warren, ere proceeding to Coomassie, 
took up his pen once more in conclusion of the epistle we are 
quoting : — 

** 2nd February^ 
** On the march. 

" Such fighting, by Jove ! Poor Eustace is, I fear, mortally 
hurt, and has been sent down with the rest of the invalids to 
Cape Coast Castle, whence, I presume, he will, if he survives, 
re-embark at once for England. I'm so upset as hardly to be 
able to write, though I personally have led a charmed life. But 
it becomes my painful duty, for the sake of my dear comrade's 
absent friends, to continue my narrative of the action in which 
he so bravely fought and fell. You must know, on the morning 
of the 29th January an alarm was given that Amoaful was filled 
with the enemy, and that Amanquatia in person was commanding 
the king's army, which was certain to offer a violent resistance, 
Amoaful being the key to Coomassie. Our preparations through- 
out have been on a model system of warfare, though we have 
hitherto since Essaman (which action took place previous to 
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my arrival at the Gold Coast) met with little practical opposition, 
the enemy, as a general rule, evacuating their strongholds as 
soon as our approach became visible. Here, however, we en- 
countered a determined army of Ashantis. All the 29th was 
•taken up in tactical and strategical operations. The patrols 
from the various posts in rear met with no real resistance till 
the 30th, when south of the Adansi Hills, a patrol came across a 
small body of Ashantis, who were quickly routed This bush- 
warfare is tantalizing and haphazard, as you cannot see the 
enemy, and run continual risks of being shot by a company sent 
to support in the rear ! All day long on the 31st the fighting 
was severe, the wounded streaming to the rear. Amoaful was 
taken by noon, and the village of Egginassie was stormed 
with a rush, in which Eustace was first and foremost He was 
shot severely at the onset, but kept on his feet bravely, dashing 
to the rescue of an officer of the head-quarters staff. Then he 
led the remainder of the men, I heard afterwards (being myself 
engaged to the left of the bush in the swamp), surrounded by the 
enemy in a semicircle. We have only just come in to camp, and 
the smell of smoke and dust of battle is thick upon us. I have 
just this minute seen Eustace, poor fellow ! conveyed in a 
hammock to the invalids' quarters. He is now insensible, his 
third and most serious wound being through the left side. He 
spoke a few words to me before he lost consciousness, entrusting 
me with a message for Queenie, which I am to deliver personally. 
The Major-General has recommended him in to-night's despatches 
for a V.C. God bless him ! I hope he will recover. More 
fighting to-morrow, if I mistake not. Good-bye, dear little 
woman ! I have not the heart to write any more." 
But he did add a postscript, only afew lines : — 
" We took Becquah yesterday, and expect to march to Coo- 
massie forthwith. Glad will I be to reach this wondrous city, 
the goal of our military enterprise. Haven't heard any news of 
Eustace. Impossible to do so now, as we are cut off from 
communication with the coast. Most of us have lost our baggage, 
and some one has abstracted Mrs. Neale's splendid smelling- 
bottle and — what I regret a great deal more — your likeness, my 
pretty little Neila, and all my shirts, confound it ! except two. 
Again good-bye 1 

" Your soldier husband, 

" Warren." 
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Here is Warren's third epistle, bearing date from Coo- 
massie : — 

" February ^th, 

" Veniy vidij vici. We came to Coomassie, and found that 
humbugging old king a case of non est, and this horrible big City 
of the Pest (for by no nearer term can I define it effectively) 
virtually undefended. A tornado has drenched our bivouac, and 
we lay all night in the wet, on tampans, or raised open recesses. 
Fortunately my waterproof cloak and bedding were rescued firora 
the embezzlement of my other personal effects. I belonged to 
the inlying picquet stationed about the market-place. I heartily 
pity the outlying picquet — they must have been nearly drowned ! 
We are only waiting till His Majesty of Ashanti turns up before 
we set fire to the whole * biling.' I accompanied my chief and 
the others over the palace this morning. It is a very large irreg- 
ular pile, enclosing rooms two stories high, and has outer courts 
and raised floors, like the palace at Fommanah, only on a 
grander scale. Human holocausts are made on a mound, just 
outside an enclosure, or temporary burial-ground of the kings 
and princes of Ashanti, before removal to the swell mausoleum of 
Batama. The great fetish tree at the foot of the hill was shivered 
to pieces in the blast of a recent tornado, which circumstance 
the superstitious inhabitants interpreted into a forecast of defeat 
We saw the grand sacrificial altar in a court inside the palace, and 
were horror-struck to hear the details of atrocities committed 
daily and nightly by our barbaric foes. In short, Coomassie 
itself is an illustration of the huge slaughter-house system by 
which this inhuman King Coffee maintains his supremacy among 
the savage tribes of the interior. One of our fellows was billeted 
in his executioner's house, and told by that worthy that he slew 
more than a thousand people yearly ; and I myself saw the thick 
clots of blood which were oflfered as an oblation by the king on 
the stools of his ancestors ! Heaven help me from ever sitting 
on or again approaching such disgusting pieces of furniture ! 

" There was no end of loot in the pakce (though the natives, 
with their characteristic cunning, had managed to nab a good 
deal of treasure secretly), — gold masks, nuggets, stamped placques 
of gold and silver, aggery beads, calabashes worked in solid gold, 
King Coffee's sword, presented by Her Majesty, his umbrella, 
&c ; indeed, we had to leave heaps of things behind us, placing 
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them under charge of the prize agents, — ^warfare, not plunder, 
submission, not spoil, being the soldier's motto everywhere. 

" Poor Eustace ! I have managed to learn that he still lives, and 
if he does not succumb to the climate, but reaches the coast alive, 
I shall entertain hopes of him, his constitution being good. Our 
wounded list at Amoaful was a long one, but that of the enemy 
(killed and wounded) tremendous. The Major-General issued a 
splendidly complimentary special order this morning, praising us 
all for our * British pluck ' and * perfect discipline.' I hear, on 
good authority, he has recommended your humble sen'ant for a 
Brevet Majority, and Eustace for the V.C. Certainly dear 
Eustace is a very plucky fellow ! How cranky Sir Henry will cut 
up, to be done out of this bit of * slug-pudding ' which we have 
been enjoying for five consecutive days ! I'm uncommonly tired 
of fighting and circumscribed rations ; and no amount of 
primeval forests, luxuriant vegetation, palm-trees, palm wine, 
interesting swamps, or wild bush ranges, can make up to me for 
the loss of shirts and my daily tub ! But I don't appreciate the 
involuntary shower-bath, which this inundation of rain entails 
upon me at least twice a day. In point of fact, it has become 
my normal state to be drenched through and through. And 
Eustace used my last atom of pomatum, hang it ! on the eve of 
Amoaful, poor fellow, getting himself up regardless for the last 
time, I fear. Any way, my hair at this crisis resembles a bush, 
and my tidy little NeUa would remonstrate severely if she saw 
my general get-up, when not on active duty. I do hope Queenie 
is better ; was sorry to get such bad accounts when I heard last, 
and one letter did come to hand from you at Prahsu. 

" I hope soon to be turning my course homewards, at all events 
in time to embrace my own youngster. Hope it will be a boy, 
and take after its warrior father ! I presume Mrs. Neale no 
longer dares to bully you. Tell her I have presented the Bible 
to old Coffee ! We've got to catch him yet ! Good-bye, in hot 
haste ! I can smell flesh-pots, though not of Egypt Methinks 
I hear the cooking of sausages and the frizzling of some potatoes, 
frying i la militaire in yonder pan. 

" Your hungry husband, 

" Warren." 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

"The flower eoroiu] she had wove 
Lapsed from her fiogeis : the anemone. 
Emblem dl h>Te forsaken, diooped \ 

The rose. 
And the neglected myrtle, from the ground 
Looked with appealing beaaly. One pale flow'r, 
The asphodel, the ineffiu^eable type 
Of an munor^ grief I " 

Adam and Eve lem/iitg Paraditt. 

Warren reached the shores of Old England in safety, laden with 
tniUtaiy honours. He had attained not only brevet but full rank, 
and had twice been publicly commended for acts of intrepid 
daring in that insidious bush warfare which was so distinguishing 
a trait of the Ashanti Campaign, Poor Eustace I he too gained 
his V.C., but cut bono ? when the severity of his wounds were 
so great as to necessitate his retirement from active service in the 
field. Had it not been for that miniature portrait of " My 
Queen," which Vixie had cause to remember only too well, acting 
as a rebound to the bullet at Amoaful, it would otherwise have 
foimd a sure billet in the breast of the lion-hearted soldier, who 
kept on fighting, regardless of wounds, till noonday, when the 
place was occupied by the 42nd, under the command of their 
efhcient Colonel. Eustace was greatly missed, for his high edu- 
cation, cool gallantry, and constitutional fortitude were valuable 
qualities in a staff officer ; and poor old General Vansittart had 
^ways remarked thathis favourite A.D.C. only lacked opportunity 
to develop great military talents. The surgeon, who attended 
him with unremitting zeal, and whose solicitude in reality saved 
his life, recommended him to break the voyage to England by a 
prolonged sojourn in the mild and salubrious island of Madeira. 
Once there, the balmy air, fresh, cool, and invigorating after the 
sirocco hurricanes of Africa, revived him considerably ; but, as 
he lay reluctantly on his couch of suffering, how often did it 
Strike him that his place was no longer in England, near the two 
women whose lives, in conjunction with his own, he had so cruelly 
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wrecked. In his mid-sickness he had acquired the moral strength 
that was previously lacking in his character — the strength of 
renunciation, the power of self-restriction. Regina had nerved 
herself, though seriously ill, to write him a few lines of sincerest 
sympathy. This letter of hers had reached him just as he was 
q uitting the African coast How could she write other words 
than loving ones, when, perhaps, the eyes for which they were 
penned might never behold them, being already sealed in death ? 
How could she dwell upon her own maladies, and thereby add to 
his ? No, womanlike, she carefully concealed from him a mention 
of her health, merely intimating they were wintering at Nice, as 
a precautionary measure. Consequently, in the following letter, 
which, after a long and scrupulous deliberation, he made up his 
mind to send, he makes no particular allusion to her indisposition 
as likely to end fatally, because, as I have just inferred, he had no 
conception that the visit to Nice was a dernier ressort to ward off 
the consumption which was threatening to end prematurely 
Regina's fair young life ; — 

" Regina, — 

" My own, my chosen, but not mine, many thanks for 
your letter ; how precious its assurances no heart can guess better 
than your own ! I am getting on, but I fear it will be ages before 
I recover completely. The shaking of the hammock, and the 
miasmal climate of the bush nearly settled me en route to Cape 
Coast ; but the doctor, and all the fellows who were in the same 
unlucky plight of being hors de combat like myself, were very 
kind, and this island is a haven of rest in every way. The drive 
round the * corral * is charming ! The sleigh-slides I have been too 
seedy as yet to attempt. Crod bless you, Regina ! I sincerely trust 
you are getting strong again. It was a good idea to winter at 
Nice. Those English seasons were always a trial to you, my 
rare pale Queen of Eastern flowers ! The Motee Mahal and old 
days seem to me like a dream. Oh, my lost one, I feel it would 
be so utterly impossible to return to England and keep away from 
the divine intoxication of your presence ! It would be for me the 
same unreal, unmanning life all over again. Faith unfaithful 
shall keep me falsely true to you, Queenie, but it is selfish mad- 
ness of me any more to break in upon the reposeful vision of 
your life with him whom the Church sanctions as your husband. 
My soul's barque is shipwrecked for all time upon the waters of 
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frustrated hope, the sail split, the mast broken ; but the compass 
will needle to the selfsame point, and the clinging memory of a 
far-off face will be the companion of my travels in the waste and 
solitary worlds where henceforth I shall pitch my canvas. As 
soon as I am sufficiently recruited I shall sell out and wander 
about from place to place, in the vast hunting grounds and 
boundless prairies of the Western Hemisphere, thus giving you 
peace of mind and safety, my darling — dearer to me than many 
lives ! I do not ask you even to write to me, Regina, for I know 
too well the pang it would cost you to do so, after the discovery 
we mutually made in that little cottage by the Dart. Oh, the 
bliss, the torment of that hour, whose meaning burnt into my 
blood I No, Regina, you are a pure, true woman, a faithful wife 
(notwithstanding the dark inspirations of that moment), or I 
could never love you as absolutely as I do. I am not up to 
writing any more. Besides, I must send off a few lines to poor 
Vixie by this mail ; she is over-anxious for the well-being of a 
wretch like me; yet she would not let me marry her, and I 
know she was right. Think of me sometimes. Again I say, 
God keep you I Give my regard to Sir Henry, 

" And believe me, ever always 

" Unchangingly yours, 

" Eustace." 

Regina received this letter at Nice, and many were the desolate 
tears she shed upon its surface. Anon other events and her own 
continued weakness peremptorily and rapidly effaced from her 
memory, temporarily, the episode of that last painful interview 
with Eustace. 

Warren arrived in time to hold in his arms a first-born son, 
and great was his and Neila's pride conjointly in this infant 
phenomenon. Even Mrs. Neale condescended to adore the 
baby, and very nearly precipitated its entry into " kingdom come " 
by her well-meant but injudicious kindness. Altogether the 
advent of " Master Eustace," as the child was christened, did much 
towards repairing all breaches between the old lady and her 
soldier nephew-in-law, and placed matters on the most harmonious 
footing they had yet assumed in the annals of any one's experience 
of that irascible and eccentric personage. Even Renfrewshire 
acknowledged that the house had become habitable, and his aunt 
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humanized beyond recognition by this novel addition to the 
family. 

" Shut that door-r ginger-ly, WooUie, the bo/s sleeping ; " or, 
'* I'm thinking the boy might be liking these broth ;" or, " Warren, 
dinna mak sich a racket, you're for waking the boy ;" or, " Open 
yon press, Neilay, and hand me the bo/s pap-boat." 

These speeches, and similar ones, though they were calculated 
to make Warren wish his son at the bottom of the sea, and the 
unfortunate nursemaid feel disposed to pitch herself into the 
Thames, proved a very salutary loophole for the active mind of 
Mrs. Neale, and precluded her from less laudatory visitations of 
her sentiments upon Neila, or such of the domestics as came 
under her stringent displeasure of the moment. 

Vixie took Eustace's sad accident of war heavily to heart. She 
rarely smiled now, and had grown thin to emaciation. " She some- 
times felt as if her listless steps would hardly carry her to and fro 
the quiet garden walks of " Mon Man." Renfrewshire was with 
her as often as he could spare the time ; but what physician save 
One can " minister to a mind diseased " ? Vixie's infirmities 
were beyond all aid except His who, ofttimes in tenderest mercy, 
" giveth His beloved sleep," — sleep that shall usher them into 
the passionless world, where waking means eternal rest, and 
memory brings no Nemesis of retributive love or unhallowed 
longing such as tears to pieces, and seams the handiworks of 
Earth! 



CHAPTER XLV. 

** Ay, my own boy ! thy sire 
Is with the sleepers of the valley cast, 
And the proud glory of my life is past, 

With his high glance of fire. 
Woe ! that the linden and the vine should bloom. 
And a just man be gathered to the tomb ! " 

The Soldier's Widow, 

Two years had passed, and brought great changes with them. 
Queenie was a widow ! Sir Henry had expired that very May 
on their return from Nice, whither, as we know, she had repaired 
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for her own broken health, not his. Being a robust man, of 
powerful build, it was unreasonable to presume that the feeble 
thread which stayed the burden of her life should outlast the 
more substantial fabric of his own. But it was even so. He 
over-exerted himself one day violently controlling a headstrong 
and vicious horse, thereby reopening a wound which had nearly 
proved fatal at the time. Always reckless, and careless of his 
own ailments, he did not take much notice of the circumstance. 
Erysipelas set in, and Queenie had barely time to respond faintly 
to that last, grand smile of his blue-grey eyes, which had ever 
brightened for her, ere it became her lone, sad task to close them 
against the judgment day I 

It was a terrific shock to her, for the last few months had been 
ones of such deep peace and thorough reciprocity of affection 
between them. When her life had been in danger, he had, in 
an agony of fear, revealed to her the unknown and ungiiessed 
treasures of his manly love, and she had grown to merge in this 
bright oasis of married contentment, the mad and ruthless recol- 
lection of that other unwise passion for Eustace. 

Sir Henry died willingly and bravely, a soldier to the last 
drop of his blood and the final sigh of his soul I His wife and 
daughter smoothed the pain of his dying pillow, and spoke to 
him in hushed and hopeful whispers of that Hereafter which, in 
his fiery career of fighting, he had sometimes forgotten. He 
was interred with Requiem Mass and medieval music in the 
grand old vault of Radclyffe Towers, side by side with the sister 
he had loved so little, and the first frail wife he had loved so 
much. 

A month afterwards Eegina's third child, a boy, was bom to 
revel in the June sunshine of a summer world. Alas ! Sir Henry 
was not destined to know for a certainty that the ancestral acres 
of his home should not be alienated. But from the day of her 
orphan baby's birth Regina rallied in health, and eventually 
recovered completely from the cough and cold that had become 
almost chronic, though her spirits never quite regained their 
elasticity. The child was also baptized under the Christian 
name of Eustace, at Sir Henry's express desire. Hoping it might 
be a son, he had said on his death-bed, " Call that youngster 
Eustace, I have such a strong friendship for de Mowbray. 
Poor fellow, he will be surprised to hear that I am gone ! " 

But, to tell the truth, no one could definitely acquaint Eustace 
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with the news of Sir Henry's demise, for not a soul knew where 
he was to be found. Australia, America, the backwoods of 
Canada, each place in turn he visited — even those "Isles of 
Greece " where the " silver-voiced Sappho ended the wail of her 
passionate lyre for ever in the dull, deaf sea ! " and where the 
greatest of England's poets bequeathed to Missolonghi the 
enviable legacy of his latest sigh. Every breathing centre was 
now alike to the restless, aimless, broken-hearted Eustace, and it 
was seldom, if ever, he scanned a European paper, promising 
himself to seek English soil once more, when he should be 
capable of sharing the same latitude with Regina, without craving 
for one look at the angel features which had brought to him both 
Paradise and Purgatory. 

Renfrewshire waited till Murielle had got over the first poignancy 
of her bereavement, and then he urged the necessity of fulfilling 
at the end of the prescribed year the engagement that her father 
had so emphatically sanctioned, feeling that manlike yearning 
which a husband and wife's separation by death imparts to those 
who, surviving still, would feign clasp closer their most cherished 
objects, realizing anew how temporary are all earth's belongings. 

" Life is short ; do not let us delay to marry, Perduta. I seem 
to grudge each moment of your day apart from me ! " said Willie 
passionately, as Perduta pleaded for a delay of six months, 
wherein to comfort her dearly loved step-mother. " Nonsense ! 
Lady RadclyfTe has her infant's winning smiles to wean her 
thoughts away from sadness, and his merry prattle will in time 
reconcile her to the inevitable ; though I grant you it is hard lines 
for so lovable and gifted a creature to be left thus young a 
widow." 

So they were married very quietly in July, Regina, in widow's 
weeds, refusing to darken the chancel of the parish church with 
her sombre presence ; but Lady Vixen, Neila, Warren, and even 
Mrs. Neale were present, the latter fearful and wonderful to 
behold in the way of toilette. Pretty little Pearl, arrayed in 
purest white, officiated as bridesmaid ; Perduta looking both prim 
and angelic in a gown of dullest white gros de Naples, studded 
with real myrtle and orange flowers, and enveloped from head to 
foot in graceful folds of tulle, which Regina decided would suit her 
youth and fragility better than the massive and elaborate richness 
of Brussels or Honiton point. Renfrewshire took his bride to 
Switzerland for the honeymoon, and in the interval had those 
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unused apartments of Oaklands decorated and fumished appro- 
priately for the reception of their future mistress. Nothing was 
wanting that the upholsterer's skill and his own taste could suggest, 
from the pale blue hangings and Myosotis flowers of this her new 
and el^ant boudoir, to the ultramarine and silver paneUings of 
the really charming drawing-room, that opened out upon the lawn 
and conservatories, which Renfrewshire had always kept up with 
that reverence for flowers which so few men care to cultivate. 

Time wore away. Regina often thought of Eustace, and 
wondered that he should never take notice of the letter announc- 
ing Sir Henry's death, which Renfrewshire had forwarded through 
his agent at Cox's, little knowing that Eustace himself had 
written that agent strict injunctions to bother him with no letters 
at all, unless in the handwriting of which he enclosed an 
envelope as a specimen, and which happened to be Regina's. 

Of course Regina was too crushed at first with the newness of 
her grief to dream of writing to Eustace. Latterly a feeling of 
delicacy, slightly tinged with remorseful jealousy, that she should 
not have given her dead husband all her heart, precluded her 
from corresponding with him. In these days of her widowhood 
her regret for Sir Henry was realistic and religious. She seemed 
to miss his dictatorial ways, his Arm, courageous individuality 
wherein to lose her own, and then his tender, impassioned love. 
She appreciated its fulness of perfection, now that it was gone for 
ever. Poor Queenie would frequently bury her brown head in 
the flaxen curls of her fatherless boy, and weep for very loneliness 
of life. But time mellowed her suffering, harmonizing the heavi- 
ness of her heart to the tints of her pale, but unfaded loveliness. 

And the months passed till, as I said before, two long years 
had come and gone since Sir Henry's death. Lady Vixie seemed 
fading fast. Renfrewshire called her illness professionally 
" atrophy." Less practical men would have pronounced it a 
breaking heart. She confided to Renfrewshire her great desire 
to see Eustace just once again, before she was bound to say 
" good-bye " for always. 

" Try and find out where Mr. Humphreys lives, Willie." Lady 
Vixie called him by his Christian name now-a-days ; he had ever 
been her truest, stanchest friend. " Perhaps Mr. Bellairs can 
tell you," she added with eager emphasis. 

Accordingly Mr. Bellairs found out the lawyer's address, and 
Vixie made her will, in which she bequeathed fifteen hundred a 

B B 
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year unreservedly to Eustace, and Willie wrote him a few lines to 
this effect : — 



" Dear de Mowbray, — 

" If you desire to see your cousin, Lady Vixen Armytage, 
alive, come home without delay. She is sinking day by day, and 
her only unfulfilled longing is to look once more upon your ^e. 

" Yours ever, 

"Willie Renfrewshire." 

This letter was forwarded through Mr. Humphreys, but did not 
reach its destination in time. The faithful heart had ceased to 
palpitate, and the shackles of an earthly love were exchanged for 
the freedom of those gates, of which the great Archangel 
Michael holds the everlasting key ! 

Yellow roses were in fullest bloom — the Isabel, the Cintra, and 
the Marshal NieL Mrs. Renfrewshire (Perduta) had placed 
bouquets of them in each vase which Vixie's fingers had so often 
caressingly handled, and had left her seated in the amber- 
cushioned chair of the room that she quaintly christened in those 
former days her "Weepery." ^^ Ahimt^ what a nonsensical 
conceit that was ! " Vixie thought, and sighed. 

" Come into the garden now, Perduta ; she is a little better 
this evening, I think," said Willie, as the glow of sunset rested 
on the roses, and the pallid features of their dying friend. 

Together, husband and wife lingered down that sweetly-scented 
garden terrace, he twining his arm tenderly round the waist of 
his peerless Lily of the Annunciation. 

" It seems like yesterday, sweet Murielle, that I kissed you for 
the first time in that woodbine shrubbery of Radclyffe Towers, 
and yet we have been married about two years ; and I may fairly 
say you have never had occasion to shed a single tear, except in 
that dark hour when it pleased God to send, and take our first- 
bom; then I kissed all your tears away, did I not, my dar- 
ling?" 

" Yes, Willie, you are all in all to me ; perhaps dearer than if 
God had let me keep a baby to steal away ever so little of my 
affection from you. But what sad changes have taken place since 
that starlight night, when seeking for those constellations revealed 
to us the secrets of our souls ! First of all papa's death, and 



now poor I^dy Vixen. Do you really think she will never 
recover?" 

" Impossible, caiissima ! It is only to be hoped that Eustace 
will arrive in time to receive her last words. O God, how that 
woman has loved him I " he added, with a profound sigh of 
regret that her young clouded life should pass away thus help- 
lessly — her hope, that had no fruition ; her constancy, that 
knew not decay; her stem romantic faith, that brooked not a 
rival I All was to be ended now ! AH the aching of heart, the 
restless, unsatisfied longing I AH the dull, deep pain and con- 
stant anguish of patience ! 

Renfrewshire and his wife wandered a long time about in the 
love-lit air of heaven, breathing the ineffable odour of summer's 
crown of flowers. When they returned indoors, Vixie was still 
seated as before. The fresh roses were emitting a fragrance 
around her; nay, one pure blossom nestled in her slender 
fingers. But whence came that mysterious chill over the hearts 
of those two living beings as they gazed significantly on her 
whom they had whilom known as " Vixie " ? The hush upon her 
features^the supernatural calm — was surely that alone of death ! 
Yes, death had closed her eyelids ever so peacefully. The yellow 
roses were breathing still in rapt excessive bloom, but she had 
gone 

' ' Where the faded flower shall freshen, 
Freshen never more to fade ! " 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

" The sun shine* bright upon Venezia gay. 
As down the Gran3 Canal we wend our way t 
Passing the Bridge of Sighs, in all its awe. 
That Bridge, which used to be the priioner's shore. 
Coald it but speak, it would a ta)e unfold, 
And make the very blood of all run cold j 
Now not a sigh disturbs the xilent air, 
While tranquil Venice Ilea In beauty fair 1 " 

It was early autumn in Venice. Regina had become fio languid 
and depressed with the unusual heat of the Engliah summer and 
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poor Vixie*s untimely death, that Renfrewshire had little difficulty 
in persuading her to take the children and accompany him 
and Perduta for a short villeggiatura in Italy. Last of all 
they went to Venice, and were each and all enchanted with 
their first glimpse of the Adriatic's Queen. There is some- 
thing so unique and placid in waiting about in gondolas, 
in lieu of the more noisy, and less romantic locomotion 
of diligences and veMre, They were located in that most com- 
fortable of hotels, the " Europa," formerly the " Palazzo 
Giustiniani," opposite the Dogana, and not far from the Piazza di 
San Marco. 

Regina was never weary of entering the vast Romanesque- 
Byzantine cathedral, surmounted with the Apostolic Lion. There, 
before the matchless shrine of the " Virgin of Miracles," would 
Regina kneel, in deep and devotional abstraction. And though 
her saddest tears seemed sacred to that other spot in the 
sepulchral aisle of the ancient church in Radclyffe, where Sir 
Henry awaited, in knightly repose, the coming of the " keeper of 
the grave," still there was something very appealing in this 
antique sanctuary of St. Mark, to one who, like Regina, had 
dropped away betimes from the busy social world of men and 
women into the semi-oblivion of widowhood. 

Even Eustace had forsaken, perchance forgotten, her. She 
deemed it passing strange, that he should never have offered her 
a syllable of condolence when Sir Henry died, and sometimes 
she even went so far as to conjecture that he, too, had passed out 
of the land of the living. Not even to Warren, the friend and 
companion of his last fatal campaign, did he write. 

" Yes, Eustace must be either dead, or very changed," she 
thought, with a heavy sigh. 

^* Mon Mari " had already lapsed into stranger hands, and 
Vixie's wealth was awaiting its new possessor. Before they left 
England, the lawyer explained to Renfrewshire that he could in 
nowise account for Lord de Mowbray's prolonged absence, as 
the letter summoning him to Lady Vixen's deathbed had been 
forwarded through the usual channel ; to wit, a foreign corre- 
spondent in New York, through whom all the Viscount's letters 
had recently been redirected at his own request. In his private 
mind, Willie was beginning to feel anxious on Eustace's account, 
fancying he might be detained in some out-of-the-way port by 
illness. But nothing more could be done than had been done. 
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and Mr. BeUairs' advice was to wait a few months^ and then, as 
trustee and executor on Lady Vude*s behalf, he pro|xvsed to 
adveitise for Lord de Mowbray ; such a step being pretty sure 
to bring conclusive e\idence of his whereabouts, if ali\^ 

Warren and Neila had sailed the previous December for India, 
where Major Vansittart had obtained a lucrati^*e |^)0$t in the 
Quartermaster-General's Department The little Eustace, their 
son and heir, was left behind with "Grandma Neale/* as he 
called her, she having obstinately refused to part wnth her cherT>*« 
cheeked prodigy, who bid fair to become a thoroughly spoilt boy 
under her petticoat government. The old lady's health was 
declining, and she would really be very lonely when they left, so 
NeOa made up her mind to leave her aunt the luxury of her 
eldest darling, but took the girl-baby of a few months old out 
with her to Calcutta, to Warren's infinite disgust, who regarded 
both his olive-branches as somewhat dubious blessings. 

" They may well be called * blessings in disguise,' *' quoth he» 
irreverently ; " hanged if I appreciate so many of them I I really 
begin to agree with my poor old Colonel, Neila, that children are 
a confounded nuisance." 

Nevertheless, he took great pains to inculcate every conceivable 
piece of impish roguery into the apt little brain of his eldest-born, 
of whom he was internally proud. 

" The bair-m is jest a little playful," Mrs. Neale would say, 
apologetically, a year later on, when the younger Vansittart had, 
in a spirit of destructiveness, cut off the lower phylactery of her 
garment, or set a cracker to the all but impregnable fortress of 
her Sunday cap, or broken into cook's cupboard and demolished 
a good part of her pickles and jams, delightfully and indiscrimi- 
nately mingling both dainties together, as the crude but appetizing 
menu of his impromptu meal. 

That other Eustace— the little baronet— was doing his baby 
best to make up to Queenie for other joys that had sunk out of 
her life, and his innocent childish chatter saved her many a heart- 
ache. 

Pearl, too, had developed into a very engaging little girl, 
adding to her quaint precocity a gentle, biddable spirit, and an 
affection for her mother which bordered on idolatry. 

As it happened, Eustace never received the letter containing 
news of Sir Henry's decease at all. He was in Australia, shortly 
after the event, mid sheep-walks ; then in America, where blazing 
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prairies met the bending skies at noontide, and fountains frolicked 
through the matted grass promiscuously \ where man's primeval 
foot had crushed the field-flowered sod, when other worlds were 
yet unborn. He then travelled about from place to place, 
arriving last in Lima, Renfrewshire's letter having miscarried or 
been lost in transit He found hunting and other wild sports 
congenial to his frame of mind ; not even writing to Warren, 
thinking they had all forgotten him, in their happier spheres of 
life, ere this. 

During the last six months he had joined a party of sportsmen 
who proceeded into the interior of the Brazils, beyond the Cor- 
dilleras, and as some time thus elapsed before he held any com- 
munication with his New York man of business, his grief and 
surprise were unbounded when, in the July (she having expired 
in June), he received the first intimation of Vixie's declining 
health. He started at once for England, arriving there in August, 
when Mr. Bellairs confided to him each painful particular of his 
late client's last illness and death ; likewise acquainting him with 
the fortune he had inherited, and that supreme act of selfishness 
by which she had yearly remitted to him the ;£^6oo. 

Poor Eustace was too completely cut up, at first, to do anything 
but rush off in a hansom to the peaceful cemetery at Brompton, 
where a cross of Carrara marble marked the spot sacred to that 
faithful woman-angel who had literally died for love of him ! He 
planted rose-trees all round it with his own hands, and placed a 
crown of immortelles upon the cross itself ; and I am sure the 
gentle reader will not think it unmanly of him to have watered 
that cold, chaste, fadeless garland with the bitterest tears. It 
was in the course of a second conversation with Mr. Bellairs that 
Eustace learned Sir Heniy had long since departed this life, and 
thus Queenie — his Queenie ! — was free to love and be loved by 
him. At first the intelligence completely stunned him, and Mr. 
Bellairs saw him stagger to a chair-back, guessing his secret in 
the one glimpse he caught of the fine bronzed, but careworn 
face. 

" Poor, poor Regina ! " he muttered, " this is the first I have 
heard of it. You say," he added more congruously, "that 
Lady Radclyffe is at Venice. Could you tell me what time the 
mail leaves for Paris to-night ? I will set off at once ! God 
bless me, what changes have taken place since I left them last — 
all the friends I cherished I " 
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market-place, that she heard not the portilre drop upon a visitor. 
Little Motee was taking an afternoon siesta^ as her mother had 
promised her a nocturnal reparation to the Piazza di San Marco, 
which meant ices, chocolate, and playthings ad libitum I 

Regina's figure had lost none of its faultless symmetry, and, at 
a little over five-and-twenty, she could not be regarded as other- 
wise than a young widow. She was, in fact, in the zenith of 
womanliness. Her beautiful rounded bust was suggestive for a 
Guidons voluptuous brush, her delicate colouring a Caracci would 
have revelled in, and the soft, tender traces of extreme refine- 
ment, which a sublime sorrow had left upon her features would, 
even by a Murillo, be considered worthy of his immortality. 
Her black dress of clinging cashmere was relieved by a bouquet 
of lilies at her bosom. Eustace said to himself, as he paused in 
the doorway, that he had never seen his Queen of beauty look- 
fairer than now. 

The quick, restless eyes of the baby tyrant had already seen 
and taken in the unfamiliar features of their stranger guest, con- 
sidering a prolonged and angry howl of disapproval as adequate 
to the occasion. Just as Regina was stooping down to pacify 
him, and learn, if possible, the nature of his grief (his woes being 
generally of an occult and imaginary character), she felt herself 
raised up from behind. A moment more, and Eustace held her 
tightly, lovingly, greedily, in the grasp of his encircling arms ; 
their lips and hearts meeting in the long, rapture-yielding 
melody of a bliss that their guardian angels need not blush to 
behold ! 

" At last, my own one, my predestined bride, my Queen ! " 

She panted for happy breath, and seized up her baby treasure 
to hide her rosy flushes in his white, soft, dimpled chest, he 
having been all along crying lustily, with jealous wrath, at this 
usurpation of the only parent his little life had ever known, but 
who, combined in his estimation, an epitome of perfection that 
should be unapproachable. And Regina soothed the smaller 
Eustace to sleep in her arms, afterwards handing the orphan 
baronet to his nurse's keeping with an involuntary sigh, 
momentarily grudging, in her loyal bosom, the joy that could 
only be sanctified by a husband's death 1 But Eustace was 
there, and she simultaneously remembered how long and lonelily 
he had suffered, and become an exile for her sake. 

" This moment, my darling, is well worth the untold misery 
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